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There are leaders and followers.  Always have been, always will be.  From the time our ancestors crawled out from the primordial ooze there have always been those born to take control and those with the need for a leader.  Just as elephants have a matriarch and pack animals have their alpha, human kind, while subtler, follows those same instincts.  

So it was with Heather and Linda.  Linda was the wild one, always living on the edge, pressing the boundaries, and trying new things.  She would do something outrageous just to watch the wheels turn and catch other peoples' reactions.  Heather thought that this made Linda ultra cool, so much so that she worshiped Linda as her messiah. The gospel according to Linda.  Wherever Linda led, Heather followed, either actively involved in Linda's games or miming her every move and affectation.

Through Linda, Heather became hip and respected by that counter culture element at school and I, by nature of being Heather's' boy toy, noticed my "coolness factor" rise as well.  It was as if we had been anointed Linda's apostles, drinking that sanctified wine and dining of Linda's unleavened bread.  Gee, maybe someday I'll get to write a book. Funny how high school so mirrors that pack mentality.  Funny that I didn't care, wanting only to love and be loved by Heather.

You see, I knew that there was another side to Heather than the one that followed Linda's antics.  I knew that Heather had a deep desire to be loved and admired.  She had self doubt issues that could only be assuaged by some acceptance on a large group level.  This is what she sought, and this is what her allegiance with Linda gave her. Even if the two of them were thumbing their noses at the establishment, it was that same body whose acceptance Heather so craved.  I knew that deep down Heather wanted the American dream; large house, car, loving husband, family - the very picture of Rockwellian ideology - all things that Linda could care less about in her constant search for new input, and new sensations.  So Heather was conflicted between who she really was and the teachings of her messiah.  Only she didn't know it.

I sat back and watched the arc of Linda and Heather's' relationship.  Watched Linda's fangs sink deeper and deeper into Heather's' psyche, helpless to do anything about it, for to question the messiah was sure to be met with skepticism tantamount to blasphemy.   I knew that Linda was going to keep stretching the boundaries, as she easily became bored with the status quo, and was therefore always on the watch for new and more bizarre experiences.  

It was about half way through our senior year that Linda came up with the Lesbo Kissy Face game; using Heather as her foil. At every opportunity the pair pretended that they were lovers, displaying their ardor for each other in more and more common Public Displays of Affection (PDA's).  In other words, they played kissy face with each other; laughing all the while at the reactions they received. Oh yes, this was a novel and exciting game.  Wasn't the shock value grand when some prudish underclassman would stand gawking as the two necked in some hallway.  And wasn't it the ultimate to perform a lesbo artsy dance at the school variety show, doing mirrored moves to Jeff Beck's Because We Ended As Lovers.  Of course that was an inside joke, for we were all sure that the uninitiated weren't able to pick up on the connection and just though it was some art form that they didn't understand.  It was one of Linda's greatest triumphs, pulled on this sleepy suburban burg.

After graduation I thought that the whole routine would die down, but Linda, always pushing, had other ideas.  She realized that there was a market out there for kissy facing young girls, so persuaded Heather to accompany her to the big city where they instantly found work "dancing" at a New York style club/theatre.  The pay was reasonable, the work was easy, and it was all a great adventure.  Heather seemed enthralled by this view of a completely different way of life; somehow not seeing the seediness of it, but only the fast paced glitter that caught her eye like a frayed Persian carpet covering a badly stained floor.  This was not a job or a way of life for them, just a lark that they could back away from whenever they wanted.  How do you spell naive?

I should probably digress here and clear up a misconception that I'm sure you're having.  You probably think that Linda and Heather were some fantastic babes, Playboy centerfold material, or swimsuit models.  Wrong.  While certainly not being ugly, neither possessed that perfect, centerfold body.  Linda was thin and lithe, a blond waif who, if it wasn't for her charisma and animal magnetism, would go totally unnoticed in a crowd.  Five foot five and tomboyish in her appearance.  Thin hipped and small breasted.  Hardly a femme fetale, except for her willingness to do just about anything.

Heather was just about as average as average can be.  Lovely blond hair, like spun golden silk, a wide, open face with full pink lips; not cover girl quality, but not ugly either. Likewise her body was average.  Almost five five, but blockier than Linda by far.  Not chubby, just a thicker body type. 36-26-36, long waisted, short and thick legged.  Wholesome, but again, not knockout material.  I'm pointing this out because, at first, I too suffered from the misconception that all these erotic dancers were babes.  I found out otherwise when I went to the club to visit one night; just to see what this different world was like.  

The club had several rooms, culminating in one large one with movie theatre style chairs on either side of a raised ramp that the girls used as their stage.  As I watched the girls, for girls is what they were, not women, just girls; I noticed that none of them had that Playboy perfection.  Sure, I know that they airbrush out a lot of stuff, but it seemed to me that all of the girls had at least one major body flaw; be it a big nose, saggy breasts, dimpled butt, whatever.  Some were dangerously thin, while still possessing little potbellies.  Some had large melon breasts but a thick waist and tummy roll to match.  OK, I decided, just girls making a living, trying to convince themselves that they are more than what they are.

When Linda was off stage she came down and faked a little lap dance with me, which of course encouraged some of the other girls to offer me their services.  I politely declined, pointing out that Heather was my girlfriend, while inwardly shuddering at the prospect of paying these "just normal" girls for sitting on my lap and grinding their buttocks into my groin.

