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He looked down at his loving wife, wasting away before his eyes, and he wondered at the injustice of it all.  Why her Lord?  Why, on that particular day, at that particular time, had you deemed to put a drunk driver on that particular road?  And why then give my wife the urge for a Baskin-Robbin sundae, putting her on the intersecting road and in harms’ way?  I suppose you have a plan Lord, just let her live so we can both see what it is.

He gazed at all the IV tubes and electrical patches that monitored everything.  Geez, she must be hooked up to at least ten machines.  He looked at her emaciated form and her sweet face, angelic in it’s comatose state and shook his head.  She must be down to almost 100 pounds.  The IV drip was keeping her alive, but just barely.  To think that nine months ago, at the time of the accident, Cat was slightly in excess of 400 pounds.  My god!  They had had to cut several feet of excess skin off her as her body shrunk and wasted away; otherwise all that loose skin could threaten her life in a way equally cruel as her coma.

He sat in the same uncomfortable chair he’d been sitting in for nine months now.  Faithfully, evening after evening, hoping that each new day would be the day that Cat awakened; and each night at 11:30 he would heave a great sigh and head for home and a restless sleep.  He prayed a hundred times each day that he could be forgiven and in the Lords’ forgiveness find enough so that he could forgive himself for his predilection and his lack of fortitude.

He had almost proposed to her the night they met, he was so smitten by her.  The way her green eyes sparkled and the corners wrinkled when she laughed.  It was a beautiful laugh, full and unselfconscious, that told him that Cat wanted nothing more than to wring every molecule out of each experience.  At five foot three and 135 pounds she was voluptuous, with curves in all the right places.  He loved her deep cleavage and the gentle curve of her hips.  He loved to watch her eat as she dove into every meal with great gusto, displaying an appetite that was only excelled by her appetite in bed.  After a month together they set a June date, giving them almost three months to prepare.

He remembered fondly.  Oh the times they had had.  The romantic candlelit dinners, the weekends spent in bed with him feeding her strawberries dipped in whipped cream, or bowls of custard and then all the hot, passionate love before, after and sometimes during each snack.  They were both walking on air as each had found in the other their ideal mate.  Everything was bliss, even when, a mere two weeks before the wedding Cat realized that she had gained almost fifteen pounds.  Not wanting to have her gown resized, she almost starved herself so that, as a blushing bride, she waltzed down the aisle at a comfortable 142 pounds.  He chuckled remembering that she easily regained the weight, and then added another pound or two while on their honeymoon.

In the months that followed the norm became moderation interrupted by periods of excess.  Catherine’s meals at home were normal except for the occasional chocolate binge for desert.  She however refused to compromise when they were out to dinner.  We were out, and that meant party, so she indulged accordingly with appetizers, salad, entree’ and desert, loving every bite.  He figured that this was who she was and as the months progressed he secretly reveled in the added pound here, and the extra inch there.  He was happy and could envision the rest of his life just like this.

Their first holiday season was joyful.  It seemed that there were Christmas parties every night from the mid of December on.  Friends, family, his clients, her office; and at each one Cat shared her joy, toasting the season with glass after glass of rich eggnog and sampling all the sinfully delicious goodies being served by our hosts.

Their lovemaking that first New Year was sweet and hot; tender and loving.  His fingers were pleased to find her flesh a little softer and an extra roll across her midsection.  He estimated that his growing wife was probably close to 165 pounds and lord forgive him, but he loved every inch of her, finding her sexier with each added curve.

He shook his head.  Who knew it would come to this?  He listened to the machines beep and the constant rhythm of the respirator feeling very alone even though Cat was lying on the bed just an arms' length away.  As he stared at her pale countenance he berated himself for what, in his mind, he considered a betrayal: for he was convinced that it was his hearts' betrayal that was responsible for his Cat wasting away before his very eyes.  This was to be his penance for not speaking his mind and heart to her, as he knew he should have.  'You could have stopped this before it even started' he told himself time and time again.  'And then you made it worse by not being man enough to stop it at all.'

