
  Big Fat Frat Party


  A SSBHM/FFA Feederism Love Story


  Read more by Hedonist



  


  He's been on my mind for weeks now, ever since I found the YouTube channel named after him: Frank the Tank.


  He's gorgeous, obviously, because he looks exactly how you'd expect after hearing the name. Four-hundred pounds of sexy, give or take. And his ungodly capacity for downing beers has earned him a reputation on campus as well as online. That same immense appetite has etched his drinking videos in my mind forever as the perfect foreplay to my filthy imagination.


  I don't do hookups normally, but for him, I'm willing to make an exception. Dressed in my sluttiest outfit, I head for tonight's frat party, determined to see if I can seduce him and make him mine. Will I be able to lure him away from the festivities for a private feeding session, followed by a night of hard, unprotected action, maybe more? Because once I get Frank all to myself, I know it'll be difficult to let him go.


  Read on and find out...


  This explicit short story features a hungry male gainer and a female feeder who wants nothing more than to help him stuff himself silly and then use his big fat body to satisfy her filthiest desires.
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  Big Fat Frat Party


  * Amber *


  I'm not really into parties, but tonight I'm getting ready for one anyway. The reason? Frank.


  Frank the Tank , as he's known around campus. His reputation precedes him, but perhaps not in the way he thinks. Otherwise, why would he keep going like this? Why continue to invite ridicule, unless… after the last addition to the not-so-secret YouTube channel the whole student body has been talking about, I'm convinced that maybe he doesn't know what's really going on.


  People are fucking with him, and sooner or later someone - namely Frank - will get hurt. I won't be able to live with myself if I don't at least try to intervene.


  The most recent video ended with Frank passing out face-down in the yard and the bystanders joking they were going to just leave him there all night, but not before emptying a large garbage can on top of him. Who knows how the next lot of videos will conclude?


  Why bother getting involved, when Frank himself is making no efforts to save himself? He doesn't even know I exist. Still, I've developed a soft spot for him. And I would like to think that he's just a guy trying to have fun, and people are taking advantage of his easy-going nature. I'm convinced that's what it is. If I’m proved wrong and he’s in on the joke, so be it. I’m still going to try.


  By the time I get to the frat house, sporting the appropriately slutty attire, the party is well underway. It's the college lifestyle, supposedly. Binge drinking, and ill-advised hook-ups, all under the guise of getting a higher education. There's only one hook-up I have in mind for tonight, though, and my victim is already there.


  I’ve never done this sort of thing, but God, do I want to.


  Frank strikes an imposing figure. Six foot two, and quite rotund. He's got a big, round belly on him, which he likes to refer to as the keg, much to all the other guys' delight. Obviously. It might be a joke to them, but I think this part of his luxurious body is his best feature.


  As far as party tricks go, Frank has established himself as being able to drink literally anyone else under the table. Chugging pitchers of beer? Call Frank. Funnelling? Frank's your man.


  Being the slightly fucked up feeder I am, his capacity for putting away litres upon litres of fizzy alcoholic beverages has provided me with quite the spank bank. I've watched every single video numerous times, and tagged on a happy ending for myself in my imagination.


  But even if he's the star of the YouTube channel named after him, someone else must be pulling the strings. Lately, the videos have shown a darker side which horrified me. The anonymous guy behind the camera has been egging Frank on to go too far. He's even announced upcoming pranks to be played on Frank, which promise to do him even more harm than what his excessive (but mostly voluntary) drinking is already doing to him. That’s what prompted me to come out tonight. Well, that and my naive hope that perhaps Frank will take a liking to me too, and who knows, I might get that happy ending I’ve craved for every time watching his channel.


  Right now, the night is still young, though. Nothing has happened yet. People are mingling, everyone is putting away plenty of booze. Although I don't know anyone particularly well, no one seems suspicious. I've dressed the part. Scantily clad girls are always welcome at events like this. Nobody cares who I am or where I came from, as long as they can imagine they’re getting some by the end of it all. Little do they know that I only have eyes for one guy; the one who’s least expecting it.


  I hang around for a while, have a couple of beers, and fight the insane urge to pounce on Frank right away. I liked what I saw in the videos, but nothing could prepare me for seeing the man in person. He's gorgeous. I don't know why I never tried to seek him out sooner. Sometimes it sucks being an introvert.


  He approaches one of the sofas dotted around the room, and I quickly move in next to him.


  "Hi!" I say. "You're Frank, right? Amber."


  He glances at me and nods briefly. "Hi."


  I literally have no idea what to say next. Well, that's awkward. Voila, the reason I never did this before has presented itself. I’ve got even less game than the furniture around here does.


  Before I muster the courage to say anything else, a group of jocks arrive. Frank's eyes light up and they start to exchange some meaningless macho bullshit. Guess I didn't dress slutty enough for him, perhaps. Oh, the bitter sting of disappointment.


  One of the newcomers offers me a drink, which I accept simply to have a reason to keep sticking around in the crowd. I do my best to answer his dull questions about what I'm majoring in, all the while making sure I look bored and disinterested enough as to not give him much hope.


  Before long, something else grabs his attention and he lets me be.


  It’s time for the main event. This is what I wanted to witness tonight. Someone proposes a drinking game. Frank is eager to accept, and I'm partly excited and partly worried about what's going to happen next.


  "He's good at this, huh?" I ask the guy who'd tried to flirt with me earlier. He shrugs.


  "He thinks so, but perhaps he's not all that." His dismissive tone makes me suspicious. Could this be the mysterious cameraman from the channel? I’m not sure I recognise the voice, though.


  A keg of beer is brought in, and distributed into dozens of cups. I feel my heart racing already. I'm about to see the show up close.


  They set up a round of beer pong, or whatever it is. Frank doesn't need much prompting, so obviously he’s picked as one of the players. This is what everyone is here for and he isn’t about to disappoint his buddies.


  The other guy is some football player I think I recognise, but can’t put a name to. The game commences. I’m not sure what the objective is exactly, but both players are downing their drinks in quick succession amidst loud cheers and crude encouragements.


  For a moment in between drinks, I feel Frank’s eyes on me. My heart tries to jump out of my chest. Was he really looking at me just now? Maybe my outfit did get his attention after all. Or maybe he just noticed my thirsty stares, undressing him with my eyes.


  Frank wins, of course. But more challengers line up, eager to join the game. I can't believe how much he's putting away in such a short time. And he hardly even looks buzzed yet. But from previous videos, I know that's about to change. He's got an ungodly thirst, but he's still human after all. He must feel rank in the morning after nights like this. And based on the regular uploads to his channel, I suspect that this has been going on almost every night lately. As impressed as I am by his capacity, I’m worried for him as
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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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