Of course this was nothing compared to the special room where Heather and Linda performed their kissy face duet to the enthusiastic response of their mostly Asian audience.  They all sat in a circle in a dimly lit room as the girls acted their parts.  I sat off to one side, bemused as the Japanese businessmen's glasses started fogging up.  Linda and Heather had the act down pat, and as they did their silly little number they scoped out a likely couple of marks.  They then separated and threw their attention at their marks who were only too eager to throw some extra cash their way in return for a kiss and caress.  These poor shmucks probably thought that it was a display of their manliness that swayed these young girls away from their unnatural pursuits.  Deluded saps.  It seemed to me that the central theme of the club was all about illusion.  The guys all thinking that maybe the girl on his lap actually had some kind of feeling for him, and the girls all thinking that this was only a stop on the way to something better.  I started calling the club "The House of Delusion".

So fine.  My Heather was now working as a dancer in some glorified form of strip club.  I knew that this wasn't really her and that she would soon tire of it and come back to the real world.  Oops, was that wrongheaded of me.  I should have known that this was just a pit stop on Linda's road to bizarreness, and that, as per usual, Heather would follow, blinded by the light.

During this time Heather and I started drifting apart.  Not that we were fighting or anything, just simply that our schedules didn't mesh.  I was working days and she nights and weekends, so there wasn't much time for us to be together, let alone see one another.  Sure, we were sharing an apartment and a bed, but rarely were the two of us ever in it at the same time.  I began to feel more like a part of Heather's support system than the love of her life.  Still, I was smitten by her and deluded myself into believing that everything was all peaches and cream.

After several months Linda upped the anti.  She noticed how these Asian businessmen liked to throw money around, so she made an arrangement with the club to go partners on private showings.  Where these led I didn't want to think about, but could only hope that the two of them knew where to draw the line.  It was one thing to be escorted to all these fancy parties, but quite another to being a sexual gymnast for cash, at least in my book.  Heather told me to just relax.  This was a great opportunity for her, because these were all men of power and position; translated - they had money!  Heather figured that she was going to meet some billionaire and that he would whisk her away to a life of luxury.  Linda had no such illusions, but Heather felt that her life was some sort of fairy tale and her white knight was somewhere out there, probably at the very next party.

It was a grand time for awhile.  All these high rollers giving little trinkets as gifts, and all the fancy parties where the three C's were always in abundance: Coke, Caviar and Champagne.  Money was coming in, which afforded nice clothes and a new convertible.  Heather seemed to revel in this new lifestyle, thinking that she was an integral part of this jet setting clique.  Heady stuff for this "average" girl, so much so that I began to wonder at it.  Was this really where she wanted to be?  And was there a place in it for me if it was?  I didn't think so, but I was in love, so what was I to do except sit around waiting, wishing that things were different.

It had been months since we'd spent any time together and at this point were even sleeping in separate rooms as she claimed that she didn't want to keep waking me when she came in late.  Not that it bothered me: I wish she would have traipsed in late some evening and woken me with kisses.  But I guess that just wasn't in the plans right now.  

She seemed to always be away when I got home from work, and, although the door to her room remained closed, I surmised that there were several evenings that her bed remained empty.  Finally, one night I arrived home from work to find Heather sitting cross-legged on the couch watching the tube, a big bowl of tapioca in her lap.  I watched her as she absently sent spoonful after spoonful into her mouth, absorbed in whatever mindless trash she was watching.  I was taken back to see her there.  Surprised and excited.  Maybe she wasn't going out tonight and we could spend the night talking.  Poor wretch that I was, I even held out hope that she would shower me with affection and lead me off to bed.  Fat chance.

"Hey Kid" I announced myself from the hallway. "What are you doing here?"

She turned and flushed, "Oh Pat, I didn't hear you come in.  Yeah, I was feeling kinda tired so I took tonight off."

'Oh great' I thought, she's going to be home tonight!  But wait a minute, hold your horses.  She said she was tired.  So much for a romantic evening.  Still, I was happy just to see her.

"Well, since you're home, how 'bout I cook you a nice meal?" I queried.

Heather looked down at the empty tapioca bowl, "Oh, you're so sweet.  Would you do that for me?"

"Of course silly, just give me about forty five minutes and your meal will be served".

"Oh boy, Chef Boy-r-Dee" she giggled, placing the empty bowl on the end table, her silk kimono sliding with the motion.

"Madame, I assure you, I have had the honor of cooking at some of the finest Denny's this side of New Mexico" I replied haughtily, bowing to pick up the bowl on my way to the kitchen.  

I noticed that in the shifting of her Kimono, Heather's left breast had become partially exposed and sap that I am, I couldn't help but stare at it.  Geez, I hope she didn't notice me gawking like that.  As I began cutting and chopping the ingredients of my casserole my mind slipped back to her kimono.  I flashed that her breasts, while always adequate,  now seemed somehow more ample. In my mind's eye I could see her sitting there, the lavender kimono just so and - was that a bit of a tummy there below her bosom?  Naw, just your imagination. Still, my mind starting wandering.  What if?  What did it mean?  Was she unhappy, or run down, or just not paying attention?

I put the casserole into the oven and returned to the living room, bringing Heather a glass of Pinot Gris.  We chatted until the buzzer announced that dinner was ready, Heather regaling me with tales of Linda and her adventures.  This party, that party, this rich guy, this guy who was a friend of a friend of some movie producer.  Whatever.  I wasn't really paying attention to the details as my mind was focused on the fact that her middle did indeed seem thicker.  Hard to tell with her in her kimono, but it looked like Heather had put on about ten pounds over the months gone by.  I was fascinated.  What was this all about?

I reentered the kitchen, passing Heather who graced me with a smile.  I returned a short time later with an ample helping of a still steaming casserole of macaroni, roma tomatoes, garlic, cheddar cheese and hot kilbassa.  Heather accepted the plate graciously and placed the plate on her lap.  She waited a moment for the meal to cool and then dug in with gusto.

