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We were basking in the afterglow; bodies still warm and slick with sweat. We cuddled, arms and legs wrapped as if we still couldn't get close enough.  'Chelle purred softly in tune to the humming of her body's internal bliss as I stroked her long sensuous hair.

After a period of sweet silence and connectivity she broke the ice.  "Saw something interesting on TV the other day".

"Oh" I replied, just beginning to surface from some other place.  "I find that surprising."

"You're just so funny," she said snidely as she poked me in the ribs.  "You want to hear this or not."

"Hey, just kidding.  You know me, can't resist a good straight line.  So, whatcha see?"

"Well, there's this show called The Other Side; it's a daytime thing so I know you haven't seen it.  Anyway, they were talking about Valentine's day and ten things you could do for your mate."

"Like buy her a new Mercedes" I joked.

"Porsche" she corrected, not letting me get away with the lame joke.  "No, seriously" she continued, "we're talking intimate, emotional stuff."

"Like I can't get emotional about a Porsche?" I feigned indignation.

"Will you please just quit it and let me tell you about this or what?" she sounded exasperated.

"Sorry", I confessed.  "I do want to hear this."

"Then catale" she replied.  "Anyhow, as I was trying to say, they were talking about things that a woman might think were true presents.  Gifts from the heart to be given on Valentine's day.  Things more important than trinkets, though all the women did confess that a token of love like a locket or bracelet or something, the kind of stuff that whenever you looked at it reminded you of the love you shared, was not to be sneezed at."

When she said this a little light went on in my head.  Hmm, something that when you looked at it reminded you of what the two of you shared.  Now that's a thought.

…"They talked about how a woman liked to be kissed, and not just as a prelude to sex."

"Hmm, you know how much I like kissing you" I confessed as I drew her close to me.  "I can't help it though if when we do we always get hot and bothered and it leads to sex."

"Yeah, I know, Love.  That's just you and me.  But that's just one of the things, you know.  They also talked about having a mans hand free to caress a woman's neck; saying that it's a little known fact that a woman's neck is very sensitive and can be considered an erogenous zone."

"Really?" I feigned surprise.  "Who'da thunk it.  I never noticed the way your body quivers when I touch the back of your neck."

"Again, my sweet, you are far ahead of the curve.  I think you and I have been places and shared things that most people don't even dream about.  But still, this is all just putting things into a context" she admitted.  "You and I have been there and done that to most of this stuff.  I just found it interesting that they have to point this stuff out."

"Uh huh" I nodded.  "It's the old 'there's a limited amount of information to be had, but an infinite amount of air time, so let's sensationalize everything' approach."

'Chelle smiled, "You always been a cynic or are you just becoming a curmudgeon in your dotage?"

"Aye, what's that you say?" I said in a cranky little old man voice.  "Speak up, damn you, I can't hear you."

'Chelle grinned, "You're making me rethink my position about growing old with you, y'know."

"But hey" she continued, "I haven't told you the real interesting part yet!  What I thought was the coolest thing was when they started talking about trust and intimacy.  What really seemed to get the women all enthused were issues of trust.  It seems that they perceive that men have problems opening up and trusting their mate.  So what really means a lot to us girls is when a man feels comfortable enough in his relationship that he is willing to share his innermost secrets with her."

"Oh oh" I said flatly, "I see trouble ahead."

She frowned and continued, "The show said that everyone has a secret fantasy, usually sexual in nature, that goes to the core of who they are, and it takes a great deal of trust to reveal their dark side to their mate."

"So you want me to spill my guts huh?"  I interrupted.

"Don't you trust me?" she countered.

"Oh boy, here we go.  Boxed into a corner again.  Damned if I do and damned if I don't."

"Come on dear, be serious." She said earnestly.

"I am being serious." I replied.  "If I refuse to tell you the evil within then it's like I don't trust you enough.  But if I tell you and you don't like it; what then?"

"Well, Love, isn't that where the trust comes in?  If I love you, and I do, then whatever you tell me I will accept openly and never think less of you."

"More easily said than done" I replied.  "What if I told you that I liked young boys or something?"

"Well, first of all" she began, "I know you better than that, but even if you told me that you fantasized about being a serial killer, it wouldn't change my love for you."

"That I doubt very much, but fear not, I'm not a Jeffry Dahmer wanna be, and I don't hanker after six year old boys."

"Well then it can't be that serious.  Talk to me, especially if it's something that involves me.  I want to know."