'It would have been so easy at first, but no, in your innocence you encouraged, but in that innocence how was I to know how things would change?'

Thinking back to when thy both stood on the precipice.  God, how easy it had been to jump.  It was late January when destiny began to lay its course.  He recalled it like it was yesterday.  He had prepared a nice dinner for her but when she arrived home from work she seemed in a rare down mood.  When he told her all that was in store for her at tonight's repast she blanched and mumbled that she wasn't hungry and that maybe she'd just have a salad later.  Concerned, he asked if she was feeling all right and she snapped at him "Yes I'm alright! Is there something wrong with me only wanting a salad?"

He started to apologize and explain that he was just worried that she wasn't feeling well but she cut him off "Fine, just leave it OK?  Just leave me alone.  I had a bad day at the office so just skip it alright?"

"Sure dear" he replied sheepishly, never having to deal with her in a mood like this before.  "Why don't you go lie down for awhile and then maybe we can watch a video later."

She smiled and said "Sure" and it seemed like the storm had passed.  Little did he know that this was just the prelude.  In the weeks that followed Cat swung between two moods: sullen and bitchy.  Every day it seemed like she arrived home from work depressed and the littlest of things would set her off on a tirade.  Her appetite seemed to have vanished and with it, it seemed, her lust for life and loving.  Several times she refused his offer of dining out and at home claimed she only wanted a small salad.  Subtly she rebuked his amorous advances.  It was almost like she suddenly no longer wanted to share her body with him.  He didn't catch on at first, his conscious mind failing to register that she either always managed to be tucked into bed before he entered the room, or was seemingly hiding in the bathroom until he was in bed, entering their marital chamber only after the lights were dimmed.  She had taken to wearing big shapeless PJs to bed, which also didn't register to him, for he figured that it was, after all, winter.

After a couple on months he noticed that Cat appeared to be losing weight; probably a good ten to twelve pounds since New Years.  And then it came to him.  That's what this is all about!  She's on a diet and it's driving her crazy.  He remembered awakening in the middle of the night to hear Cat rummaging around for food in the kitchen.  No wonder she was crabby!  She must hate herself for her lack of will power and then depressed because she was denying herself all the things she really liked to do.

The next day in the early afternoon he called her at work to tell her of his plan to cook her absolute favorite dish: stuffed pork loin in a mustard cream sauce.  She again refused him saying that she'd just had a bug lunch with the girls and would prefer just a salad. 

That was it!  He decided he was going to confront her tonight and get this whole thing out in the open.  When she arrived home he handed her a glass of Chardonnay and ushered her to a seat on the couch.  He took a seat in the overstuffed chair opposite and, looking deeply at her asked, "So Cat, what's the deal?"

"What do you mean?" She asked blankly and when he frowned she spat out "Don't start with me.  I had a bad day at the office and I don't want to discuss it!"

"That's what I mean" he replied.  "You're treating everything like a personal attack.  And don't cop out by saying it was a bad day at work.  You've been having a bad day for almost three months now."

Cat's face reddened and he proceeded.  "And you know, it's been almost that long since we've made love.  I've almost forgotten what it feels like to hold you."

With that Cat's jaw fell and she brought her hands to her face and began sobbing "I'm so sorry."

He moved beside her on the couch and put his arm around her shoulders.  "C'mon baby, open up, tell me what's wrong and maybe I can help.  Please, let me in OK?"

She nodded her head, wiped a tear from her chubby cheek and then, taking his hand, looked down at her body and wailed "I'm fat!"

"Oh baby, no you're not" he cooed.  "Whatever gave you that idea?"

"The girls at work were talking, and I realized that all my clothes didn't fit and I was just a big fat hog and you were embarrassed to be seen with me."  She snuffled and rubbed her eyes.