"Hmm, this is so good.  Pat, you're really too good to me, you know that" she purred.

"Nothing's to good for you kid" I replied lamely.  Sheesh, way to go.  Talking like some "B" movie dialogue.

We continued to catch up, in between bites of our meal.  Wow! Heather must have really been hungry.  Just look how she cleaned her plate.  I asked her if she wanted a tiny bit more.  She passed me her plate and told me it was too good to turn down.  

When I returned with seconds, she told me that a producer that Linda had met was interested in using her in a porno film, telling Linda that he though she had real potential in the business.  We both laughed.  Linda's potential was unlimited, anyone could see that.

"What do you think of Linda doing Porno?" Heather asked.

"Why not?" I replied.  "She seems a natural for it.  Just another new experience for her.  No big deal, you know."

"Yeah, I guess so" Heather replied and then got quiet for a moment, as if she were weighing something in her mind.  

Then she brightened.  "Hey, I know it's a bit early for your birthday, but want to go see Depeche Mode with me?  I know a guy that can get us good seats."

"Sure, you don't have to ask twice.  I'd love to!" I gushed, excited at the proposition of spending a night out with Heather all to myself.

"Cool" she nodded, scouring her plate with her fork.  "Two weeks from Saturday, I'll set it up.  It's a date!"

We chatted awhile longer, and then I rose to take her plate to the dishwasher.  When I returned Heather was on her feet, stretching, and stifling a yawn.  I moved towards her and took her in my arms.   Hmm, she felt softer somehow.  As I pressed her against me I could feel the softness of her belly. She kissed me lightly on the cheek, backed away and yawning again said, "Thanks again for dinner.  You're really such a dear, but I gotta get me some sleep".

She slid down the hallway and then turned left, into her bedroom.  So much for my romantic evening.  At least I'd be going to see a show with her in two weeks.  I could hardly wait.






**********

The magical Saturday finally arrived.  Heather called from her cell phone saying that she was running a little late, but not to worry.  She burst through the door shortly after six wearing a pair of black stretch stirrup pants, a beige leotard with lace trim and a turquoise silk wrap.

"Hey you, ready to ride?" she questioned as she gave me a quick hug.  "I like your leathers, you look yummy."

"You too kid" I replied as I grabbed my jacket, put my arm around her waist and ushered her out the door.

Truth be told I was somewhat taken aback, for this was the first time I'd seen Heather in anything but her kimono in over four months, and in that time it was obvious that I'd misjudged and she'd gained a good fifteen pounds. Her rear and hips sure filled out her stretch pants and the elastic band at the top bit into her tummy, forming a little roll and pooching out her lower abdomen.  Wow, I thought.  She's getting a bit chunky.  Still, the added girth on her chest looked fantastic.  She leaned in close to me as I drove, still quite aware of her softness.  My god, how beautiful she was and how I loved her.

The concert was good but loud and we had a wonderful time, enjoying being there and being together.  It seemed like old times for us.  We kissed and snuggled between songs just like when we first met.  On the way home, as Heather rested her head on my shoulder, she told me that Linda's film started shooting on Monday and she was looking forward to being there to check it all out.  She wanted to know if I could take the day off and go with her, but I told her we were really swamped and I couldn't afford to miss the time, even though it sounded like fun.

We arrived back at the apartment and after we entered Heather gave me a big hug and then backed away to arms length. "So, have a good time tonight?" she purred.

"Yeah, I really did.  Thanks for the early present."

She got a gleam in her eye and a mischievous look.  She reached out and kissed me, her tongue searching for my own as I felt her fingers probing for the button on my leather pants.  I heard an audible snap and then the sound of a zipper running down its track.  Heather coyly caressed my lips with her tongue as her hand reached down into my pants.

"Hmm" she said as she dropped to her knees.  "I think I'll give the birthday boy a little something extra."

I caressed her long wavy hair and then, moving to my knees, kissed her passionately, put her hands in mine and drew her up to a standing position.  "If you really want to give me a present" I murmured, voice think with emotion, "I've got a better idea."

I swung her into my arms.  Oof, she was heavy, and carried her to my bed, my legs nearly buckling under the weight.

We made slow, passionate love until, unable to contain ourselves any longer, we evolved into a fiery fit of friction, grinding frantically as the heat from our love consumed us.  Out of control, screaming, clawing, clutching, wanting only to melt deeper and deeper into one another, we finally erupted.  Totally spent, Heather collapsed on top of me and I felt her full weight yet again.  I ran my fingers over her back, feeling the incredible softness of her warm skin.  My fingers gently traced the boundaries of her burgeoning love handles and then sank into the pliant pillow of her buttocks as I listened to the steady rhythm of her breathing.

My heart ached for her.  I wanted to hold her close like this every night, not caring the slightest about her excess baggage.  Love was what was important in life and I knew that I would always love her and in doing so offer her a life that was good.  I told myself that I had to be patient, for eventually Heather would see that the love I was offering was more precious than the trinkets she was getting, and that the security of my affection far outweighed the remote possibility of finding some millionaire who would share his love and his fortune.  Just wait.  Wait and trust that my love will reach down into that part of Heather that I knew was still there.  The part that could see and appreciate my love for what it was: an offering of my soul.

Sadly, that was the last night that I would see her for over a month.  Each day seemed like a year spent apart. I started leaving little notes to her, telling her how much I missed her.  While she replied in kind, her notes still held a sense of ambiguity that I just couldn't reconcile.

