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They always say that patience is a virtue and that good things come to those who wait.  I suppose that may be so, but sometimes the Great Spirit works in mysterious ways.  

I had realized my preference for large women at a relatively young age.  As far back as I can remember, back to when I first started noticing girls, I was always drawn to the ones who were heavy.  I don't really know the reason for this, and I believe that it's not something anyone can pinpoint; just as no-one can point to any particular event and say that this is what made a person gay.  Same thing here, there's just no explanation for it.  I like large women just like some people like the color blue.  

I am unashamed of my desires, although it took me awhile to accept that it was all right for me to be living outside the norm.  Now let me say that while my sexual bent is towards soft, feminine fat ladies, I am also a sensitive person and as such unlikely to forego a good experience with any woman.  This is kin to a gentleman preferring blondes while still being able to see the beauty in a confident brunette. 

 So it was for me, and that's how I met Amanda.  We bumped into one another at a supermarket and her sparkling hazel eyes mesmerized me, not to mention her wide smile, perfect teeth and rosy cheeks.  Her hair was a dark brown with just enough red highlights to make it shimmer and make me wonder why she kept if cut short.  Luxurious hair like that should be worn long, to better show off its luminosity.  Surely she was an enigma to me and for some reason I immediately found myself wanting to know her better, as if I were some anthropologist rutting through ancient bones for secret clues.

Sparks must have flown, for she seemed equally taken by me.  We stood there, staring at one another, trapped in some timeless vortex, trying to assimilate just what was going on here between us.  It was as if our wills were communicating on some hidden wavelength while our consciousness was totally unaware.  Finally she broke the spell by flashing her toothy grin and saying "well then, I guess you'll be asking me out to dinner and a movie, and I accept".

I stammered for a moment and then sheepishly smiled in return and shrugged "I guess it's settled then.  Is 7:00 good for you?"

"Just fine dear.  I'm Amanda, by the way.  You can pick me up at 2837 Pine Street, apartment 7, and Chinese would be wonderful".

It was as if she was reading my mind, but I knew she wasn't because I was wondering at myself, here in the supermarket being more or less picked up by this pixy of a tomboy.  Definitely not my type my inner voice told me, but I couldn't deny that there was also some kind of obvious chemistry going on here.

"Ah, sure, I like Chinese.  I'm Frank and umm" I stopped and started like a badly out of tune two stroke engine as we stood in the center of aisle 5 between the soups and canned goods.  Amanda patted my arm and laughed her wonderful musical laugh saying, "it's ok Frank, carry on.  I've got to finish my shopping as well.  See you tonight at seven.  I'll be ready and waiting so don't be late".

"Alright then, seven it is" I managed to recover slightly.  "I'm glad I bumped into you Amanda" I blurted as I shook her hand.

She laughed again and gave me a push towards the next aisle.  "Get moving soldier, otherwise we'll be standing here blocking the aisle all afternoon."

So that is how I met Amanda.  I remember being nervous all afternoon and pondering why.  I mean so I had a date.  It's not like I hadn't been on several dates before, and it's not like I was sexually attracted to Amanda; she was way too skinny for my tastes.  No, something about her fascinated me, and I really wanted to talk to the night away with her, but there is more to a relationship than just talk, if you know what I mean, and I just couldn't see myself being sexually satisfied with this boyish pixie.  She was thin as a rail with no discernable chest and no hips.  I admit she was cute, having a pleasant face and all, but her body type just wasn't the one for me.  Of course I later found out that, much to my surprise, pheromones could compensate for a lot of things.






**********

That first date went rather well, and was followed in rapid succession by a second, third, and fourth until it was obvious that the two of us were an "item".  Amanda wove her spell around me, captivating me with her wit and banter.  I felt so good being near her, like I had found that part of myself that had been missing.  We discovered that we shared mutual tastes in just about everything, from music, theatre, movies, politics, you name it.  I was falling deeper and deeper in love with this incredible woman and yet, while we spent hours walking arm in arm and had progressed to the stage where we were kissing hello and goodbye every day, we had not even begun to explore any real intimacy.

Slowly though I began to thaw.  I began to see this lady as my salvation and as my heart swelled with love for her I began to crave getting even closer to her, sharing those secrets that only flesh on flesh contact could convey.  So one night, as we made our obligatory good night kiss on the stoop to her apartment I unchained my passion and let my heart speak, the kiss lingering long as our tongues played a sweet duet.  When finally we broke away panting, our blood pressure levels boiling, Amanda smiled her wicked smile and chuckled "well, well.  What brought that on?  Not that I'm complaining mind you."

I looked into those incredible sparkling eyes and croaked "I am so in love with you".

There, I'd finally said it; admitting to myself as much as to Amanda, yes, I was smitten.