"That's crazy!"  He cried.  "How can you possibly think that?  I think you're hot and sexy and I want to be with you all the time; in bed and otherwise."

"But the girls said . . ."

"What did they say" he interrupted.  "You tell me."  He thought they had made some remark that he didn't desire her anymore.

"Well" she began "it was just after New Years and Lisa, Holly and Kim were in the break room and they didn't know that I was just around the corner at the copy desk and could hear them."

She paused so he said "And?"

"I heard Lisa say ' can you believe how big Cat's getting?' And then Kim said 'Yeah, you notice how much she gained over the holidays; and she was already chubby beforehand.' Then Holly laughed and said that calling me 'chubby' was being charitable and if I didn't watch myself, pretty soon my fat butt wouldn't be able to fit between the filing shelves.  They all laughed and then Kim said 'for sure Cat's no kitten, more like puss and booty.' And then Lisa said 'Yeah, big booty; I bet she's 170 if she's an ounce."

Cat started sobbing again and then blurted out "And she was right!  I'm so fat and ugly.  I've lost twelve pounds and I'm still a fatty."

He soothed her for awhile then took her head in his hands and made her look into his face.  "OK Cat" he began "This is really important so I want you to listen very carefully and don't interrupt until I'm done.  Can you do that?"

She sniffed and nodded so he closed his eyes and took a deep breath.  "I want you to understand something and it's all about empowerment. People have power over other people only because we let it happen.  Sometimes maybe the sacrifice is too great to refuse them, but what is important is that he choice is always there.  Now first of all; the girls.  Don't you think that they're jealous of you?" 

He held up his hand, preventing her from answering.  "What they see is someone happy.  In love, with a good man who loves her, and here she is, having the time of her life and eating all the yummy stuff that they really want but are denying themselves because they are prisoners in their own cage."

"Believe me baby, they want what you've got!  The love, the freedom, the happiness, the opportunity to be who and what you are."

"But I'm still fat" Cat moaned.

"Yeah, so?"  He replied.  "Who is it that decided that fat was somehow ugly anyway?  There are lots of people who think fat is beautiful, you just don't hear about them because the fashion controlled media is afraid of it.  Think about it!  What dictates America's self image more than anything: Hollywood.  And who controls Hollywood; a bunch of Jews with Oedipal complexes.  So putting up some maternal figure as sexy strikes a little too close to home.  And advertising!  Weight loss is a billion-dollar industry with an advertising budget to match.  That's revenue the media sure doesn't want to lose.  And then you have the evil third of the triumvirate; the fashion industry.  Take a look at who runs the show there; a bunch of gay men whose ultimate joke on womankind is to dictate that women become less feminine each season.  I think their final goal is for women to look just like the young boys they lust after."

"So I ask you, why are women giving the power to gays, Jews and an industry that just wants their money?  You don't have to listen to them.  You have a choice.  Let the nature of things take its course.  If you feel good getting lots of exercise and you're not doing it because "somebody" says you must be thin to be accepted and attractive, then so be it!  That is natural.  If you have a passion for food or your body is just a natural size fourteen, then that's as it should be.  Remember, it wasn't all so long ago that Marilyn Monroe got every mans' motor running and she sure as hell wasn't a waif.  If your man wants to give you a romantic night out, or wants to spend all day Sunday in bed with you feeding you strawberries and cream then you'd be a fool to give someone else the power to even begin to feel guilty about it."

"Besides" he continued, looking deep into her eyes "most of sexiness is an attitude anyway.  If a girl is confident and happy with who she is, that shines through like a beacon and draws men like bees to honey.  Do you understand what I'm saying?"

Cat looked down at her plump body and then gazed into his eyes.  "So you don't think I'm ugly?"

"Hell no!" he replied.  "A woman is supposed to be soft and curvy.  It's what makes us different.  I think you're incredibly hot."

"Even before I went on the diet?" she asked.

"All the more so" he answered. "Aside from the fact that you were happy and confident then, I thought you looked great.  The little extra upstairs; VA VA Voom!" he laughed and she giggled.

