
  Big Fat First Date


  A SSBHM/FFA Fat Admiration Romance


  Read more by Hedonist



  


  I've never wanted to appear on TV. But when a friend calls in a favour; to appear on the dating reality show she's filming, I can't say no. I'm not even doing it for her. I'm doing it for the guy. He's tall and super-sized. His luxuriously thick body has at least 300lbs on me and his personality pushes all my buttons as well. I know I must claim him for myself or I'll regret it forever.


  Throughout the shoot I only have two coherent questions on my mind: when can we get a moment alone, and does he lust for me as much as I do for him? Liam is a dream; my dream. Whether I can convince him of that is another question. If so, it won't be long before our mismatched bodies end up in a feverish dance of lust. I'll let him take me hard and unprotected. And by the end of it all, I might just cum to realise that he's the man I've been looking for all my life.


  And I won't want to let him go.


  This explicit novelette features a ssbhm (supersized big handsome man) and a dominant ffa (female fat admirer) who can't wait to break down his boundaries and use him for her own filthy pleasure.
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  Big Fat First Date


  Late afternoon on a Monday, and I’m counting the minutes until five o’clock. Not that I have anything exciting to go home to, but today I can’t wait to get out of the office. It’s just been one of those days.


  My repeated stares at the wall clock on the far end of the office are interrupted by an incessant buzz coming from my handbag. The boss isn’t around, so I decide to risk it and check my phone.


  Claire. Haven’t heard from her in ages.


  I grab my phone and make a quick escape into the hallway, out of earshot from my colleagues.


  “Hey, girl!” I answer.


  “Heyyy, Alison, hope I’m not disturbing?”


  “I’m at work, but that’s okay. How have you been?”


  She’s quiet for a moment. Yeah, this definitely isn’t a friendly catch-up session. She wants something. I roll my eyes and brace myself for the inevitable.


  “You know my new job…” she starts.


  I try very hard to remember the details. “Producer for some TV thing, right?”


  “Right. They promoted me to show-runner.”


  “Oh, wow! Congratulations.” I try to sound genuine, but… Why does Claire get the cool job, while I’m stuck here at the office, regretting my entire life?


  “Thanks…” She doesn’t sound happy.

  Okay, hit me already. What’s the favour?


  “Did I ever tell you what the show was about?” she asks.


  “Umm… I don’t recall. Some reality thing?”


  “Right, right… Well they did tell us to keep it a secret, but I think…”


  I take a deep breath. As much as it annoys me that she’s only calling because she needs help, I do remember the good old days. Maybe she’s just been too busy with her fancy new career to keep in touch with little old me.


  “Claire. Just tell me already. What do you need?” I ask.


  “Is it that obvious?”


  Uhuh, yeah, pretty much. I don’t say anything, though.


  “Okay, well,” Claire begins. “So it’s a dating show, right? And now that they’ve promoted me, I really could use a win to prove myself.”


  “Okay…”


  She chuckles awkwardly. “Wanna be on TV?”


  I sigh. “No, not really. That’s why you called? You want me on your dating show of all things? Did someone drop out or what?”


  She’s quiet again. “Well, it’s a little more complicated than that.”


  Although I’ve already made up my mind, I’m still curious. What could be so complicated about a dumbass dating show?


  “How so?”


  “Let me ask you something else first. You still like big guys, right?” Claire asks.


  I frown. “Do you still like underwear model types with big dicks?” I counter.


  “Dumb question, I get it. My point is... “


  Yes, I would very much like to know what your point is now.


  “I’ve got this guy on the show. And we tried to shoot his episode three times already. It’s been a bit of a disaster.”


  “Don’t tell me. You’ve got some sad loser on your show who doesn’t know how to talk to women and you want me to come on and act all agreeable on TV so you can tick that one off your list, is that it?” I probe.


  She’s quiet again. “Why don’t I just send you a few clips and you let me know what you think. But you have to promise not to share or post it anywhere. I could lose my job for this.”


  Now, I’m actually intrigued. “Fine. I promise.”


  “Right. You just watch them and call me back, okay?”


  “Okay.”


  Some colleagues walk past on their way to the coffee machine. I pretend to be cool and smile at them. Who knows what Claire is about to send me? I’d better find some privacy.


  My phone buzzes a few times to alert me of incoming messages, while I rush to the ladies room. I lock myself in a stall before checking my phone again.


  With my sound set almost to zero, I open the first video.


  The format of the show looks vaguely familiar, even if the clips are still a bit unpolished and the editing is rough. A flash restaurant where people meet for a blind date, the whole thing is recorded, etc. It’s obvious where this is going.


  But when the doors open and the man walks in, my mind goes blank.


  He’s gorgeous. Pushes all my buttons.


  Firstly he’s tall; over six feet for sure. And ‘big’ doesn’t quite describe it. He’s huge, four hundred, maybe four-fifty and it ain’t muscle. His frame obscures the entire doorway behind him. That’s enough to get me interested, but his face seals the deal.


  Kind eyes, handsome features with a well-kept dark brown beard. He has the kind of face that could haunt many a wet dream of mine. I’m a sucker for a handsome face.


  Then, there’s his body language.


  He shows vulnerability, whether purposefully or not. A realness that you don’t often get to see - whether on TV or in real life. I’m hopelessly caught, like an insect in a sticky fly trap and can no longer look away.


  He awkwardly heads to his seat, makes some small talk with the barman and waits. He’s visibly nervous, which makes me want to reach out and tell him it’s going to be okay. His discomfort of course is not helped by the barman’s blatant stares.


  That’s just the person we see. How many more people; producers, assistants, camerapeople, etc. are doing the exact same thing off camera?


  He isn’t oblivious to it.


  It’s painful to watch him being put on the spot.


  If he hates the attention, why did he go on the show, though? It doesn’t make a whole lot of sense to me.


  But what’s even worse is when the camera pans around and shows the doors again, a portly woman walks in. Even through the pounds of make-up she’s caked onto her face, her expression of disappointment is clear as day. They shake hands, exchange a few awkward words, but it’s already obvious that this isn’t going anywhere.


  She turns to someone out of frame and shakes her head.


  The man just stands by, helplessly, and watches her with a pained expression on his face.


  Then the video ends. I guess that was date number one, ending before it even began.


  Ouch.


  The next video starts off much the same, he comes into the restaurant, looking his usual awkward yet oh so sexy self. Sits down, makes the obligatory small talk with the bartender, and waits. Another woman enters; this one looks a lot friendlier at least. They greet each other and have a little exchange until someone shows them through to their table away from the bar.


  I’m suckered into the scene in front of me and turn up the volume.


  Conversation starts to flow. His baritone voice makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.


  They share a bit of banter, he makes a few self deprecating jokes. She laughs, but it sounds a little forced to my ear. Or is that just because Claire already told me this isn’t going to end well either?
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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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