
  Big Fat Christmas


  A SSBHM/FFA Love Story


  Read more by Hedonist



  


  Ever since I moved into my new flat, I’ve been obsessed with my neighbour to the right, Eric. Every time I leave my front door, I hope to bump into him. And whenever I’m at home, I wonder what he’s up to in the apartment right next door to me and if he thinks about me too.


  Fat doesn’t quite cut it; he’s huge. Tall and broad enough to fill up the whole hallway when he walks by. With a kind and handsome face and gentle brown eyes that I could spend a lifetime losing myself in. He has a sadness hanging around him, though. Perhaps that’s what fascinates me most. He’s a tragic mystery, just begging to be unraveled.


  Today, after cooking up a plan to invite him over for a meal, perhaps I'll get the chance to do just that. Uncover who he really is, beneath that huge and slightly glum exterior. Figure out if perhaps we can be neighbours with a whole lot of benefits instead...


  This explicit love story features a shy & inexperienced ssbhm (supersized big handsome man) and a slightly less shy ffa (female fat admirer) who can't wait to seduce him with a mountain of festive food, before taking all he's got to give, hard and unprotected.


  

  © 2020 eXplicitTales


  Published by eXplicitTales


  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


  Table of Contents



  Big Fat Christmas


  Story

  About the Author


  Big Fat Christmas


  * Paige *


  Ever since I moved into my new flat, I’ve been obsessed with my neighbour to the right. Every time I leave my front door, I hope to bump into him. And whenever I’m at home, I wonder what he’s up to in the apartment right next door to me.


  I don’t see too much of him, but he’s managed to push all my buttons. ‘Fat’ doesn’t quite describe him appropriately; he’s huge. Tall and broad enough to fill up the whole hallway when he walks by. With a kind and handsome face and gentle brown eyes that I could spend a lifetime losing myself in. He has a sadness hanging around him, though. Perhaps that’s what fascinates me most. He’s a tragic mystery, just begging to be unravelled.


  Karen - the middle-aged woman who lives to my left - didn’t have a kind word to say about him when I first asked, though. She called him a loser. A drunk. Perhaps even a junkie. She finished her rant with the complaint that despite telling the landlord numerous times that he has working girls over sometimes; nothing has been done about it.


  Karen seems like a whiner generally, so I figured she must be exaggerating or mistaken entirely. I’d already decided: Eric could do no wrong in my mind.


  I still can’t reconcile what she told me with my first impressions of the rather shy man whom I’d nervously said hello to in the elevator. Karen’s wild insinuations about booze, drugs and prostitutes don’t fit.


  Sure, I’ve regularly seen him carry his groceries up, and the recycling down. And most of the time he has way more bottles on him than a single person living alone should. It concerns me, but what business is it of mine? I’m not his mom.


  I’m just a girl, quietly wondering whether he even remembers my name. Or if he thinks about me even half as often as I do about him.


  In any case, our interactions are always civil and even include a bit of small talk. I’ve already learned that he’s a freelancer and that he inherited the lease from his mother when she passed a couple of years ago. My own observations concluded that he leaves the house a handful of times a week at the most, just to go to the shops. He never has friends or family over as far as I can tell and doesn’t interact with any neighbour other than me. He seems to live a lonely, isolated sort of life. A far cry from the party animal Karen described to me.


  I often wonder if I should reach out more. Really try to get to know him. And I’ve always been too much of a chicken shit to follow through.


  But that’s about to change.


  Today, on the 23rd of December, late afternoon, I’m busying myself in the kitchen as usual. As a food blogger, the kitchen is basically my office most of the time. Trying out recipes, plating them up and taking photographs on a carefully staged dining table. That’s my life.


  I’m just finishing up after a holiday themed shoot for the blog, when I hear a noisy exchange out in the hallway. My curiosity is piqued, so I open the door just wide enough to observe.


  Karen from next door is getting into it with a young girl in a short fur coat, fishnet tights and shoes that can only be described as stripper heels.


  “We don’t need the likes of you coming here, cheapening the place up. Tell that filthy John of yours that I’m going to call the police if it happens again!” Karen shouts.


  I hold my breath to hear more, but a loud thud signals her departure. The girl shrugs and carries on walking towards the elevator. Though I hardly know the man she inevitably must have been visiting, a pang of jealousy hits me. So, perhaps Karen was right all along? And if that’s the case, do I really want to get any closer to him?


  Still, I can’t quite get my nosiness under control. I rush out into the hallway, with a half-baked plan already formed in my head. Finally, I catch her in front of the elevator moments before it’s due to arrive.


  “Hey,” I call out.


  The girl turns and folds her arms.


  “I know. You guys will call the police. Your friend already told me.”


  I shake my head. “No, that’s not it and she isn’t my friend. I was wondering if you were hungry?”


  She frowns and pauses for a moment. “The fuck do you mean?”


  “Look, I’ve been trying all these recipes for my food blog, and I’ve got this mountain of Christmas food at my place and no one to give it to. Carry some home with you, if you want. I just don’t know what to do with it all.” I smile at her.


  Luring strangers into my house with food; classy, right?


  She stares at me for a couple of seconds, then reciprocates my smile.


  “Yeah, okay! That’s very kind of you.”


  I walk back to my place, and the girl follows. So far, so good. Once in my kitchen, I point it all out to her and grab some disposable containers from one of the overhead cabinets.


  “Here. Take whatever you’d like. I’ve got roast turkey, of course, gravy, veggies, mashed potato… you get the idea.”


  She eagerly helps herself while I stand back and watch. My curiosity is killing me, so I finally initiate the conversation I’d wanted to have all along. The whole reason for approaching her in the first place.


  “You were visiting my neighbour, right?” I ask.


  She gives me a suspicious side-eye. “Eric, yeah.”


  “You guys know each other well?”


  She puts the serving spoon down and turns to face me head-on. “What’s it to you?”


  I raise both my hands in a defensive sort of pose. “Look, it’s none of my business. I was actually just wondering if I should ask him if he wants some of this stuff too. I don’t know what his plans might be for the holidays though.”


  It seems like a good enough justification for sticking my nose where it doesn’t belong. Maybe.


  Still, she has her head cocked to the side in a defensive sort of stance. “He’s lonely, you know. He calls me over maybe once a month, but it’s not what you think.”


  “It’s none of my business,” I confirm.


  “All he wants to do is sit on the couch and watch telly. Sometimes we talk a little, but he’s not the chatty type.” She smiles briefly and looks away again.


  “Really?” I can feel my eyes widen, even if I’m trying my best not to sound too eager.


  “He literally pays me just to sit there with him. At most, I’ll hold his hand or something.” The girl chuckles. “If that other neighbour of yours wants to call the police on us, they’re not going to find anything worth arresting someone over. His calls are always a nice change of pace for me.”


  I don’t know whether to laugh or cry
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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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