I rolled out of bed and started pacing the room, looking foolish, as I was still 'au natural'.  Finally I found a seat across from the bed, not feeling comfortable being in too close proximity while I brought my fantasy out into the light of day.

"OK" I sighed.  "Here goes.  I've been reading a lot of stuff on the Internet about this kind of thing, and I think it helps that I'm not alone in this sort of thing.  Ideally this is something I'd like to do to you, but since your constitution makes that impossible, I'm seeking other avenues and want this to happen to me."

"Darling, I have no idea what you're talking about.  You're circling around the issue.  Come on, just tell me." 'Chelle exhorted.

"Geez, this isn't easy, OK?" I paused for a moment to collect my thoughts then raised my gaze to her eyes and proceeded.  "I want you to feed me."

She looked at me and I just shrugged.  "That's it, you just want me to feed you?"

"Well, of course there's more to it than just sharing strawberries with me."

"Alright, then enlighten me.  Tell me all about it."

"Well first, I need to explain I think." I began.  "You know how it's been said that the art of dining can be a sensual experience second only intercourse?"

She nodded so I continued.  "Well, this is like that, in that it kind of combines the two, making a better high out of both.  You see, what I want goes something like this; you set an extremely large meal in front of me and then do a little striptease in front of me, shaking your T&A and getting me all excited.  The catch is that you've told me that I can't have you until I finish eating this huge meal.  Say it's like five hamburgers and a couple of shakes.   And then, while I'm trying to scarf down the burgers you keep telling me to hurry up or you'll lose interest, all the while teasing me and then telling me that my belly is getting fat."

I keep looking into her eyes, trying to find some sign that this is disgusting her, but she is staying neutral, her eyes still locked on mine.

"So, while I'm struggling to finish off my meal you start rubbing my distended gut, telling me how nice and round its getting and how virile I must be.  And then finally, when I've finished, you tell me what a great appetite I must have but that you have appetites too.  So you prop me up in bed with a couple of pillows behind me, tie my arms down so they can't move and then mount me; all the while patting my protruding belly and talking dirty, like saying that you've always wanted to ride a fat boy."

I'd run out of steam, so I just shrugged and turned my eyes away, mumbling, "see, I told you that you didn't want to hear this."

It was silent for what seemed like an eternity, until 'Chelle spoke up, "Interesting, anything else?"

"Well yeah" I admitted.  "I thought that afterwards, as a kinda affirmation, you could usher me down to the pool and force me to parade around with my belly still all huge and full of food.  It'd be like showing the world that this belly is about the love we share, and they'd be seeing the physical evidence of something that is shared behind closed doors and within our own minds.  Does that make any sense to you?" I trailed off.

"Uh huh" she agreed seemingly half lost in thought.  "Very interesting indeed."

"You don't think I'm some sicko, do you?" I asked with great concern.

"No Love, I don't, although I have to admit that this isn't what I expected.  I just need some time to absorb all this, OK?"

"Sure, I mean, of course.  I'd expect you to be taken back by all this." I replied sheepishly.  "Still love me?" I asked.

"Don't be silly, of course I do" she replied sternly.  "You think something like this would scare me off, or turn me away from you?  You can't really think that little of me, or of our love."

"Well no" I faltered, "it's just that, well, you know, it is kinda kinky and all."

"And intriguing" she finished with a grin.

"Does that mean you'll consider it?" I breathed, hoping beyond all hope that I was hearing something akin to interest in my deviant little passion play.

"You haven't heard me say no now have you?" she countered.  "But for now let's go down to the pool.  I want to catch some rays while we still have some sun."






**********

We made our way down to the pool area, staking out a couple of lounge chairs in between the mass of semi-clothed humanity, me in my flips, dark blue boxer style swim trunks and open shirt; 'Chelle wearing a gauze pullover, beneath which her brown one piece showed through, accenting her well chiseled curves.

I got us a couple of drinks from the poolside bar and when I returned struck up a conversation.  "You know, what we talked about.  This kind of stuff is a lot more prevalent than the mainstream media would lead you to believe."

"No doubt" she replied as she sipped her pina colada through a straw.

"Seriously, it's kind of like a secret society.  There's a lot more to it than just the feeding thing."  I fell silent as I scanned the hundreds of people around the pool; finally finding what I was looking for.