More time passed, I can't really say how much, as it all seemed a long nightmare of missing her.  Somewhere in that swirling Sargasso of time Linda's movie came out and I received the revelation, presented more in the form of a confession, that Heather had garnered a small part in the film.  She was what you call "window dressing".  Just another body to fill in some of the group scenes.  I asked Heather if she'd really given any thought concerning appearing in such a film and she just laughed it off, like the whole concept was no big deal.  Fine, as long as she was OK with it.

The film evidently did quite well in its targeted audience and Linda was being heralded as a rising star.  After a quick and fruitful negotiation Linda was assured of second billing and pay and would even receive a "featuring" heading in a film that was to be a little disguised rip off of the "Lil Abner" cartoon.  Linda's influence also got Heather a small role which, during the filming, expanded to a solo segment of her own.  I guess that the way the hierarchy of porno works is you start out as window dressing, progress to a speaking line or two, then to more featured camera work during the group scenes.  Then, if you were lucky enough, you'd get to be in a one on one feature scene.  

Usually there were three or four of these "feature" scenes which didn't involve the main actresses, but got the faces, or should I say bodies, of new talent in front of the camera.  If these scenes had favorable revues and you were fucking the producer then you could probably move on to the second billing and featured roles as Linda had already done.  With each position there was a pay scale, something that had been time tested for years and was never questioned or challenged.  This was the way it was.  A fair living, especially combined with lap dancing and other activities.

When "Big Abe" came out Heather left me a note and tickets to the premier and the party afterwards.  Never a big fan of hardcore, I still decided to go, if for no other reason than Heather had wanted me there.  I endured close to an hour of sucking, humping and cum shots, watching Linda do the inverted aardvark, get whipped, chained, beaten and having every orifice violated in all sorts of imaginative ways.  

Mercifully the indoor Olympics ended and there was an idyllic tree lined country road, tarnished by an old beat up Chevy Impala convertible kicking up dust as it bounced down the length of the road, banjo music blaring like some twisted scene from Deliverance.  

As the heap bucked down the road the camera zoomed in on the backside of a figure walking in the distance.  As the wreck got closer the figure turned and there was my Heather on the big screen.  She was wearing a pair of ragged cut-offs and a mans' plaid shirt, tied at the waist and exposing a substantial belly roll.  My god, I knew the camera puts ten pounds on you, but it was obvious that Heather had put on more weight since I had last spent time with her, and was well on her way to getting a belly.  

I sat watching, glued to my seat as the driver of the wreck slowed to a stop, grinned at Heather, and opened the passenger door.  They climbed into the back of the convertible and disrobed amidst some furtive groping, and then the hick perched his butt on the convertibles' boot and Heather climbed up to mount him.  I lost the details from that point; my only recollection was the swaying of Heather's large mammaries and the large louvered folds of her belly.  

How embarrassing for her!  To see her plumpness plastered across the huge screen like that made me blush, but then I realized that my manhood was aroused as her heavy breathing rippled her belly folds.  Was this the whole idea then, or was it just me reacting to seeing what must be close to 160 pounds of my corpulent love on the big screen?

At the party afterwards I was introduced to directors, producers and actors, gleaning a bit of the whole community.  They all seemed like regular people, just with heightened libidos.  Linda, looking more emaciated than ever, still bruised from her recent escapades, reveled in her apparent stardom.  She took no small pleasure in whisking my plump Heather around, playing kissy face and fondling her full, ripe titties.  Some things never change. 

Still it amazed me that my chubby Heather was received with such nonchalance.  Clearly she was heavier than even the star of the film, who had these Amazonian sixty something triple Z hooters to distract the viewer from her flabby belly.  I guess the film needed another chubette to make the starlet look better, striking some kind of balance between she and the slender Linda.  

I wondered at the strangeness of it all.  This was surely a different world than the middle class ideals we'd all been spoon fed since birth.  Plump yet sexy did not equate to what we'd been indoctrinated on, but perhaps these more open-minded souls were aware of something that the rest of us had missed.  Surely there was nothing to be ashamed of as I gazed longingly across the room at Heather's lovely exposed breast, cupped in Linda's hand.  No, even if she was thicker elsewhere than she needed to be, as long as the package included those plump, firm melons I knew that the look was sexy.  Of course since I was in love with Heather I'd probably make a poor judge of whether she truly was sexy at her present weight.






**********

Over the next several months I hardly saw Heather at all.  I pined for her, but figured that things were going as they were going to go between us.  Still I kept hoping that she would soon tire of the glitter and give me a better chance to show how much I still adored her.  I left her a note telling her that I wanted to take her out to dinner for her birthday, and so a date was made.  I asked her to wear her strapless black dress that always clung to her like a second skin.  Of course the last time I had seen her in it was over thirty pounds ago, so I didn't really expect to see her in it.

Surprise of surprises, when I arrived home from work on the Friday of our
 date she called out to me from the bathroom saying she was just finishing her hair and would be ready in about fifteen minutes.  That gave me time for a quick shower and a shave before throwing on a pair of dress slacks, black dress shirt and sport coat.  I walked into the living room and took a seat on the couch.  My wait was rewarded several minutes later as Heather swished down the hall in black "fuck me" pumps and: the black dress!  My god, it was glued to her skin.  Her belly stretching the material to the point that I was sure it was going to rip any second.  The indentation of her belly button was plainly visible, as was the roll over her nylons.  Her large breasts threatening to overflow the stretchy material that cut into her side and squished her flesh together making her abundant cleavage even more impressive.  Her makeup was superb, redefining her cheekbones and hiding her extra flesh, and she had taken a curling iron to her hair so that the loose curls cascaded down like golden chains.