"And you had this cute little tummy roll right about here" as he reached over and tickled her belly.

She pulled him to her and they kissed passionately and made frantic, sizzling live right there on the couch.  As they basked in the burning flame of their rekindled affection Cat whispered "I'm starving, let's go get an ice cream."  The diet was officially over.




***
***
***
***
***

Their little talk had opened the floodgates.  Soon they were back to doing romantic dinners and Cat was back to her old self, wanting to taste all life had to offer.  Several times over the next months she couldn't decide between deserts so she ended up ordering two.  

There were now always treats around the house, candies and ice cream, cookies and brownies.  By early summer she had regained all she had lost and by the end of August was literally bursting out of all of her clothes.  He had just completed a big contract so there was plenty of money in the bank when he suggested that they go shopping for a new wardrobe.  Her 38C bras were woefully tiny on her, no longer able to contain her abundance.  Cat giggled as she showed him the tags on the bras she had decided on.  Yes, she fit comfortably into a 42D.  

She then bought panties, a couple of work suits, some slacks, a few shells and a couple pairs of stretch jeans, all two sizes up from her previous clothes.  When he suggested that she purchase more she just shrugged and told him she didn't want to spent too much because she might be outgrowing these soon.  She giggled and rubbed her tummy saying "Now where are you taking me for lunch?  I'm ravenous!"

In late September they had settled their vacation plans, opting for a week in the sun at Acapulco.  Cat nodded at the itinerary and said "But there's one problem.  My bathing suit is two years and probably fifty pounds too old.  Guess we'll go shopping for a one piece."

"Only if we can find a sexy one" he replied.  "If not, then a bikini for sure."

Cat laughed "you sure you're OK with all of this?" as she patted her round belly.  "Don't you think people will stare?"

"Let 'em" he grunted.  "I'm in love with every inch of you.  Now come over here and let me ravage you."

Cat lifted up her shirt, exposing her flabby belly and her beautiful full globes and struck a coy pose "Come and get me if you're man enough."

Shortly after Halloween he was away for the afternoon, smoozing a client and when he returned in the early evening Cat present him with a G&T and a big hug and kiss.  She whispered "I've got a surprise for you" and then laughed and said "Oh hell, never mind.  Guess what?  Your 'little woman' has now officially become a two hundred pounder.  TaDa!"  She posed with her arms outstretched and then bowed.

He laughed and applauded.

"You like?" she asked.

"I love" he answered.

"Good.  Now close your eyes, give me a moment and I'll be right back with a present."

So he closed his eyes and waited.  When Cat told him to open them he could scarcely believe his eyes for, framed in the hallway was the most beautiful vision he had ever seen.  Black fish net nylons clinging to her luscious, beefy thighs, and then there was the teddy and the body that filled it!  The teddy had side supports and the cups were underwired so Cat's beautiful breasts were pushed together and thrust out and upwards, displayed proudly like two ripe melons on a shelf.  Under this display the teddy was black lace, showing just enough of Cat's white flesh to tantalize.

The teddy stretched down in a V starting at her hipbones and ending in a small patch of cloth at her crotch.  Cat's round belly peaked out from either side of the too small V, starting at just about navel level.  Lord she was fabulous!  He told her that she was the most beautiful woman in the world and Cat said "Then I imagine you'll want to follow me into the bedroom and fuck me silly."

She turned and walked towards the bedroom giving him ample opportunity to gaze at her gorgeous backside.  The teddy, cut high and into a thong at the back allowed the two full moons of Cat's butt cheeks full exposure.

He caught her in the bedroom, undid the clasp between her legs and bent her over the mattress.  He took her from behind, entering her slowly; feeling her moistness and a velvet glove as her muscles surrounded his engorged member.  He pushed deeper and deeper as Cat's beautiful, flabby ass seemed to rise to meet him.