"Yep, the whole thing is about perceptions.  For example, do you like sitting down here and watching all the people parading by?  I know you do, and the strange thing is that everybody does; there's some kind of innate curiosity about the human body, and this is about the best place to see all the variations.  But the point is, that while you admit to yourself that you people watch, you don't really realize that everyone else is doing it too.  So, since it isn't openly acknowledged you might think that you are being some kind of lecher or peeping tom, when in fact you are just doing what everyone else is.  So the reality is that this apparent deviant behavior is actually normal."

"Ah, so what are you telling me" she questioned.  "That everyone wants to be fed and be told that they're fat?  I don't think so."  She patted her flat tummy for emphasis.

"No, not everyone, but there is a lot more to it than just the feeding thing.  There are all kinds of variations, and it's just for some that the whole fat issue manifests itself as a desire to be fed, or the combining of food with sexual play.   You see, on the larger stage there are what are called FA's or fat admirers.  And even under this heading there are lot's of variations.  From those who just like a woman with a few extra curves, to those who desire a woman obese to the point of immobility.  But what is important to consider is that there are probably just as many FA's as there are gays, it's just that most of them haven't come out of the closet yet."

"Yeah, I can see where that could be difficult" 'Chelle admitted, her thoughts still seemingly far away.

To get her attention back to the here and now I asked her, "See that couple over by the stairway?  The short haired blond in the red one-piece?"

"The ones eating lunch?" she questioned.

"Yep" I replied.  "Now, I want you to watch them for a minute or so, without staring of course, and see if you notice anything."

After a couple of minutes 'Chelle turned back towards me and gave her report.  "They are having lunch.  The guy is a hunk, the girl not too shabby, if a bit chubby, so?"

"So, they're having lunch" I answered.  "Anything else?"

"Looks like she's having a chicken sandwich, he's got some kind of club, and they both have fries.  How's that for power of observation.  Do we go on stake out or what?"

"You don't see the thing going on with the fries?"  I prompted.

She watched for a moment more.  "Looks like he's giving her some of the fries off his plate.  Is that it?"

"Bingo" I enthused.

"But what's so unusual about that?" she sounded frustrated.

"Maybe nothing, maybe everything.  I think it'd be one thing if she didn't have fries of her own, but since she does it seems to me that the guy is subtly feeding her."

"You mean it's not just an innocent act?"

"Don't think so.  I think that the guy doesn't mind that his girl is a bit chubby, if fact, since he is feeding her from his own plate, and if I guess right will then make sure that she eats her own fries as well, that he prefers her that way."

"Wow, you think?" "Chelle stated in wonder.

Just then, we witnessed our subject feed his girl the last of his fries and then reach over to her plate to begin feeding her from that side.

"Geez, you were right!  I had no idea.  I wonder if she's even aware of it?"

"Probably in some sense, whether she's conscious of it or not.  On some level I think she has to be aware that he is allowing her free reign to eat, and my guess is that she's probably put on a fair amount of weight since they've been together, and she may be wondering why he hasn't complained."

"And he hasn't complained…"

"Because he likes the way she looks heavier" I finished.

"Hmm" she murmured after a time.  "And you say that there are lots of guys out there like this?"

"Yep.  Only most stay hidden for fear of being ridiculed, or think that they are the only ones who feel as they do.  Day after day they are bombarded with images of these waifish girls, and are told in subtle and unsubtle ways that thin girls are the icons of femininity.  How are you supposed to cope with that kind of peer pressure?"

"Yeah, I guess it'd be difficult, just like coming out of the closet." 'Chelle opined.  "I bet it was really tough for those gays who blazed the trail, before there was a strong movement and all.  Even now, I'm sure it's no walk in the park."

We were silent for a time, both musing the situation.  Finally 'Chelle spoke again, as if she were still recollecting something.  

"If these FA's are all around us, I wonder where they were when I was that little chubby girl, being ridiculed all during early grade school?"

"Well, for one there's the peer pressure thing.  Young boys are by nature insecure in themselves and therefore don't want to stand out.  If they were seen befriending you then some asshole would ridicule them.  Guilt by association kind of thing.  Besides, I think that being wired as a FA is connected to your sexuality.  You only come to realize your preferences after you reach puberty and start coming to terms with the world in its sexual nature.  Until then, all girls had cooties anyway." 

'Chelle gave a hearty laugh.  "You got that right.  Boy, do I remember having the hots for this guy, back in third grade.  He ran away from me like he thought I had the plague."

"Ah, if he only knew" I smiled.  "But seriously, bet if he saw you in high school he'd probably kick himself for missing his chance."

"Hmm" she mused.  "But you know, even back in eighth grade and the first year of high school, I caught a lot of shit."