"About time you figured that one out" she replied. "I was wondering when the light was going to come on.  I on the other hand knew that I loved you from the moment we bumped into one another".

"Do you forgive me for taking so long?" I pleaded.

"Oh Frank, honey, don't worry.  I know it's just a guy thing.  It just takes you longer to make up your mind.  The only important thing is that you do love me and I you.  Want to come inside and celebrate?"

And so she led me to her bed.  The room fairly sparkled with electricity as we kissed and hugged each other with abandon, slowly removing each other's clothes until we were totally revealed to one another.  My fingers swam across her hard bony form, not even registering what was happening as my senses were overwhelmed with the essence of her being.  There was not an inch of fat on her, no soft curves and gentle womanly rolls to fondle but at that moment I didn't care.  All I wanted was to pour out my heart to her and share the gift we had been given.

We mated furiously, rested arm in arm for a time, and then began a long slow excursion back into ectasy.  I couldn't believe how much I was feeling for this lovely woman and how much I wanted to spend every minute with her, my affection for fat forgotten for the moment.

We were wed soon thereafter and I was constantly amazed at how Amanda could read my mind; seemingly to know just what I was thinking, sometimes even before the thoughts had crystallized in my own mind.  While on our honeymoon in Hawaii I unconsciously kept steering her towards snacks and ice cream, most of which she refused, being, as always, a light eater.  Yes, we had romantic dinners but it was always just a salad and entrée for her, only occasionally partaking of a shared desert.  I kept asking her if she wanted desert and when she declined told her that we were on our honeymoon and it was ok for her to indulge herself if she wanted.  She just smiled back at me and told me that she wasn't interested in desert most of the time and would eat when she was in the mood.  She said I was sweet for being so caring, not knowing that I desperately desired to see some excess poundage on my sweet love.

We returned from Hawaii, Amanda tanned and gained not an ounce.  I kept telling myself that this was just fine, because I loved her and that was all that mattered, but eventually my old predilection crept back to the surface.  My eyes strayed longingly to every round bouncing lady that walked past me and I started fantasizing what it would be like to make love to my sweet Amanda if her body were to become soft and curvy like theirs.  I started feeling guilty as if this fantasy was somehow a betrayal to her, like I secretly desired her to be someone else.  I moderated by telling myself that no; I didn't want her to be somebody else, just a different body.  I punished myself by trying to be all the more affectionate towards her but Amanda could tell that I was trying too hard.

She asked me if there was something wrong, but how could I tell her?  I mean really, there was nothing seriously wrong.  I loved her dearly and certainly was not dissatisfied by our lovemaking.  It was just this lingering voice in the back of my mind that insisted that everything would be even better if Amanda was covered by a layer of fat.  I hated myself for thinking this way, but was powerless to stop it.  I knew that it just wasn't in my sweet wife's makeup to gain weight.  Her body was what it was and I should thank the heavens that I had at least been granted a deep and lasting good love that most people never get a chance at.  Lord knows I was not ungrateful, if only these fat thoughts would go away.

So our life together went on, and it was a good life.  We were content together and were obviously good for one another and everyone commented on how it seemed we were meant to be together.  Our lives fell into a routine that all marriages seem to do, and we were quite happy to be alive and with one another.

Shortly after our first anniversary Amanda told me of a phone call she had received from her sister Ann.  I was confused at first, having I thought met all of her relatives at our wedding, but Amanda set me straight by telling me that Ann had not attended and that she had been living in Italy since she was eighteen.  She filled in the background about how they were twins, but Ann had always been the more adventurous one, always traveling and experiencing new things, while Amanda was more of a homebody and content with the more familiar.

"A twin?" I gasped.  "But you never told me that your sister was your twin."

"Didn't I?" Amanda blushed.  "I guess since it was so rote for so long I just took it for granted that everyone knew.  Sorry if I didn't tell you."

We talked about her feeling for her sister.  I asked if there were any special sibling rivalry or some kind of special bond because they shared the same egg.  Amanda just chuckled and told me that she and Ann were close and didn't believe that they had any more or less competitiveness than other sisters.  She said she often knew what Ann was thinking and that she always knew when she was going to call, but other than that there was nothing special, just two sisters like any other two sisters.

Ann had of course heard about the wedding and had sent a present and congratulatory card, but this was only her second call since the wedding.  It seemed that Ann was coming back to the states for a time and was inquiring whether we would be interested in spending some time with her.  I told Amanda that I would love to meet her sister and was looking forward to her visit, so it was arranged.