"Hey you, hope I didn't keep you waiting?" she stated coyly.

"Worth the wait, kid.  You look marvelous," I said in my cheap imitation Fernando accent.  And I wasn't lying.  She radiated beauty, her aura glistening several feet out in all directions. Yeah sure, the dress was probably too tight on her, revealing a tummy that could use some toning, but I didn't care.  Her animal magnetism held me in thrall and the sight of her breasts jiggling as she moved just about killed me.  I ached for her so much that I wanted to say 'screw dinner' and screw her instead.  But I behaved like a gentleman and escorted her to a high end Chinese restaurant where I had reserved the house specialty: Peking Duck.

As we noshed on appetizers Heather told me that Linda had moved in with this high-end producer so it looked like she and Heather would be featured in even more films.  I tried to act enthused and take an interest in her work, but it was her work that was taking her away from me.  I asked her if she thought that this was going to be keeping her busy, and she said 'you bet'.  Not only was she going to be filming a new feature soon, but in between she'd be shooting "loops", short wham, bam, thank you ma'am movies that sold for a buck a view in the various sleaze joints.  The loops were short fantasies wherein Heather had to play dress up, either as a nurse, a policewoman, a lawyer or whatever and then meet and get seduced by some guy.  Quick cut to the sex act and 'thank you very much, for another dollar you can see another'.

I asked if perhaps doing these shorts and being in Linda's films wasn't bringing in enough money to allow her to quit dancing.  She looked at me oddly, as if I had just suggested something preposterous.  "The dancing is the fun part, silly.  Don't you get it?  It's where Linda and I can kick back and enjoy ourselves.  It's much better than the demands and rigors of filming."

"Then why do the films?" I replied innocently enough.

"Because the money's good and there are fringe benefits." She got off between mouthfuls of paper wrapped chicken.  "Listen" she pointed a chopstick at me, " you could do this ya know.  I mean, you're cute and all and I'm sure Linda could put in a good word and get you a part.  That'd be cool.  We could all be working together!  It'd be a hoot.  What'dya say?"

I blushed at the thought of it.  "Gee thanks, kid.  That's very flattering, but I've got a good job, remember.  I can't be taking a sabbatical every time I want to be in a movie.  Besides, I don't think I'd be any good at it."

"Baby, it's just doing what comes naturally.  It's no big thing." She cooed. 

"Yeah, maybe for you, but doesn't the guy have to do that little something extra?"  I replied.

"Sure, sure, you've got to do it for the camera.  What's the big deal?"  She adjusted her dress, pulling up the top that was beginning to sag under the weight of her beautiful breasts.  She re-arranged herself; her breasts jiggling and I thought all the air had gone from the room.  "I'm sure I could get you excited enough" she laughed as she lightly brushed her cleavage with her fingers, noticing I'm sure how my eyes followed her fingers longingly.

"I'm sure you could," I said hoarsely.  "However I don’t' quite think I can handle that cumming on demand thing.  It's just not me, if you know what I mean."

She popped a potsticker in her mouth, rolled her eyes as she chewed, and then after swallowing sighed "I see what you mean.  Guess that would be kind of tough." She sounded depressed like I had just burst her bubble, but then she brightened and said "Oh well, it was just a thought.  Maybe you could take a day off and come down to the set anyway.  You know, just to watch."

"I'll try, honest" I lied.  "Just let me know when they start shooting."  Actually about the last thing I wanted to see in person was some guy humping my Heather, and then pulling out and shooting his wad all over her chest.  No thanks.

We finished the meal without further incident and I was amazed at the quantity of succulent duck that Heather put away.  Especially after the appetizers and hot and sour soup.  It seemed like she was really enjoying the meal, oohing and aahing bite after bite.  Boy, if she's eating like this all the time no wonder she's putting on weight.  I was sure that her tummy was bulging an extra couple of inches from all the food she'd eaten and was surprised that the poor black dress hadn't ripped in two. 

As we left the restaurant I glanced over and noticed that her belly seemed to be riding higher than normal.  I guess the food was literally filling her up, as well as out.  Still, she looked heavenly to me and my senses thrilled to feel her leaning against me as we walked arm in arm across the parking lot.

Arriving home Heather reached up and gave me a little kiss which I aggressively returned, grabbing a hold of her ample rear and pressing her body against mine.  She moaned and our tongues flicked for a moment before she broke away.  "I really want to thank you for the meal.  That was the best duck I've ever tasted" she purred.

I bowed thinking 'if you really want to thank me, I can think of a thousand ways just in the next room,' so I smiled and went to kiss her again, only to have her back away, hand out.  "Oh Pat, don't, please don't." She said thickly as she shook her head, beautiful curls undulating like seaweed.  "I had fun tonight and I love you, but lets not do that.  It's my job, you know.  I had to do a loop today and I just don't want to do it again right now.  Please understand."  She gave me a hurt, hopeful look, like she was going to start crying if I didn't say that I understood.  What was I supposed to do?  Fool that I was I just smiled and said, "sure, sure; well then, sleep well" and let her retreat to her room, wide behind wobbling in pursuit.

I stood in the hallway, numb from head to foot except for the deep pain in my heart, and watched her go.

What was worse was that I must not have hidden my disappointment and pain very well, because about a week later Heather left me a rather lengthy letter informing me that she had found a loft in the city and would be moving by the end of the month.  She told me that she loved me like a brother and hoped that we would always be friends and keep in touch.  Yeah, yeah, lets do lunch.  She had slipped right through my fingers and there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it.  