"Because you developed early" I answered, having heard the stories before.

"Yeah, it was almost as bad then as when I was a round faced chubby second grader."

"Sad to say" I confessed, "that's just a guy thing.  You know the old adage about the guys pulling girls pigtails.  It's like that.  They were discovering their own sexuality, and insecure about what was going on, so I guess that the safe way to show affection was to torment the poor girls.  Figuring that any kind of attention was a plus, and if the girl responded positively and made a move then so much the better.  If not, 'hey, I didn't really like her anyway'."

"Pretty sick" 'Chelle said as she shook her head.

"But safe" I replied.  "And this is just the normal angst of early courting.  Can you imagine what it must be like if you've realized that you prefer a type of girl outside the norm?  I mean guys can be tough.  They're all so insecure anyway, and haven't a clue.  If some poor guy went with his wiring and started dating a larger girl, all the other guys would instantly label him a loser; implying that he can't do any better.  How do you fight that?  How can you begin to explain that this is your preference?  You'd be outcast as some kind of pervert, ostracized the same way as if you stood in the middle of the boys shower and loudly proclaimed that you thought the quarterback of the football team had a nice butt.  Talk about instant pariah!"

"So these guys just suffer in silence or hide their preference.  How sad, especially for the fat girls.  Gee, if this was out in the open a lot of broken hearts and self doubt and hatred could be avoided."

"Right!" I exclaimed.  "All the while the poor fat girls are wallowing in self hatred because they don't fit the paradigm, when in reality there are guys out there who would love to be with them, except they're too scared of what the masses might think."

I thought for a moment further and then proceeded.  "And what's even worse is, like some of the gay guys who try to deny their own wiring, FA's are just as likely to give in and accept who they are.  You've heard the story a thousand times how some gay guy marries a woman, thinking it the right thing to do, or that he'll be able to control his deviant urges, only to later give up the battle, or should I say learn to accept himself for what he truly is, and then divorce.  It would have been far better for both sides if he would have just accepted his tendencies at the git go.  But no, better to fit into the mold, be a lemming, and don't stand out, for maybe people will laugh at you.  It takes a certain amount of growing up to start to feel comfortable with who you are, and sadly, some never do."

"Same thing" I continued, on a role now, "as those couples who decide to have children just as soon as they're hitched.  Their only thought is that it's the accepted thing to do, or the woman has some weird urge to mother.  The sad thing is a lot of the time, this urge is manifested only because what they really want is the recognition.  The end result is a child who in many cases ends up unwanted, because the couple hadn't thought the whole commitment thing through.  So what you end up with is a self perpetuating cycle of pain and suffering; neurosis imbedded simply by a lack of forethought and understanding.  And you know, funny thing, this all ties back to what we were talking about earlier; trust.  Because the deepest hurt is caused by those you trust.  One's parents for example.  You grow up believing that, as your parents, they love you and will always protect you.  And yet so often they are the ones who can hurt you the most.  They are the ones who know you the best, know all your insecurities and just how to push your buttons.  Some kids have enough self worth to get past it, but so many are scarred for life, or molded in such a way that they are unequipped to deal with real life issues."

I paused and then shook my head, "I just wish people would treat other people better.  I mean, I know that sometimes you have to make hard choices and that sometimes no matter which way you turn someone ends up getting hurt, but so often the pain could have been avoided with just a bit of communication and common sense."

'Chelle looked at me, tilted her head slightly and then smiled.  "Heavy talk for an afternoon sitting by the pool, don't you think?"

"Yeah, I know, sometimes I just get carried away" I admitted.

"Hey, you know you can say what you want whenever you want with me.  That was the idea of the whole exercise."

She then paused for a moment and then arched her brows.  "But I have to ask you, for all your talk just now about how it must feel to grow up being different, and how you seem to know so much about these FA's and all.  You're one aren't you?"

I shook my head, but then put up my hand,  "I know what you're thinking.  Look, yes, I am a fat admirer.  I like looking at plump women, they are my preference.  But my sexuality isn't so narrow in scope.  And certainly you can't put sexuality and love into the same little box.  Besides, just because some guys prefer a blonde doesn't mean that he'll never care for a brunette.  It's more of a subset, at least as far as I'm concerned.  I know I've equated all this to homosexuality, and maybe in some cases it's that extreme, but for me," and I chuckled, "it's like the well worn phrase ' anything with two legs'".

She gave me a sarcastic look.  "But I know you better than that.  There has to be an attraction both mentally and physically for you to even begin to take an interest."

