
  Big Fat Special Delivery


  A SSBHM/FFA Recluse Love Story


  Read more by Hedonist



  


  Nothing could prepare me for this first delivery of my shift.


  The door, unlocked, reveals a scene straight out of a nightmare. A man alone, early to mid thirties, so big he can't get up out of his chair and accept the food he's so desperate for. I should turn and run, but the look in his eyes all but breaks my heart...


  If he's stuck and can't get up; and he doesn't have a phone within reach, how did he place the order? How long since his last meal? This poor soul, seemingly forgotten by the rest of the world, urgently needs some TLC. And I'm the only one here and willing to give it to him.


  ***


  This explicit SSBHM/FFA story starts off in the darkness and explores what might happen should someone become a prisoner of his own circumstances. Until a Special Delivery shows up, eager to turn his whole world, as well as her own, completely upside-down.
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  I make my way to the door and knock. No answer. I transfer the heavy tray of frappuccinos from one hand to the other and wipe the sweat off my brow with the back of my hand. This better not be a fucking prank. I swear,if this is some kind of joke, I’m dumping all this stuff on the floor right here. No way am I carrying everything back to the cafe. It’s anyway paid for already.


  I knock again, and finally, I hear a bit of a rustle on the other side of the door.


  "It's open."


  Sure enough, when I turn the knob, it unlocks readily, allowing me to push the door open with my elbow.


  “Hi, I’ve got your order here,” I say, while peeping inside. It’s dark, so I can’t see much of anything. But the smell… Jesus. It’s ripe in there. Like stale locker room mixed in with something weirdly sweet which I can't identify.


  “Uhh thanks,” a male voice speaks. “On the table, please.”


  I crinkle my nose and push the door open some more with my hip. Ah, there’s the table, right by the door. Where’s the customer, though? The guy who was just speaking to me?


  I put the tray down, and then the bag of sandwiches that’s been hanging off my arm, cutting deeply into my skin. I rub the indent it made, but it still stings.


  “Can you unpack it for me?” that same voice asks. His tone is apologetic, almost like he’s regretting his request as soon as he completes it.


  “Sure,” I mumble, while taking the drinks off the tray and arranging them neatly side-by-side. Six super-sized Frapps. And then the sandwiches. I get them out of the bag and pile them into a pyramid shape in the center of the table.


  “Having a party?” I ask. Though I can't imagine many people would like to come here, considering what the place smells like.


  The man doesn’t respond. All I can hear is heavy breathing somewhere on the other side of the room. The hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Maybe this was a mistake. Have I inadvertently walked into some Jeffrey Dahmer wannabe's kill lair? Is he going to sneak up on me from behind and jump me before I get the chance to escape?


  I turn around, and check for where he must be, ready to bolt if necessary. My eyes have become used to the dim lighting, so now I can see a bit better than when I first entered.


  I’m captivated by two eyes, staring at me from across the room. Two pleading eyes, roughly at my chest level. God, he looks so sad.


  Why isn’t he coming over here to get his food? I pause for a moment, and look around the room some more. It’s dingy; cluttered; dirty… Almost like nobody really lives here.


  He still hasn’t moved from his position in what looks like a big old fashioned armchair.


  “Umm, anything else?” I wonder aloud.


  He shakes his head. I think I see tears glistening in his eyes. Shit, he seems to captivate me, with nothing more than just a gaze.


  “Well, you paid online, so I guess that’s me done then,” I mumble.


  “Actually…” He tries to clear his throat, which makes him cough, which in turn makes his breathing even more laboured. It scares me. Whoever he is; I don’t think he’s doing very well.


  “Yes?”


  “Could you–” his breaths have turned into wheezes now. Is this guy okay? “–bring that table over here?”


  “Sure thing,” I whisper, while tugging at the table. Huh; it moves rather easily. I hadn’t even noticed it was on wheels before.


  That weird sweetish smell gets stronger as I approach him, but there’s also something else. Ammonia. And then the reason for his odd request becomes apparent. He is sitting in an armchair. But he’s pretty much so big, he fills it out so completely, there's hardly a gap around him. Almost like he's wearing it on his backside, rather than simply sitting in it.