He was deep inside her now and could feel his belly slapping against her soft, pliant flesh as he began a slow, grinding pelvic movement.  Cat moaned as he gradually increased his pace, grabbing a handful of her bottom and then slapping her other cheek with his free hand.  Faster and faster and then an explosion as the room was filled with light.

Oh how he ached as he remembered.  He stared down and noticed the bulge in his pants. 'Even in my memories you still turn me on' he thought absently and then, looking over at the sarcofocus lying on the bed whispered "I do love you so."

As he made this confession, on of the nurses, the cute one, walked in.  He blushed and tried to turn in such a way as to not reveal his woody.  She seemed not to notice and smiled his way saying, "I hope I didn't startle you."

"Just remembering" he admitted.  "We shared a lot of good times."

"You really love her, I can tell," said the nurse who's nametag said that she was ironically named Nancy.  "Don't you worry, you're going to have a lot more good times.  I have a sixth sense about these things, so I can tell.  She's going to come back to you soon."

"I hope you're right.  I really miss her."

"Just don't give up on her and she'll be back."

"Don't worry.  I made that mistake once and I'll never sell her short again."




***
***
***
***
***

Weeks melted into months and still Cat just lay there.  He knew she was down under one hundred for sure now and as he watched the IV slowly dripping in the tube attached to her arm, he had the irrational thought that the Md.s didn't know what they were doing.  The IV was not feeding her enough.  He stared at the tube and his mind flashed back to the day that he and Cat had first tried tube feeding.

Cat was at about 225 when she presented him with an article on how to set up tube feeding.  She thought it might be fun and sexy so he promised her that on the weekend he would accommodate her.  He bought all the stuff, the tube with a flow valve, an IV rack, a funnel and four quarts of heavy cream, figuring that he would try it two or three times over the next week.  Cat of course had other ideas.

He propped her naked body up in the bed by stuffing several pillows behind her, then showed her how to adjust the flow valve.  He poured a quart of the rich, fattening cream into the funnel and watched as Cat stuck the tube into her mouth and began sucking.  Her eyes got wide and she adjusted the flow valve down slightly then relaxed and closed her eyes, enraptured by the whole concept.  As the thick fluid coursed down her throat and into her belly Cat purred and rubbed her tummy as it began to swell.  He watched as her belly rose, becoming rounder and rounder until he was broken from his reverie by the sucking sound that meant that Cat had emptied the entire quart.  She opened her eyes and gave him a gaze with bedroom eyes as she murmured "more". He obeyed by pouring a second quart into the funnel, then sat watching as Cat made short work of that as well.  

Her tummy was really swollen now, protruding out from her chest cavity like a Buddha.  Cat moaned quietly as she caressed her stomach.  She slid downwards on the pillows and then turned on her side, her belly puddling onto the sheets.  In a small voice she sighed "better" then "more".  He couldn't believe what he was seeing.  He knew that her stomach had stretched quite a bit over the last year, as evidenced by her gluttonous displays at the buffet table, but this was almost obscene.  She had already downed a half-gallon of thick heavy cream and she had room and the desire for more.  He adjusted the IV rack so she could continue to suck while lying on her side and then poured a third quart into the funnel.  As Cat gulped and sucked her belly continued to expand, huge and so round.  Her swelling was turning him on so, when she was about halfway through the third quart he opened the fourth and poured it into the funnel as well.

As Cat continued to contentedly suck, he lay down beside her, his pelvis against her well padded ass, and then reached across the great expanse of belly to caress its swollen hardness.  Cat moaned and kept sucking as he reached further around her, getting his hand underneath the flopping dead weight of her belly as he himself commenced sucking on her hard nipple.  He couldn't believe the weight of her pliant fleshy belly as his hand moved downwards to meet the wetness between her legs.  Fully aroused he slid into that dark, moist cavern and began gently rocking against her soft, cushioned butt.  Their bodies quivering they came together in perfect unison to the sound of Cat sucking the tube dry, the gallon of cream sloshing in her corpulent belly.  Cat reached backwards to give him a gentle caress and belching whispered "ummm, good".