"True" I confessed, "but I guess what is most important to me is personality.  If I can't stand talking to someone, why would I want to be intimate with them?"

"Ah, the enlightened twenty first century man" she smiled.  "But seriously, I've always known that about you, it's part of why I love you so.  Still, if you had your druthers, wouldn't you prefer it if I was fatter?"

"Druthers" I shook my head.  "How do I weasel out of this jam?  Look, you are now, always were and always will be the sexiest woman on the planet.  And that sexiness comes from inside you.  Not only that, but it stems from who we are together.  All these things transcend the physical, and make it irrelevant.  Now, having said that, I have to admit that it would thrill me to see you heavier, but it's not that important.  Kind of like icing on the cake."  I chuckled  "More to love and all. But," and I held up a finger, "one, I don't think you'd be comfortable with being heavier, it's not how you see yourself, and would probably undermine your self worth.  And two," adding a finger, "your ailment prohibits it anyway so the point is moot.  End of story."

"What do you mean about my self worth.  What, you think I don't know who I am?"  She accused.

"Au contraire my sweet" I replied.  "I think you know exactly who you are, and that person; and this is not an accusation, that person has a need to be accepted on a certain level by the mainstream."  I held up a hand.  "Now I know that you reject just as much of the fun and games people play as the next, probably even more so, but in the area of appearance, you enjoy being looked at and being told that you are beautiful.  That's not a crime, but it is being pigeonholed.  I think … no I know that you could turn heads at any weight, just as long as you believed yourself to be beautiful.  If you had the confidence to carry yourself and say 'hey I'm a mature, sexy woman and I know it' that would be all it would take.  Whether you weighed 100 or 200 or even 3. "

I took her hand in mine and continued, "Just look at some of the different cultures.  The big, buxom black girls and the mamacitas, with their mothering hips.  They are like honey to the men folk; those who haven't been brainwashed by our weird Anglo morality.  I've seen it; a Latina with her big booty and large jugs, all dressed up and carrying herself like she just knows she's a hot mama.  And all the while, her man, by her side, proud as hell, as if saying ' looky here at what I've got.  You have no idea what it is like to be in bed with such an abundant wonder'.  

"Yeah, but for every one of those there are dozens of guys drooling after thin girls" she countered.

"Maybe less than you might think.  I mean, what are you basing your theory on.  The media?  Bull.  What, that guys are always hitting on you and telling you how beautiful you are.  Let me tell you something.  You have it, my girl.  Guys want to get close to you period!  And in their clumsy way, the best opening line is to tell you how beautiful you are."

"But back before I got sick, when I was a little heavy, not too many guys said it then" she replied.

"But there were some.  I remember you telling me.  And I know, I don't count, because I love you anyway.  But, what I think you need to factor in is that when you were heavier you didn't feel good about yourself, so your luster was dimmed.  If you had the same confidence then as you do now, you'd have gotten hit on much more often, I guarantee."

"Hmm, a convincing argument" she admitted grudgingly.  "Still, I'd have to accept your premise that most guys like a girl with meat on her bones."

"Most guys" I said, "I'm not sure what the percentages actually are, and I don't think we'll ever know, but think about this; what are the most important physical characteristics that differentiate a man from a woman?  Hips and breasts.  What marks puberty and designates that a girl has become a woman?  The same.  Therefore it stands to reason that those same features, both of which are mostly fatty deposits, are the actual key to attraction and sexuality.  In the primitive sense, talking survival of the species, the signifiers of the ability to procreate and therefore continue the genetic line are those self-same hips and breasts.  The whole concept of nurturing, the 'taking to one's breast', aren't these all more ingrained than some weird twentieth century affectation that condemns a woman for having same?  I think it would make a fascinating study to try to determine just how the icon of American and Western European beauty became warped into this ideal that denies the very things that make a woman a woman."

'Chelle sighed.  "You've thought this out a lot haven't you?"

"Sure, as it defines who I am, I have to understand all the factors that influence it, either positively or negatively.  Let me give you something else to think about; how sometimes stuff just slips below the radar screen of group consciousness.  You remember all those underground comics we used to read back in the seventies?"

"You mean like Mr. Natural and stuff?"

