
  Big Fat Client


  A SSBHM/FFA First Time Love Story


  Read more by Hedonist



  


  Life as a professional cuddler seemed so simple. I love giving hugs. I live for physical affection, so why not make a living out of it?


  But when my services are booked by big man Jamie, who needs help with even bigger issues, I realise that I might have bitten off a little more than I can chew... As he starts to open up about himself, the lines between profession and passion blur beyond recognition... I've never been with a man as big as him, but now, I don't think I can get enough. Before we know it, we're doing a whole lot more than just cuddling...


  This explicit love story features a shy virgin ssbhm (supersized big handsome man) and an assertive ffa (female fat admirer) who can't wait to take all he's got to give; hard and unprotected.
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  * Jamie *



  “Hello, is this Jamie? Eve, this side. I’m calling to confirm our appointment for this afternoon.”


  My heart is already racing; has been ever since I booked the session yesterday. As a result, I can’t get a damn word out. I just stare at the phone in utter terror, as if that will fix it.


  “Hello? Are you there? Can you hear me?” Eve asks.


  I close my eyes and take a deep breath. “Yep. Yeah. Confirmed.”


  “Great, so I’ll see you at four!” The line goes blank before I can say anything else. Just as well, because nothing sensible was forthcoming.


  Ugh. I hate this. If I’m going to be this terrified by a simple phone call, then what on earth will happen when she gets here?


  Once she sees what she’s up against, she’ll regret ever taking the job. And I’ll see it written on her face, and feel utterly guilty for subjecting her to my presence.


  A cuddle therapy session. What a fucking stupid idea that was.


  I first found out about this service in a documentary I saw on TV. It featured a warm, maternal woman in her fifties who explained what it was like to be a professional cuddle therapist and how so-called contact therapy can benefit people suffering from a whole range of conditions.


  A whole range of conditions. Sounds like me in a nutshell.


  From the depression to the anxiety to the suicidal ideation and the food addiction. I seem to have developed a little bit of everything over the years. And it’s not that I haven’t tried to figure things out. Talk therapy was a bust. Self help groups as well. I’ve read the books and watched the videos and done what I could, but to no avail. I just hadn’t tried this yet. Because I didn’t know it existed.


  And a part of me feels like I don’t deserve it anyway.


  Don’t expect too much, I tell myself. She’s a human being, not a miracle worker.


  My phone buzzes, startling me so much that I almost drop the thing. There’s the confirmation email, which I open with trembling fingers.


  I’m sure it’s just a form email, but the tone is friendly and conversational, as if the woman, Eve, herself had written it. It has a few sections in it, starting with a short paragraph about what cuddle therapy really is, what to expect from your first session, and a bold and underlined note that although it’s all 100% platonic, mutual consent between the practitioner and client is of the utmost importance. ‘ If either party is uncomfortable at any time, they have the right to stop.’


  That’s fair enough, but it also just convinces me that she’s going to run as soon as she sees me. The state I’m in, I’m not exactly easy on the eyes. And to have to touch me is probably too much to ask of the average person.


  But, it’s too late to cancel. Wouldn’t be the first time I’m rejected based on my size and appearance, so I ought to be used to it by now.


  * Eve *


  My phone call with Jamie didn’t go how it was supposed to. I was supposed to call him to refer him to someone else or cancel. As a newly qualified cuddle therapist, my supervisor insisted I avoid scheduling home visits with male clients for now. At least until I get some experience under my belt.


  But the note Jamie had written on the booking form spoke to me on a deeper level. I feel like I can really help him, which is why I got into this line of work in the first place.


  So, when I called him up and heard the short panicked breaths on the other end, I didn’t have it in me to refuse. Plus, we have systems in place for this. To keep us safe during home visits.


  If anything untoward happens, I’ll just hit the panic button on my phone, and someone from Compliance will call the client’s phone immediately, giving me the chance to get out of there. Similarly, if I don’t check in the moment my session ends, they will contact the client immediately to ensure my safety. Plus, I’m being tracked by GPS as long as I’m clocked in. No big deal. At least that’s how it was explained to me during one of the many seminars I’ve had to sit through to get to where I am.


  I’m just going to a 34 year old man’s house to spend a 45 minute session with my hands all over him. What could possibly go wrong?


  Still, I’m nervous. Because the story on his booking form was so heart wrenching, I really want to do right by him. I want to make a difference. I’m convinced I can, I just hope I can express myself well enough to get through to him.


  These are the thoughts going through my mind as I get ready, pack up my bag, and make the trip across town to his place. After I find parking, and make my way inside the apartment complex, I’m getting increasingly tense. It probably isn’t a good idea to put this much pressure on myself. At this rate, I’m going to need some cuddle therapy myself, just to calm down.


  Deep breaths, girl! He’s probably more scared than you are!


  Although that’s likely, the thought doesn’t help. It only makes me more nervous, because it means there’s even more pressure on me to do this right.


  I ring the doorbell a few minutes early and ‘clock on’ using the company app.


  “Hi, Jamie? It’s Eve. I’m here for our appointment,” I call out, trying to keep my tone light and cheerful.


  Some movement can be heard inside, then finally, the door unlocks and opens just part of the way. I can’t quite see inside. It’s a little dark, and my eyes haven’t adjusted to the dim lighting inside the building yet.


  “I’m a little early. Hope you don’t mind,” I say, while pushing the door open a little further and peeping in.


  There he is, waiting just inside, without saying a word. Jamie is a large man, as expected. His problems, as outlined in the intake form, suggested as much. Food addiction, anxiety, agoraphobia. All this tracks perfectly with the morbidly obese man staring at me like a deer caught in headlights. But what I hadn’t expected was how his eyes would captivate me and draw me in. So, we’re supposed to be cuddling. What’s that going to feel like?


  “May I come in?” I ask, remembering my training. Boundaries and consent are important.


  He clears his throat, but doesn’t say anything.


  “You’ve read the confirmation email? Remember that I’m here to help. You call the shots, okay?” I say.


  He nods and shuffles backwards through the cramped hallway and into the living area. I’m taking that as an invitation, so I step inside and close the door behind me.


  His place is… interesting. Not quite hoarder levels of clutter, but not exactly minimalist either. It’s obvious that he’s been
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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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