I tried to help her move but she wouldn't have it, not that she had a lot of possessions other than her assortment of shoes and clothing.  She gave me her new phone number and address and told me she would call me once she got settled in.  Oh, and by the way, she was off to Jackson Hole for a couple of weeks with Linda and the shoot for the next movie would probably be starting soon thereafter, so don't be alarmed if she didn't call for awhile.  

Sure, I could take a hint.

Weeks became months and I slowly went mad.  I took to going to adult bookstores that carried loops, spending more money than I care to talk about searching for scenes with Heather.  I knew that I was being totally irrational and that I should just let her go, but something inside me kept the flame alive, telling me that someday she'll come back to me.  I didn't know when or how, but this dim hope was keeping me alive.

It must have been about six months later that I finally got up enough nerve to give her a call.  Of course I got her machine, so I left a message saying to call me as I was just wondering how she was doing.  I waited; no response.  Must be too busy to call.  Maybe she was filming on location or something.  Yeah, dream on.

Finally I noticed an ad in the paper for Linda's new movie.  Hmm, no guest list this time.  No premier parties either.  Shows how much my stock had risen.  I steeled myself for the unsavory task of having to actually go to a porn theatre on my own, feeling uncomfortable amongst all the perverts in their long coats.  'I'm not like that' I told myself.  I just need to see my Heather.  It's not like I was planning to jerk off the first time I saw her on the screen.  No, my purpose was far nobler; I just wanted to torture myself.

The film was Linda's first with her new production company, and I could see that, although it was taunted as high budget, the production qualities were actually a bit below those films that Linda had performed in before.  The story line, such as it was, was about a female detective - Linda - and her unusual tactics for procuring information.  Same old stuff under a different guise.  I sat restlessly in my chair, anxiously awaiting an appearance from Heather.  The movie progressed at a snail pace, and after more than an hour of whips, dildos and fornication, still no sign of Heather.  I was beginning to worry.  What if she wasn't in the film?  She told me that she was getting ready to be in Linda's next film. What did it mean if she wasn't there?  Was she all right?  My mind turned over all sorts of scenarios as the endless parade of bodies flowed across the screen.  

I started feeling claustrophobic.  What if Heather was hurt and unable to work?  How could she support herself?  Maybe she needed me but was too vain to reach out.  What was I going to do?  I pondered calling her and then driving to her loft; If I didn't find her there I was going to check at the club, and failing that go to the police.  Maybe she was kidnapped.  My mind was racing as my eyes blankly scanned the screen.

I was so caught up in my reverie that it almost didn't register at first.  I was watching Linda, dressed in leathers telling a client that she was on the verge of solving a case.  She just had to get this one informant to talk.  She cracked her riding crop and smiled, suggesting that she knew just the way to pry loose the needed information.

In the next scene Linda was in a dimly lit warehouse, riding crop in hand.  Against the far brick wall was a body suspended by handcuffs from the ceiling.  The camera followed Linda as she crossed the room to the body; crop snapping in rhythm to the clicking of her heals on the cement.  The body that was hanging, slumped from the cuffs was encased in a leather jumpsuit with a round slit cut out of its midriff.  Layers of dirty blond hair covered the face so it almost didn't dawn on me at first.  I gazed at the body; it's huge hips and thighs, the large belly folds that poured out from the round slit.  Oh, my god, it was Heather!  But she was easily 180 to 185 pounds!  

I looked at the way the leather jumper compressed her body.  Geez, look at her upper arms; they're huge!  I watched her belly jiggle as she limply moved against the cuffs, her thighs thick and stuck together.  I couldn't believe what my eyes were showing me.  I mean, sure, she had gotten chubby, but she had added another 25 pounds since she'd moved out, and had gone beyond being just chubby.  She was FAT.  

I sat slack jawed as Linda moved to her side and brushed Heather's hair away from her face.  For a moment I thought I was mistaken and that this wasn't Heather after all.  Her face was barely recognizable it was so much rounder and pudgier.  But then her violet eyes swam into focus on the screen and I knew it was her.

I almost couldn't bare to watch, but was mesmerized as Linda, ever the player, stuck her riding crop between two of Heather's numerous belly folds, watching the absorbent flesh accept it's prize.  Linda then spun Heather around, retook the crop and gave Heather's wide thick ass a good whack that reverberated across her gelatinous backside.  I couldn't believe how wide she had gotten, remembering back to watching her bum glide down the hallway, loving the way it swayed.  Her butt must be twice that size now, and then she turned profile and I could see how thick her belly had become as well.   I couldn't believe it.  Just couldn't believe it.

Mercifully the scene ended quickly and I was relieved of having to watch what had happened to my angel.  She was in some kind of trouble, I could feel it.  But what was I supposed to do.  It was hard to offer someone a lifeline when they didn't even know that they needed one.  I sat in silence as the last ten or fifteen minutes of the film glided by and then the lights came on.  No more scenes with Heather and her name was not listed in the credits.  What the hell did that mean?  Wasn't she a rising star herself, getting feature scenes and all?  

I assumed that what had happened was that she had eaten her way out of favor.  She had gotten too fat to be given feature status, and guessed that it was probably only Linda's doing that she was in the film at all.  Those last extra twenty-five pounds had made her cross the line, going from zaftig and voluptuous to just plain fat and flabby.  

I started leaving more and more insistent messages, telling her that I was concerned for her well being and begging her to at least call me and assure me that she was ok.  Finally, about a week later there was a message on my machine telling me that she was fine and that she was going to London with Linda for a month and would call me as soon as she got back.  She knew my work number, she could have called me there, or waited until the weekend when I'd more than likely be at home, but no.  She took the easy way out and left me a damn message, putting me off once again.