Amanda and I waited at the airport for Ann's plane to land Amanda keeping me amused with little anecdotes about she and Ann's shared adventures.  Finally Ann's plane touched terra firma and moments later the loading ramp began disgorging passengers.  As usual the parade of all shapes sizes and colors walked past us until a mountainous woman appeared in the doorway and Amanda started jumping up and down and calling "Sis, Sis, over here".

This lovely round thing turned her head, and a big smile came over her chubby face as she rolled towards us.  She gave Amanda a huge bear hug, stepped back, and said "and you must be Frank" then proceeded to give me an equally big hug.  I smelled her perfume and felt her wonderfully soft body sink into mine.  Oh my god, but she was beautiful!  The same lustrous hair as my Amanda, only Ann wore hers long and gently curled so it framed her cherubic face.  She had the same sparkling eyes and the same warm smile, but from there the similarities ended.  She was easily more than twice Amanda's size.  Wonderfully full breasts sitting atop a gently curving gelatinous belly that melted into wide sloping hips.  

I couldn't believe what I was seeing.  All my fantasies about Amanda were right here in front of me.  What kind of cruel joke was this? Wasn't it hard enough to keep my appetite buried without it being thrown in my face like this?  It was all I could do just to keep from gawking at this ultimate vision of plushness.  The two sisters each took me by an arm and as we marched down the pale yellow linoleum of the airport concourse I felt like the tin woodsman - not a brain in sight, all circuits blown for good.

I was like a Zombie hearing but not really reacting as the two girls regaled me with more stories, giggling and laughing all the way back home.  We talked awhile longer and then said our goodnights and retired to our rooms.  As Amanda and I lay in each other's arms my mind was spinning.  How could these twins be so different?  To Amanda food was only a nutritional necessity, but obviously Ann had other ideas.  I was wondering if Ann's size was a recent development or if she had been huge all while the two were growing up.  I waited for Amanda to break the ice by saying something like 'gee Sis has gotten so fat since I saw her last', but she remained silent on the subject.

Finally my curiosity got the best of me so I asked Amanda if Ann had always been her "big" sister.  Amanda just grinned and told me that they were identical twins almost all the way through high school, then Ann just started packing on the pounds.

"I wonder what brought that on?" I queried.

"I asked Ann the same thing" Amanda replied.  "She just told me that she had always loved to eat but only recently had felt free to do so, having gotten over the fear of identical twins no longer looking so identical.  You see, Ann surmised that everyone would think that there was something wrong with her if we no longer were the same size.  She told me she didn't know what caused her to realize that what everyone else may or may not say wasn't important to her anymore and that she wasn't going to deny being herself just to please our parents and friends.  I think that maybe she was just tired of all the hoopla of being twins and this was her way of expressing that she was an individual and not just a part of some circus act."

"Hmm" I pondered.  "I guess it wasn't much fun for you to be paraded around and hearing everyone coo that the two of you were so cute."

"Oh we got over that a long time ago.  Good thing we were so close.  It was kinda like us against them.  We were secretly rolling our eyes at them at the same time we were playing along with it.  I think the whole thing might have caused friction if we weren't so in tune to one another.  We share a special bond, Ann and I, our friendship is pretty deep.  I would do anything for her, you know; as I'm sure she would for me.  And of course as I would for you, my love" she added as she put her thin arms around me and gave me a deep wet kiss.

The days that followed were filled with laughter and mirth.  The two sisters were so alike in so many ways, except for Ann's jiggling poundage.  I was having such a wonderful time that I informed Ann that she was welcome to the guestroom for as long as she wanted to stay.  Ann quickly glanced at Amanda as if silently sharing some secret code and then enveloped me with a huge hug.

That night as the evening wore down and we wished each other pleasant dreams, Ann and Amanda hugging and then Ann giving me a hug as had become our custom.  But then, to my surprise, Ann reached up and kissed me tenderly on the lips.  Not just a little peck, but full on sensual lips meeting lips, gently rubbing together invitingly.  I was absorbed in the moment and my fingers started to caress her abundant backside when all of a sudden I came to my senses, alarms going wild in my head.  I pulled away stammering "what, what" and looked over to Amanda who was laughing at my reaction.  She crossed to me and took my hand and still laughing said "Oh Frank, you should see the look on your face".

"If this is your idea of a prank it's not funny" I said hotly.

"No prank, Frank" Ann chimed in, taking my other hand.

"Huh, what?  I don't understand.  What are you getting at?" I gushed.

"My darling, don't you get it.  You can't keep a secret from me.  I know that you've dreamed of me being fatter.  That's just not me, but my sister on the other hand . . . "

"Yep" Ann nodded.   "You guessed it.  These sisters share everything."

Ann kissed me again, her tongue beckoning and this time I didn't pull away but melted deep down into her absorbent flesh as Amanda smiled and turned down the sheets, awaiting our arrival.