Cat really seemed to enjoy her feedings.  As her body continued to grow she was able to consume more and more.  He rigged a holding tank that could hold up to five gallons and just sat there watching, getting more and more turned on as his wife sucked greedily and the thick cream oozed down the tube and into her ballooning belly.  Their lovemaking during these episodes was intense and the ritual almost became their entire reality.  She would beg him to feed her and sometimes he would hold off for days, figuring that her anticipation would only heighten the experience for both of them.

Oh, how sinfully decadent it all was.  Cats body growing ever bigger, 250, 275 and finally a delicious three hundred pounds.  She was huge and she was gorgeous.  Her face had filled out somewhat but was beautiful without being all puffy and round.  Her breasts had grown to two firm watermelons and her tummy so round and soft, sagging down to the top of her thick shapely thighs.  She could sit with her legs apart and have her belly sag down to rest on the seat of the chair, the sight of which always turning him on.  Her hips wide and curvy and her ass soft and shapely, like a giant apple cleft in two.  She had become the ultimate vision of sexiness.  He wanted to cry out from the rooftops "see how beautiful my wife is.  This is the most beautiful shape in the world."

But it didn't stop there.  Cat continued to want to be fed and he of course obliged, even getting to the point where he made a secondary five gallon holding tank and hooked up a second tube so that they could both feed, side by side, sucking in the rich caloric delights as they caressed and fondled each other.  Over the next year he was beginning to develop a bit of a potbelly himself, but he didn't care.  Their lovemaking was complete and touched the very core of their beings.  They were so happy for so long, each melting into the other and becoming one mind, one soul.

Sometime in the next year he woke up to notice that Cat was changing yet again.  Three hundred had become three fifty and then three seventy-five, but now the weight was having problems finding nice places to go.  Instead her beautiful face was becoming doughy, her cheeks swollen, making her eyes look small and beady.  She's acquired an extra couple of chins and her beautiful, huge firm breasts had added several inches of useless flab, so that they lost definition and just hung to the sides of her immense belly like useless udders.  Her beautiful, shapely thick legs had become jelly, with pockets of loose lard hanging from her inner thighs and obscuring her knees.  Great gobs of underarm wattle hung in sacks from her arms and waved back and forth like seaweed in the tide whenever she moved.  Her butt was pockmarked with cellulite and had gotten impossibly wide and saggy. Her belly, marked by red stretch marks had two great folds and her lower stomach hung like a half deflated balloon almost to her knees.

He gazed at the beached whale of blubber that sat beside him, propped up by pillows and munching on a bag or Oreo's and suddenly no longer found her attractive.  God help him, but this was too much.  Cat was just a blob of shapeless flab now, no longer womanly and sexy in her abundance, but a grotesque tub of obesity.  To make matters worse, they no longer seemed to fit together as perfectly as they once did.  Sure, she's move her belly up out of the way so he could enter her, but the combination of her girth and the extra thirty or forty pounds he was packing around his middle made the angles seem all wrong.  He could no longer achieve deep penetration especially from behind.  Her ass had just gotten too huge to allow him go very deeply into her.

What was he to do?  He contemplated confronting her, telling her that things had gone too far.  He was worried about her health, as it seemed an extreme effort that left her gasping for breath even hauling her lard out of bed and into the bathroom.  But how could he tell her?  It was all his fault in the first place.  Hadn't he been the one to encourage her.  And wasn't she so happy now?  How could he burst her bubble and let reality come crashing in?  He didn't think that she would react at all well to telling her that she now needed to lose weight and get into better shape, especially coming from him.  He looked at his own protruding belly; oh yeah, and what about you Michelin Man?  

His solution was a limp one, one that sidestepped the issue at hand, but assuaged his guilt for the time being.  He decided to lead by example, so he started working out and eating next to nothing, saving his indulgences for their feedings.  He felt duplicitous continuing to participate in their feedings, all the while hoping that she would notice the returning muscle tone of his body and take a hint. 

