
  Big Fat Threesome


  A SSBHM/SSBHM/FFA Menage Love Story


  Read more by Hedonist



  


  Ever since I moved in with Josh and Daniel, I’ve been the perfect domestic goddess. I promised them home cooked meals every day, and I’ve over-delivered, judging from their growing bodies and strained clothes.


  As much as I’ve lusted after my roommates with every pound they’ve gained, I’ve always maintained certain boundaries. I didn’t want to ruin what we shared, just in case they didn’t feel the same about me. As it turns out, I shouldn’t have worried.


  One short conversation, accidentally overheard, changes everything. They have both fallen under my spell. Perfect! Because I couldn’t possibly choose one over the other! The only problem is: how do I signal that I’m into them without scaring either of them away?


  This explicit menage love story features two supersized male gainers and their female feeder/admirer who wants nothing more than to give everyone involved a happy ending, both physical as well as emotional.
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  Big Fat Threesome


  “Dude. I think I love her.”


  Those seemingly innocent words, spoken by one of my two favourite people in the whole world, stop me in my tracks. I peep around the corner and observe Daniel and Josh from behind. They’re sitting on the large couch in front of the TV, X-Box controllers in hand. Their fleshy backs are turned towards me, but I can still make out how both of their t-shirts are straining to contain their big, sexy bodies. These two have really grown into their own ever since I moved into this flat share and started cooking for them. One is even more delicious than the other.


  “The fuck, man,” Josh says, while putting his controller down and turning to Dan.


  “I’m serious!” the latter argues.


  “Yeah, it’s just… Me too.”


  They share a silent look. I forget to breathe. I could swear my heart is beating so loudly, they should be able to hear it from all the way over there.


  “Well then,” Daniel says. “I suppose at least one of us is going to end up disappointed.”


  I bite my bottom lip.


  “Or more likely, both of us. I mean, just look at her. She’s a solid ten in my book. And we’re... She’s not going to be interested,” Josh mumbles. “That’s why I’ve been keeping it to myself. Plus, we vowed that we’d never let a girl come between us.”


  “Yeah, I guess you’re right. It’s hopeless, isn’t it?”


  They each let out a dejected sigh and then turn to face the TV again.


  No fucking way!


  Shaken, I head back into the kitchen to check on the roasted chicken in the oven, and the potatoes boiling away on the stove. My concentration is all over the place. I can’t forget what I just walked in on. Words that were never meant for my ears, and yet… God how I wish I could hear them again, directed at me this time.


  They’re in love with me. Both of them.


  I feel faint, and ecstatic, and I don’t know what else. Because, of course I love them too. Both of them.


  Josh and Dan have been amazing roommates. In the sense that they’re easy-going and super chill to live with. They’re always up for a good time and a great meal. They’ve been entirely willing--even enthusiastic subjects in the little experiment I’ve been conducting in our shared home. As much food as I’ve made, they’ve been all too eager to polish it off. As a result, they’ve been getting bigger and sexier by the day. And I’ve been having a hard time keeping my attraction under control. The only reason I haven’t tried to seduce either of them is because I was terrified it would ruin the great dynamic we already shared.


  When I first moved in, they were already on the chubby side, but not unusually so. Still, it was obvious that they enjoyed their food and I was smitten already. There was just one problem: neither of them could cook and they didn’t have a whole lot of money either.


  So, after I answered their ad for a third roommate, and they got over the initial shock that I was in fact female, I quickly determined that their meals had consisted largely of frozen stuff from the supermarket and takeout.


  They didn’t seem to want a girl to move in initially. I guess because as they said, they were not going to let a woman come in between their friendship. But as soon as I offered to cook… Well, they were sold on that idea pretty much immediately, and so was I.


  I moved in my stuff the very next day. And it began.


  Home cooked meals every day, plus cakes and desserts and anything else they could possibly ask for. I prepared it; they ate it. And their hunger for my food has been absolutely insatiable. As a feeder, this satisfied me beyond belief.


  Little did I know that while I watched them eat, and obsessed about every pound their growing bodies added on, they had noticed me too. All the nights I’ve spent, fantasising about what it would be like to do more than just feed them… All those times I fingered myself while thinking about how much fatter they’d grown since I moved in. Josh and Daniel have both put on at least eighty pounds each. If not more. Probably more. They’ve got to be pushing 350 or 400lbs by now. Sadly, we don’t have a scale strong enough to weight them...


  None of their clothes fit properly anymore. They’ve stopped trying to squeeze into their jeans and can mostly be found in sweat pants or shorts on most days. All of their t-shirts, even the ones that started off super baggy, have become tight, much to my delight.


  They’re saving up for some new stuff, but with most of the monthly budget being spent on food, there isn’t much left. And I’m certainly not complaining, because the tighter their clothes get, the more of an eyeful I get every time I look at them.


  And they’ve been glorious to behold.


  Josh, with his strawberry blonde hair and blue eyes, looks a bit like a fat angel now. His face has become rounder over the last few months. There’s a bit of a double chin developing. I have to fight the urge to touch his gorgeous chubby face multiple times a day. And his body, oh my! Soft and squishy all over; with pronounced moobs and wobbly love handles that jiggle and shake with every step when he walks.


  Then there’s Daniel. Tall, dark and handsome, as I like to call him in my dreams. Dark skin, black hair and full kissable lips to complement his expressive dark brown eyes. His body is a little different; he carries a lot of weight around his hips and ass. On top of that he has grown quite a substantial belly by now, thanks to my thrice-daily feedings. I’ve never been with a black guy before, so that in itself would have been enough to get me interested.


  I’d liked them both the second we first met, but now, I know them. And my superficial lust has been replaced with something much deeper and more insidious. I want to possess them. I selfishly want them all to myself. Why shouldn’t I? After all, I’m responsible for every additional ounce of fat they’ve gained. All this sexiness, I helped create it!

  Sadly, I’ve been too cowardly to act on it, or even to hint at my feelings. If they knew how utterly obsessed I have become, they might pull away, or so I thought. They might throw me out and never look back. Because I’m quite the freak, deep down.


  To think that it might be mutual is driving me absolutely crazy now. I can’t even imagine how they feel. I mean, for two guys to actually share emotions that deep… it had to be eating away at them until now, right? And now what? They’re not going to expect me to choose, are they? I wouldn’t know how. Can’t we all just get along?


  I’m still
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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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