
  Big Fat Obsession


  A SSBHM/FFA Crazy Fan Love Story


  Read more by Hedonist



  


  For months we’ve been exchanging emails and messages, Darryl and I. And every day I’ve fallen a little deeper and harder. He doesn’t know it, but he’s not just my writing coach and I don’t just happen to be a fan of his work. He’s my man. My world. My everything.


  Today, we’re meeting for the first time at a conference, where I’ll tell him exactly how I feel. I’m confessing all those emotions he’s inspired. All those desires, which have driven me halfway to madness.


  Because, I haven’t held up my part of the deal. Instead of waiting for his confirmation, I’ve been spying on him. From all the way across the dining hall, I’ve watched him gorging himself on the buffet until he simply couldn’t eat any more and looking more and more ashamed about it. And I wondered, has he sensed my desperation and is he looking for a way out? Is that why he cancelled our date with his last message?


  Or is this him, screaming out for compassion; for someone to understand? In case it’s the latter, I’ve got him covered. I’m going to show him exactly what he means to me one way or another. Ideally, hard and unprotected.


  This explicit love story features a depressed ssbhm (supersized big handsome man) who can't seem to leave the buffet alone and his stalker-level obsessed admirer who really just wants to love him for who he is.
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  I stare down at my phone again. At the message from her , which I saw the preview of, but left unread.


  She wanted to meet up for drinks. The plan has been made weeks ago, when this conference and all the realities of it seemed like a distant, surreal future.


  Right now, the cold hard reality of what stands before me seems insurmountable, though. Meeting up for drinks. What a laughable idea. I don’t want to meet anyone this weekend. I don’t even want to deliver the presentation I've come here to give.


  I want to die in a hole, out of sight and far away from everyone who for some strange reason looks to me for answers. People who think I’ve got it together. That I know what I’m doing. Do I look like I bloody know what I’m doing? My truth isn’t just skewed; it’s a polar opposite to what everyone expects from me.


  From the moment I arrived here, I’ve found myself in this busy dining hall, with the unlimited buffet, gorging myself on all of it. I barely stopped to breathe in between visits for refills. And every time they pass by with the dessert cart, I’ve been unable to resist the temptation of just one more pastry. Just one more pudding.


  Just one more…


  The empty plates piled high on my table are a testament to my shame. I don’t think I could get up right now even if I wanted to. The truth is, I haven’t even tried, because it seems easier to stay here, in this time loop, where nothing exists except the frantic racing of my heart and one more dessert.


  My breaths are shallow; the edge of the table digs painfully into my belly. My face is clammy and flushed and my hands and knees tremble whenever I do try to move a little.


  I’m a willing prisoner on this bench seat, which thankfully has been designed keeping patrons of my size in mind. Or else I would have embarrassed myself even further by crashing right through.


  Still, I see the looks I get. I hear the whispers all around. I feel painfully on display, and yet have been completely unable to avoid making a spectacle out of myself. And a lot of these people might know who I am. At least by tomorrow, they'll figure it out. That's the worst part.


  This is why I don’t leave the house. So I don't have to meet people…


  God, I can’t face her . I didn’t think this through at all. She said she’s not much into conferences. Large crowds freak her out. But she booked the trip for me . To meet me . It’s too much.


  Of all the people I wish to avoid this weekend, most of all, I wish to avoid her .


  From the very first email she sent me, in response to one of my many podcast episodes, something started to stir in me which I desperately tried to wish away. Except during those moments, just between sleeping and waking, when reality doesn’t matter and anything is possible.


  During those times, my imagination ran wild. Now that I think back to it, it was during one of those moments that I agreed to meet with her. It felt nice to entertain the idea that maybe it wasn’t all just a dream. That maybe those feelings I’ve felt reading her words, I could experience in person too.


  And now, she’s reached the conference center and is wondering what time I might be free to put our plan into action. Those drinks, which I never really planned on having. Well, except in my dreams. In a fantasy world, there’s a whole lot more I would have been hoping for. But this isn’t a fantasy. This is reality.


  And in this world, I am not in any condition to meet the woman who has been haunting my thoughts for the better part of four months. No, in this world, I am fit for nothing. I am a disgrace, a failure of a human being, who has somehow tricked a few people into believing that I’m worth listening to.


  I’ve written a few books people like, sure. But those were flukes. And anyway, it’s been over a year since I finished any new work. I told myself it was because I was putting more energy into the podcast. That I was helping other authors, just like her.


  Incidentally, that’s what she wrote about in her first email. She thanked me for all the content I’d been putting out on YouTube and other places. How it had helped her find her voice, and her confidence as a writer. She exaggerated, obviously, because nothing I did was that special.


  But it still meant a lot to me. I wrote back immediately, thanking her for the kind words of encouragement, which resulted in a quick back and forth. A daily ritual almost, of emails and DMs, exchanged from afar, isolated from the larger world out there.


  Every so often, the messages turned a little suggestive. Just enough to deepen my interest in our exchanges, but never crass or too obvious. That was probably by design, at least from my side. I liked the idea of being able to feign ignorance. To have her be able to back out later and pretend like we weren’t flirting with each other. It’s safer that way. I never intended for her to get stuck in anything she wasn’t ready for. And flirtations with me? Nobody is ready for that.


  My phone buzzes again. The screen lights up with a follow up from her.


  “Are you okay?”


  This. This right here is why I keep coming back to her messages and emails. And why I’m fighting to avoid her so
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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
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