
  Big Fat Voyeur


  A SSBHM/FFA Voyeurism Love Story


  Read more by Hedonist



  


  Every day I watch her. Every day a little more of me dies.


  The girl in the flat cross from me has been making my life hell. For two weeks now, she’s been parading around in various states of undress, with the curtains wide open. As if she doesn’t know I can see. As if she doesn’t care.


  I can’t think straight anymore. She’s pushing me to the brink.


  Does she not realize I have feelings and urges too? Am I not a man? All four hundred pounds of me.


  This can’t go on. I can’t take it. One way or another, I must deal with it. Her. Hard and unprotected.
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  Every day I watch her. Every day a little more of me dies.



  My modest flat up on the fifteenth floor used to be my sanctuary. My quiet corner of the world where nobody would bother me and I could just be. But now, it has been infiltrated by a sickness I cannot control.


  Just another glimpse. Just one more image of her, captured in secret on my phone to refer to later when I’m in bed. And even when I’m not.


  The girl in the flat opposite me, in various states of undress. From the moment she arrives home from work every day, my sweet torture begins. She likes to kick back on the sofa, dressed only in lingerie, while she enjoys her nightly glass of red wine. Sometimes she prepares her dinner in just a shirt with nothing underneath… And sometimes she leaves the bedroom curtains open just enough for me to catch a glimpse of her on the covers as she goes about her grooming routines.


  Why doesn’t she just close the fucking curtains already? Why unknowingly invite me, an unwanted and depraved spectator into her life? Camera in one hand, cock in the other. Because there’s no way she’d do it on purpose. There’s no way she’d look at me, all four-hundred-and-who-knows-how-many pounds of me and thought, ‘Hmm… Now there’s a guy I want lusting after me every night!’


  I’ve seen the way she looked at me when she passed me in the street some days ago. The subtlest hint of a smile playing on her lips. As if I wouldn’t realise she was laughing at me. Ridiculing me in her thoughts. The fucking whore.


  The worst part is the guilt.


  Because as much as I hate her, I’m starting to love her too. That, in turn, makes me hate myself even more. Like, what the fuck am I even doing? I’m losing what’s left of my humanity, every single time I rub one out while spying on her.


  It’s not that my life was that great before she moved in. Far from it.


  But it’s easier to ignore just how lonely you are when you don’t come face-to-face with everything you wish you had. Every night. Inside the flat opposite mine. Outside my window and inside hers.


  Whoever thought designing a block of flats with a U-shaped floor plan like this was a good idea needs to burn in hell. At least stagger the fucking windows so you don’t look right into someone’s private space! Barely thirty feet away…


  I’m bracing myself for the inevitable night when it won’t just be her in there. Because girls like that rarely stay single long. Will she still keep the curtains open? Will I carry on watching? That’ll be a true test of my newfound misery.


  ***



  Every day I see him. The guy in the flat opposite me. Far away and yet so very close.


  I know he’s watching; I can feel his eyes on me like a hot breeze caressing my naked skin. And the more he watches, the further I want to take things. It’s a little game I like to play.


  I have to picture what he might look like when he does it, since he keeps his lights dimmed most of the time. His big fat body must be covered in sweat as he jerks himself off to the sight of me in various states of undress. I wish I could see the look in his eyes up close. The strain in his expression when he’s getting to the point of no return. The inevitable groans and moans that escape his lips when he deposits a sticky load into his fist.


  Again and again and again, for eight nights in a row now. I don’t know how many times a night.


  I wonder if he’s sore yet. Because I am.


  I’m aching just thinking about how he must feel; or at least how I hope he feels. Because that’s how I feel too… Despair doesn’t quite describe it. Misery is more like it.


  We don’t know each other. I tried smiling at him once or twice in the street. I doubt he even noticed. He was too busy on his phone to even care. But as soon as I realised he lived right across from me, I put my plan into action. Once I got home from work, I kicked off my shoes, jeans, t-shirt and more… All with the curtains and windows wide open. Barely a stone’s throw away from where he was sitting around, watching TV. Before he switched off his lights, I saw him. Eyes locked onto my position.