  “Umm…” I stare down at his thick legs, which are almost spilling out of the front end of the chair in an awkward position. His stomach, which strains against a sweat-stained t-shirt with every laboured breath, is almost broader than the opening of the chair itself. “Are you okay?”


  He nods, while reaching for the first drink with a tremble in his hand. Suddenly his focus has shifted from me, to the food. He barely hesitates, just starts sucking at the straw as hard as he can. His eyes close when the liquid makes it into his mouth, swallowing eagerly, until the first brain freeze hits him.


  Ice is the secret to a thick frappuccino. And for deliveries, extra ice.


  He groans and stops for a brief moment, but then he carries on as if his life depends on it. In between coughs and gasps for air, he downs the whole thing in under a minute. My heart is racing and my palms are sweating profusely. I'm still on high alert, and completely baffled by what I've found here in this unassuming flat.


  “You’re thirsty, huh?” I mumble.


  What the hell am I looking at, over here? This man; early thirties maybe, so big it looks like he would not be able to get up out of that chair… His clothes; the smell; his ravenous appetite. I can feel my heart hammering all the way up in my throat.


  It’s 10:35 in the morning. My first order of the day, which came in as soon as we opened. I thought it would be rather routine; a mid-morning work meeting, maybe. But this… This is not what I signed up for. This here is something you might see in a horror movie, except he doesn't look like the villain, but like a victim instead.


  On the floor around him, I see a slew of empty pizza boxes, and even more Chinese takeout containers. There is also a sizable collection of 2 Litre Coke bottles. Some are empty. Some partially filled with... something that isn't coke judging by the colour of it. All look like they’ve been in here a while, covered in a thin yet even layer of dust.


  How long has he been sitting here, without fresh food or water? I don't see a phone nearby. How in the name of hell did he place these orders without one?


  “Hey, what’s your name?” I ask.


  He’s shivering when he puts the now empty glass down on his thigh and stares at me again. There's something in his eyes that keeps me standing right there, frozen in place. I don't feel threatened anymore, because I realize I have all the power in this situation whereas he has none.


  “Zach.”


  “I’m Lindsay.”


  The helpless look in his eyes sends shivers down my spine now. This is wrong. This whole situation is so very wrong. How long has this been going on? And how did he get this way?


  “Zach, umm… Are you sure you’re okay?”


  “Fine, yeah.” He coughs again. His whole body shakes and jiggles as he does. His legs don’t budge an inch though. Yeah. He’s fucking stuck. Why didn't he say something? By now I
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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 becomes 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 (fairly fucked up) men and the women who can't help but lust and fall 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, because yes, I do like to refer back to my own stories from time to time; I cherish these memories of old imaginary lovers...


  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) and a huge fascination with first times (his; not hers). Over the top happy endings guaranteed.


  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


  



  My Books


  Supersized Desire Series:


  
    [image: supersized1-small][image: supersized2-small]

  


  Big Fat Series:


  
    [image: supersized1-small][image: threesome-small][image: threesome-small] [image: threesome-small][image: threesome-small][image: threesome-small] [image: threesome-small][image: threesome-small]

    

    [image: stuffing1-small]

  


  
    

  

OEBPS/Images/specialdelivery-small.jpg
= TMJ
e\ Al/w z

fﬂmm/u





OEBPS/Images/firstdate-small.jpg
Hedonist





OEBPS/Images/supersized1-small.jpg





OEBPS/Images/stuffed-small.jpg
e

Hedonist





OEBPS/Images/client-small.jpg
."é A
BIOFAT





OEBPS/Images/fratparty-small.jpg





OEBPS/Images/voyeur-small.jpg
‘BIGRAT

Ty

Hedonist





OEBPS/Images/supersized2-small.jpg
S\

Bl SEOD DATE





OEBPS/Images/christmas-small.jpg
ot

Hedonist





OEBPS/Images/obsession-small.jpg
ssssssss





OEBPS/Images/threesome-small.jpg
edonist