"Yes, exactly!  Perfect.  The drawings of Harry Crumb are just what I wanted to talk about.  If you'll recall, the great majority of the woman drawn in the Crumb cartoons were quite pearshaped.  He accentuated the hips and thighs, making them almost absurdly large.  It became almost a signature style, and funny thing, as such became accepted.  No one thought about what Crumb was really signifying here, how he was celebrating the earth mother concept.  How he was pointing out how attractive these wide hipped, thick thighed women really are.  It all just slipped below the radar, and yet, were sales derailed by his portrayals?  Did people turn away and think him some crazed deviant?  No, they accepted it as art and, I believe, many flocked to his comics as an acceptable way of reveling in their own surmised deviation."

I shrugged, "I guess what I'm trying to say is that there should be a greater awareness and acceptance of the zaftig female form.  And I think that if it were acceptable to do so, you would see a whole lot more men chasing after plumper women."

'Chelle patted my hand.  "Such a philosopher" she joked.  "You know what, I'm either getting sunstroke or all this heavy talk has given me a headache.  Let's go take a dip and cool off."

With that she rose and discarded her flips.  I took her hand and escorted her towards the broad steps of the pool.  She lowered herself to her torso and then as I was about to follow, turned back towards me and smiled.  "Why don't you get in via the diving board?  You cut such a graceful figure, I want all the women to look at you."

I laughed and nodded, "Your wish, my sweet."

After a couple of dives I swam towards the shallows and hugged 'Chelle close, feeling the sensuality of the water as it swayed around us.  We laughed and she put her arms around my neck.  "I love you" she whispered.  

"And I you" I replied as I nibbled on her ear.

She pushed me away.  "You're such an exhibitionist."

"So" I sulked.  "I love you and I don't care who knows it."

"Yeah, but you keep going and a girls bound to lose her head and we'd probably end up getting arrested.  Better to keep our little PDA's to something more tame."

"Alright, alright, but we're going to have to resolve this issue later" I complained.

"Certainly my every intention" she smiled.  "In fact, I think the sooner the better don't you?"

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

As we re-robed and exited the pool area 'Chelle looked back at the still teeming throng assembled by the pool.

"I get the feeling we're being watched big time," she said as she slid her arm through mine.

"Probably so" I commented.

"Hmm, I wonder.  It's Friday right?  So I guess that a lot of the same crowd will be back here tomorrow."

"Yeah, probably a safe bet, why."

"Oh, just wondering if the pool will be as crowded tomorrow." She said aimlessly.






**********

The next morning we were lounging around after some wonderful wake-up sex.  'Chelle went to the fridge and came back with a nectarine.  She plopped down beside me and took a healthy bite letting the juice dribble down her chin and fall between her breasts.  

"Wanna lick it off?" She suggested none too coyly.

"You're going to be the death of me yet" I complained.

"Yeah, but what a way to go" she grinned and then squeezed a bit more juice down the front of her luscious body.  "Bon a petit" she laughed. 

Her laughter slowly subsided into something deeper and far more meaningful as my tongue meandered across her body.  One thing led to another and soon we were both coupled, held deep into each other once again.

After a time, spent in that wondrous together-land, feeling fuzzy and yet connected, in that space between sleep and drowsiness, 'Chelle rose to her elbows and placing her head in her hands gazed idly over to me.  

"I bet that after such Herculean efforts my hero is hungry."  She said.

"How'd you know?" I smiled.

"Woman's intuition" she replied.  "And you know, I've got a craving.  Let's get dressed and go out for an early lunch."

"Fine by me" I replied, for I was indeed starving.

We dressed quickly and headed down to the garage.  Once we exited the parking lot I asked "where to?"

"I want some fries" she purred.  "Any fast food joint will do."

We only had to drive a short distance before we found one.  As I pulled into the driveway I asked, "Takeout?"

"Of course" 'Chelle answered.

Stopping before the menu board I asked "Anything else besides fries?"

"Yeah, maybe a chicken sandwich and a Pepsi.  What about you?" she asked.

"Dunno" I mumbled.  "Maybe a bacon cheeseburger."

"You know, I think you'd better make that five bacon cheeseburgers.  And a couple of chocolate shakes.  Wouldn't that be about right?" she gave me a sly look.

My mouth fell open.  "You mean?" I whispered hoarsely.

"Uh huh, I'm your fairy godmother and I'm going to make all your fantasies come true.  Now do you think five is too much for you, or are you a real man and can handle six?  I don't want you looking all scrawny when we parade our love down by the pool.  Our love's no small trifle, so I want people to see a real big belly.  Think you can handle it?"

I nodded weakly as my groin started stirring just at the possibilities.  "God how I love you" I said as I reached a shaking hand across to stroke her cheek.

"I know you do" she replied with her Cheshire Cat smile.

