Where did my admiration for large women come from - that's a question I've asked myself for some time now.  Why I would ask such a thing at all stems mostly from the perception that liking fat is somehow outside of the norm and as such I must be suffering from some affliction.

You hear it all the time: "Eww, she's fat, how can you look at her" or the whispered condemning  "Did you see so and so, she's putting on weight".  When I hear such a statement I think ' oh really, let me look'.  I find it attractive, that's just the way it is, and I've wondered why, trying to rationalize it, for years.

David Mamet, the famed playwright in discussing his attraction to certain themes once said, "One is drawn to certain things.  A fellow goes to a party and his eye is drawn to a certain type of girl.  It doesn't do any good to point out that there are other women out there perhaps equally of more attractive.  His predilections are not subject to his own intellectual prejudice or even affection, but rather from something much deeper."

In analyzing my own proclivity towards fat admiration I've tried to define just what it is I'm attracted to and then research my past and my upbringing to determine if there is some correlation.  To say I like fat is like saying I like cars; there are so many different subsets to consider.  Just as saying that one likes women is woefully inadequate.  What type of women? Short, tall, lithe, rotund, athletic, sensitive, demure, gregarious; the possibilities are endless.  Just defining body types, or saying that you are a leg or breast man is limiting for there are a myriad of variations within each parameter.  To ask the question why some like Country music and some like Jazz is equally as futile. Is it genetic? Is it upbringing?  The same questions have been asked about homosexuality.

 I believe that while there are no concrete answers there are at least insights so others can understand that those of us whose sexual bent leans towards the admiration, acquisition and appreciation of fat are just as normal as those who lust after super slim super models.  We can't see why they prefer thin just as they can't see why we prefer fat; however we don't ridicule them for their bias.

To say I love fat.  Just what does that mean anyway?  For me this has been something that has evolved and been refined as I've matured.  Back in middle school when I first started noticing the opposite sex I had already been unknowingly indoctrinated to the thin party line.  My parents were both heavy, though certainly not obese, and were always dieting and talking about losing weight like it was their Holy Grail.  I was always a skinny kid and as most of my relatives were fat I was frequently singled out as being apart from the family.  I didn't like this kind of negative attention, but it still didn't cause me to gain weight in an effort to be included.  My metabolism and athletic lifestyle probably prohibited that in any event.  Regardless, one might argue that somewhere in my psyche my desire to be included and not singled out as a kind of black sheep might lead to fat acceptance.  Perhaps, but it is only a brick in the wall.

My mother is a tall woman - five foot ten and for as long as I can remember has carried an extra 30-50 pounds.  No big deal, but it seemed so to her.  She was always trying to diet, so that kind of conversation was rampant around our house. I never had any Oedipal feelings about my mother, never thought of her as either attractive or unattractive, so any argument that my predilection stems from my mothers' weight problem is probably off the mark.

When I first discovered feelings that could be described as sexual towards the opposite sex it came prepackaged with all kinds of preconditioned baggage.  From my parents' aforementioned desire to be thin to my older cousins letting me sneak a peak at their Playboy magazines.  From Playboy I garnered that women were sexy because they had breasts.  Seemed to be the whole crux of it from my adolescent perspective.  I equated the difference between boys and girls as not only the breast thing, but that women were also softer.  The first erotic novels I read all spoke highly of a woman's soft curves.  So soft and curvy equaled sexy; all the great books said so.  And what makes a woman soft and curvy?  Fat.  Sounds easy doesn't it?

During middle school and the first years of high school I noticed how the girls' bodies changed as they reached puberty.  They all seemed to gain weight as their bodies changed, adding hips and breasts.  Since having hips and breasts meant they were of child rearing age and therefore spoke to men's reproductive instincts, it stands to reason that I found this added weight to be sexy.  It wasn't until years later though that I was able to understand these base feelings and refine them into my love for a gaining woman.

My earliest visions were probably the same as every other young boy.  The Racquel Welch, or Ursula Andress ideal of hourglass figure.  Full breasts, tiny waist and modest hips.  Kind of Barbiesque.  It's what all my peers sought and I fell right in line, eschewing the advances of a couple of real sweet girls simply because their bodies didn't measure up. 