Then a strange thing happened.  Almost three weeks later I received a letter from London.  In it Heather wrote that she was sorry for being away so much, and begging my forgiveness for not being more of a friend.  She went on to add that she was also sorry for she knew that she had hurt me.  She knew that I had loved her more than she had loved me, but wanted me to know that, yes, she still did love me and always would.  Then she asked an odd question.  She wanted to know if a man would ever consider having a relationship with a woman if he knew that the woman had done porno films.  

She said that it seemed like all the eligible men she was meeting all seemed fine at first, but didn't want any kind of relationship with her.  She assumed it was because they all knew that she worked in porno, and that they were all put off by it.  She wondered if she was ever going to find her rich white knight, sensing that even if she did, her career choice was probably going to chase him away.  

She confided that she wasn't so sure now that getting into films was such a smart idea, although it had sure been a lot of fun, and paid her well.  She told me that what had started off as a lark was now her livelihood and that took all the fun out of it.  She said that she hoped that I, of all people, would understand what she was trying to say, for she felt that I knew her better than anyone else.

How was I going to respond to this?  It seemed an obvious cry for help, but the letter was vague enough to keep me at the proper distance.  What amazed me was that she had finally guessed that rich millionaires didn't want porno queens for more than a fling and that she wasn't going to snare one that way.  What she hadn't admitted to herself was that these rich guys were probably also not interested in a girl carrying over fifty pounds of excess baggage.  I wondered if subliminally her weight gain in itself was that cry for help and her psyche's way of telling her that this was not the life she wanted or needed.  Hope rose in my heart, but I felt that, once again I could offer my hand but it was totally up to her to reach out and take it.

I replied to the letter telling her in simple terms that she was all right and that if a man really loved her, he wouldn't care what she had done in the past.  What was important was what she was doing now and what she was willing to do for him.  I postulated that if some rich guy wanted her badly enough to ask her to quit doing films, then her quitting should be enough, and what happened before was of no consequence.  

You might think that this was difficult for me to write, but actually it was quite easy, for all I was doing was letting my heart do the talking.  It sure didn't matter to me that she had done porno and I sure wouldn't care about how many other men had been with her; as long as she ultimately ended up by my side.  I also realized as I poured out my heart that for some weird reason the issue of her weight never entered into the equation.  Could it be that I didn't care about that either?  I examined my feelings and decided that, amazingly enough it didn't matter!  Though I'd never been with a large woman before and had certainly never been attracted to one, the thought of making love to Heather in her current size did not repel me.  

I thought that maybe down the road I might have some issues with her bulk, but then thinking further realized that I was probably just reacting as my upbringing had instructed me.  Hadn't I enjoyed looking at her cleavage and the way her backside swayed?  And that was only 25 pounds ago.  Was I going to be turned off to the love of my life over 25 pounds? Or 50?  What did it matter.  It was still Heather and it was Heather I loved, no matter what she looked like.

I went to the adult bookstore and bought a copy of "Big Abe" and watched the scene with my then 160-pound love over and over and over again.





**********

I don't know what I was expecting from my letter to Heather; some kind of instantaneous response, like I had blown down the walls of Jerico, and she's come rushing back into my embrace.  Dumb.  What kind of twisted wishful thinking gave me that idea?  Still, I expected some kind of response since I had been so supportive and had poured my soul out to her.  But I waited, and kept on waiting as once again months went by without a word.  I was going to make one last effort and embarrass myself further by giving her another call when, to my infinite surprise, she called me.

She was all cheery and bubbly and told me that London was such a blast.  We chatted for awhile and after a time she told me that she had just gotten a new job.  Intrigued, I asked her where, whereupon she giggled and said "not where, but what".  

She went on to explain that she was now working in the publicity department at the club.  I tried to imagine what that must mean, and she sensed my confusion and asked me if I had seen the ads for the club in the paper.  "Sure" I replied, to which she explained that those ads were now her domain.  She was in charge of booking special acts and advertising same for the club.  She told me that this job was offering more than what she could make as a dancer and felt that it was adding some legitimacy to her life.

I took a time out to ponder.  Hmmm. So she wasn't dancing anymore.  Could this be the start of her return to normalcy?  Did I have a chance after all?  I asked her if I could take her out to dinner to celebrate and she gave me a cryptic reply saying she was not quite ready for that yet.  I was going to ask her what the hell that meant, but let her slide, figuring she would explain when she was good and ready.  Still, I had to wonder what was going on.  

I asked how Linda was doing and was told that she was shacking up with the producer and getting ready to shoot another movie.  I asked if she would be in it and she gave me a vague 'probably'.  Pretty non-committal.  All very mysterious.

We chatted on for awhile longer and then she said she had to catch the other line and would be calling me soon.  I told her it was great to hear her voice and that I could tell she was in good spirits.  She thanked me for my encouraging letter and rang off.

I replayed that phone call a thousand times, trying to pick up every nuance and guess at what was truly going on.  My imagination ran wild, but in almost every scenario I kept coming back to one pearl of wisdom: that she must now be too fat to work as a lap dancer.  I wondered if Linda had cut her loose, or if she was now too big of a star to waste her time playing kissy face at the club. 

 Surely a veteran of so many films could now probably command her own show just by name recognition alone.  But knowing Linda and her perverse nature, unless someone was controlling her business decisions it would be just like her to turn things all around and go slumming with my fat Heather. I'm sure she would get a sick joy making all those Asian men watch her fondle Heather's rolls and bulges. Maybe even force them to pay for a two for one and laugh all the way, as they had to go past my pudgy girl to get to the Linda prize.  Yep, that would be just like her.