 What a wimp!  Unable to confront her, even at the potential risk to her own health. He looked down at her skeletal form lying motionless in the bed.  Oh yes, fate had taken care of business for him hadn't it?  The danger to her health came not in the form of some heart attack due to her bulk and inactivity, but in a more form.  He knew that she could barely reach the steering wheel and even then her belly made it difficult for her to steer.  Plus, with all her added bulk he knew that her reaction time was nonexistent, so every time she got behind the wheel, she was potentially in harms way.  It was only a matter of time until she got in an accident.  He knew that now and hated himself for his cowardice.  

All he wanted was a second chance.  He wouldn't make the same mistake twice.  He would make sure that they would both be fit and healthy.  Sure, you could be heavy, even fat and still be healthy; all you had to do was get a little exercise.  He'd proven that by dropping thirty pounds even though they were still indulging themselves with their feeding games.  If only he could have a second chance.  A chance to show Cat how much he really did love her.  To show her that his life was pretty damned empty without her.

Lost in thought he didn't hear Nancy Nurse enter the room, her nurses' skirt swishing against her nylons.  She looked into the dimly lit room, gazed at the sad scene before her and crossed to his side.  She gently patted his hair and mumbled "no better is she?"

He reached up and held her hand in his shaking his head.  "No she isn't.  I wonder if she's ever coming back?  I can't see how she can keep going like this: look at her!  There's nothing left.  Pretty soon she'll waste away to nothing."

Nancy patted his hand.  "Don't think like that, you poor, poor man. This must be so hard on you.  What has it been, almost a year now?"

He gazed up at her from his chair and realized that she held more than compassion in her eyes.

"My break is in fifteen minutes.  How about meeting me in the cafeteria for a snack?" she asked coyly, her tongue darting out to lick her thick red lips.

My god, she was coming on to him; and right here in front of Cat.  Or, what was left of Cat he corrected himself.  Still, he had to stay true didn't he?  Wasn't that the way things were supposed to work?  He looked at Nancy and realized that she was quite a little number, her nurses' outfit nicely filled out by her shapely form.  He realized absently that in the close to one year he had been coming to the hospital that Nancy had almost always been there.  He suddenly realized that she had put on a good twenty-five pounds in that time and she looked yummy.  Geez, it had been a year since he had lain with a woman and here was this voluptuous siren offering herself to him.

What was he thinking!  Lord forgive his weakness.  I'm only a man after all; don't tempt me like this.  He smiled up at Nancy and shook his head.  "I'm sorry, but I'll have to decline.  You're too beautiful and a snack might lead to me falling for you.  I can't allow that to happen; not while Cat has any chance at all.  I thank you for your kindness and I hope that I'm not offending you in any way."

Nancy smiled "Not at all, I understand.  I wish I had a man who loved me as much as you do her.  I'll check in on you later, OK?"

'If you only knew' he sighed and then watched Nancy turn, sneakers squeaking on the tiles, and exit the room, her fabulous wide ass swishing in her too tight skirt.  "Lordy" he mumbled as he watched her swaying down the hallway.  He turned back to the bed and took Cat's hand saying "forgive me love, it's been so long, I was sorely tempted."

Moments later, as he gazed into her sunken face he thought he saw her eyelids flicker.  His pulse rate soared and he looked closer, praying that he wasn't imagining things.  There, he saw it again!  He jumped up, not sure of what to do.  He paced the room a few times and then sat back down at her side and began speaking to her; telling her how much he missed her and loved her.  Saying that he knew she was there and to please fight her way back to him.  Suddenly Cat's eyes blinked open and she gazed up at him, eyes filled with love.  She licked her dry, cracked lips and croaked in a hoarse, unsteady voice "I'm so hungry, got a pizza?"

He laughed so hard he cried.