 Oddly, at the same time I was drawn to the story of Stupifyin Jones from Lil' Abner wherein the lady folk of Dogpatch notice that Jones has stunned all the men to near stone by her beauty so, knowing of her love of food rally to the cause and feed her into obesity, thus breaking her spell.  I don't know why this story excited me, or why the sight of a fat Jones, her thick thighs and huge bum spilling over her tiny stool as she stuffed her face with all kinds of foodstuffs turned me on, but there it was; probably my earliest recollection of sexual feelings directly related to fatness.

Still, in real life I was only dating the "normals".  I only have vague recollections of some of the truly fat girls from high school and they held no attraction for me at all.  My head would turn at a nice rack with a bit of jiggle, or a slightly thick butt packed into a pair of tight jeans, but to let my eyes longingly peruse a girl that jiggled all over, well that wasn't in my programming.  But of course things change.

After dating several girls through high school I finally fell in "love".  She was a beautiful and voluptuous 36-24-36 who was so soft and womanly that she defined the term "woman" for me.  We spent over two years together and in that time she added close to twenty pounds and a couple of inches all over. This caused conflicting reactions within me as the preconditioned part of me was appalled by her "letting herself go" while the part of me that was sharing a bed with her loved the extra softness and curves.  I was trying to deal with all the angles striking me.  Trying to put into perspective my love for her and my love for the added inches and bulges against the loss of my "trophy" girlfriend and how I loathed hearing friends and family whispering how MY girl was getting fat; like it was somehow either my failing or that I was to blame.  Her unacceptability in their eyes was a reflection on me and I was almost stupid enough to fall for it. 

 Of course I must also point out that at the time I didn't realize that I adored her added pounds.  It was not a conscious thing to me, almost as if my libido had shut off my brain so that my fingers could revel in her new jellyrolls.  It didn't dawn on me that I preferred a larger woman until years later.

We ultimately broke up for reasons that had nothing to do with weight and I found myself in college gaining new insights about all kinds of things.  This was at a time when girls started doing the bare midriff thing and I found myself becoming attracted to those with a bit of a roll.  From there my appreciation of the belly in general developed, noticing the pooch of a tummy, or the bulge over a tight pair of pants. I was beginning to see that I was attracted to this and to wide hips and buttocks as well.  I thought that I was odd and deviant somehow, for everything I'd ever learned had led me to believe so, in spite of the erotica concerning softness and curves.  I felt that I had gone past that.  Surely what those authors were referring to was not the same as some of the downright chubby girls I was perusing.

I had admitted to myself that I was now, in fact attracted to women with tummies.  I had even gone as far as to date and bed a girl simply because I liked the way her belly looked.  

She was 5'1" and probably weighed about 150.  Very cuddly and soft and so I began to accept and then embrace that this was what was attractive to me.  

Of course there is another side to things which I haven't gone into yet and that is Feederism.  Through the years as I've fantasized and written short stories I came to realize that not only do I prefer a chubby woman, but I get sexually excited at the prospect of a woman gaining weight.  To see a woman straining the confines of the clothing that you knew must have fit her at one time is exciting for me.  Whether this goes back to my early observation concerning post pubescent girls and equating their weight gain (in all the right places) to sexuality is food for thought.  And speaking of food there is also the buzz of watching a woman eating.  Abandoning herself to her desires I suppose, or defying the conventions that say you must always watch what you eat.  There is something primal and sexy in that, almost as if you are witnessing a display of carnality; that the woman is admitting to herself and to you that she has these deep desires and that she is willing to quench those thirsts.

From here it seems almost a logical step to Feeding, whereupon a couple agrees to actively pursue the feeding of one by the other for the purpose of gaining weight.  It seems to me that there are all kinds of underlying issues of trust and acceptance involved with feeding as well as a hint of possible dominance and submission, although I'm sure that this is only a motive in some cases.  

Why do I find it sexy to watch my wife eat a large meal; to see her tummy swell and rise as it fills with food?  I have no idea.  It is enough to know that it does and to wish that others out there had a better understanding so we could all be more open in expressing our desires.  As I have discovered via the Internet there are a lot more people with similar feelings than I had ever imagined.  There are probably countless thousands more who haven't yet discovered the avenues available on the net to let their voice be heard, or who, like me for so long, tried to deny their true sensual desires, thinking them too aberrant.