I speculated all this and more, as I had plenty of time to do it.  Once again Heather disappeared from my radar screen for a couple of months, then, as usual, just as I was beginning to despair, she called me up.  It seemed to me that she had some kind of depression meter as she always called me just before the needle hit the critical mark.

She again apologized about being incommuncicato for so long, but explained that she had been really immersed in her new job and had found it difficult to keep her head above water.  She added that she was now getting the hang of things and feeling much more comfortable overall.  We chatted for a time and then I just had to ask the inevitable question: would she go out to dinner with me?  She chuckled and said, "I thought you'd never ask.  Why do you think I called you up, silly?  I was looking for a free meal."

I laughed set a date and then we continued chatting.  It seemed like old times and my heart started doing back flips.  I was amazed at the resiliency of my heart, or maybe my abject stupidity.  I kept hoping and then having those hopes dashed like flotsam against the rocks.  I guess love is not only blind, but an idiot as well.

Finally she said "My goodness, look at the time!" and then told me she had to ring off.  She told me she was really looking forward to our date and said she missed me.  I mumbled something similar; feeling dizzy I was so overwhelmed with emotion. She missed me! She wanted to see me!  Hallelujah! Lead me to the Promised Land.

I was a worthless wreck the rest of the week, unable to get Heather out of my thoughts.  I knew I was getting worked up and in so doing setting myself up for heartbreak number 750, but I couldn't help myself.  I was also aware that this one was going to really hurt if she disappeared again after our date.  Better to have loved and lost?  Maybe, but to continue losing time after time?  I had my doubts that this was doing my mental health any good at all.

The days crawled by until the weekend.  Each second seemingly frozen, the sand in the hourglass oozing like molasses each grain dripping so slowly it seemed like torture. 

 We had arranged to meet in the bar area of a restaurant in the city.  I arrived early, as I just couldn't help myself, and ordered a Bombay Sapphire on the rocks to calm my nerves.

As I sipped I watched the crowd and the door, hoping to catch a glimpse of Heather.  Several people all came in at once, and then, in a flash of Hollywood spectacle the crowd parted like a Charlton Heston movie, klieg lights illuminated the entranceway, and there stood my Heather.  Her golden hair reflecting the light like strings of jewels, her make-up impeccable as her violet eyes scanned the room.  She was wearing a long black caftan interspersed with thin ribbons of shiny silver.  At her neck was a silver choker that dangled a large onyx between her immense cleavage.  My eyes traveled down from the choker to the onyx, pausing to marvel at her décolletage and then following the lines of her dress as it hung loosely from her impressive superstructure until coming against the convex swell of her belly.

She spied me sitting at the bar, waved a thick jiggly arm in greeting and virtually waddled around the circular bar, her hips giant pistons swaying her wide caboose as they moved her heavy thighs.  I arose from my barstool and gave her a big hug, barely getting my arms around her as she sank into me.  Her pudgy fingers stroked my cheek and she smiled, dimpling her fleshy cheeks.  "Hey you, long time no see," she said in a husky voice that seemed almost out of breath.

"Hi kid" I beamed.  "You look beautiful" meaning every word.

"You're either a beautiful liar or you need glasses" she chuckled and then took a seat on a barstool her fanny spilling over the sides.

"I'm 20-20 kid, and you know I'd never lie to you.  That dress looks terrific, and your hair shines like the sun."

"You really like it?  It's a 1X I found online from Lane Bryant" she self-consciously took her hand and smoothed the dress across her round torso.

"Gotta confess, it's not just the dress, but what's in it" I gushed, hoping I hadn't overstepped.

She looked at me, her violet eyes boring deep into me.  "Oh come on Pat.  That's sweet but you don't have to pretend.  I know I've gotten fat." She paused for a beat, "real fat."

I took her hand in mine and stated earnestly "It doesn't matter."

She shook her head and turned away; almost whispering "I wish I could believe you."

I reached across taking her pudgy cheek into the cup of my hand and turned her back around to face me.  "You CAN believe me.  Don't you get it? I've always loved you."

She brought her hand up to mine and then stifled a little sob.  "I'm sorry" she blurted.  "I thought I was prepared for this" she sniffled and then gave a mock chuckle "Obviously not, huh.  I've just been so confused and conflicted lately.  Thinking that I've made some wrong choices, but not knowing how to erase what I've done."

"What's past is past" I interjected. " I don't care what you've done as long as you let me love you."

"How can you love me, after all I've done to you?  And look at me, I'm such a sod hog.  I was so confused and unhappy that all I did was eat.  And then Linda started making fun of me and I got so depressed and just ate more and more."

"Heather, it's ok, really" I consoled her.  "I love you, that's all that matters."

She gave a crooked smile.  "Really?  Look at how big my tummy is.  And my butt is huge.  I was almost too embarrassed to show up, but I guess I wanted to see you too much." Then she drew close to me and whispered in my ear "I'm over two hundred pounds now, dear."

My ears were ringing from her confession.  Sure I knew it.  All you had to do was look, but to hear her say it out loud.  My god, she outweighed me by over 20 pounds!  I looked down at her wide hips and thick waist; saw her double chin as she looked expectantly towards me, wiping a tear from her pudgy cheek, and then I smiled, took her hand in mine and said "more to love."

She smiled, kissed my cheek, and rose from her barstool pulling me with her.  She placed my arm around her soft middle and said "lets eat, I'm famished."

Letting my fingers drink in her softness I pulled her close and as calmly as my thumping heart would allow asked her to marry me.  Heather looked at me, gave a chortle, smiled and shook her head. "But you've got to feed me first" she laughed.