  His curtains never closed either after that. That’s how I knew I had earned his undivided attention. The only indication that he was even home has been the flicker of the TV in the background.


  And so I’ve been doing this every night since. Get home, slip into something more comfortable, and act like a fucking cock tease just to get a rise out of him.


  It’s our little secret.


  I leave the curtains open. He enjoys the view inside mine.


  But for how long can we keep this up? How long until I die of impatience and give the game away?


  Right now, both of us can feign ignorance. We can pretend like I’m not doing it on purpose, and he’s not really looking. But once I confront him about it, that’s when suddenly everything will change. Am I ready for it? Is he?


  There’s only one way to find out.


  ***



  I log onto one of the many forums for guys just like me, on the dark corners of the web, just to bemoan my predicament. Just to vent.


  “I have a new neighbour in the flat right across from me in my apartment complex. My windows overlook hers perfectly. She’s a hot little thing. Blonde. Legs for miles. Tight little ass and a perfect pair of tits…”


  I sigh and pinch the bridge of my nose. Would it have mattered if she wasn’t a ten out of ten? Probably not. I’d still be looking. I’d still be aching for her. And she’d still be infinitely out of reach. But I leave the description in there, just to paint a picture of the extent of my problem.


  “Every evening she comes home from work, strips down to her underwear and parades around her flat with the curtains wide open. I can’t look away. I can’t think. I can’t do a damn thing, except stare at her and drink. God, I’ve been drinking so much to try and numb myself. And jerk off to the sight of her, of course.”


  As shameful as my confession is, it’s still a relief just to get it out there. It’s not like I have anyone else to talk to as it is.


  “I’m sore. I’m exhausted. I’m miserable. I can’t think of anything else all day except how I want to tear that ass up and pound the shit out of her. Every single day. This has been going on for nearly two weeks now.”


  My fingers are tingling. I ball my
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  About the Author


  Dear Reader,


  If you came across me in real life, you'd never guess the kind of filth I like to read and write. Cleverly disguised as a boring office worker, the drudgery of my 9-to-5 only because bearable because of my vivid and explicit imagination. I like fat guys and I cannot lie. In my world, bigger (fatter) is always better.It's been that way for as long as I can remember.


  Thanks for reading this story, one of hopefully many of my published sexual fantasies. My stories revolve around one common theme: really big men and the women who can't help but lust for them.



  Although I like porn just fine, it's nearly impossible to find it in the flavour that I desire. The written word allows me to explore a world of lush excess that mainstream adult entertainment just cannot provide.When I started writing, I soon discovered the beauty of having a catalog of erotica out there to satisfy my own lustful needs. This is a passion project more than a money-grab.


  So, first and foremost, my writing is for me. But perhaps there are other women (or even men) out there who share my tastes; my fetishes and fantasies? My fascination with the larger male form, and sexualisation of food (especially overeating). If that sounds like something you'll wank off to, you've come to the right place.


  To find out more, check:



  eXplicitTales.com


  (And why not sign up for the newsletter to be the first to find out about new releases.)


  x Hedonist


  



  My Books


  Supersized Desire Series:


  
    [image: supersized1-small][image: supersized2-small]

  


  Big Fat Series:


  
    [image: supersized1-small][image: threesome-small][image: threesome-small] [image: threesome-small][image: threesome-small]

    [image: stuffing1-small]

  


  
    

  

OEBPS/Images/firstdate-small.jpg
Hedonist





OEBPS/Images/supersized1-small.jpg





OEBPS/Images/stuffed-small.jpg
e

Hedonist





OEBPS/Images/client-small.jpg
."é A
BIOFAT





OEBPS/Images/fratparty-small.jpg





OEBPS/Images/supersized2-small.jpg
S\

Bl SEOD DATE





OEBPS/Images/christmas-small.jpg
ot

Hedonist





OEBPS/Images/threesome-small.jpg
edonist





