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A Note from the Author

Hi, everybody! Charlie Gyrth here. I write romance and erotica stories about weight gain, encouragement, stuffing, feeding, and belly rubs. Throughout all of 2025, I’ve published a new story or chapter every day on DeviantArt and Tumblr.

This is my fattest ebook yet, a jumbo collection of 20 erotic romances where men fall in love, change their bodies, and get their big fat happy endings. There’s no magic in these stories. No high-tech fattening machines. Nothing unbelievable. (If you prefer that stuff, check out some of my other anthologies.) Instead, these are realistic romances with characters who grow their bodies the old-fashioned way: with lots of food.

Be prepared for belly rubs, weigh-ins, feeding sessions, and sudden realizations. Relationship dynamics change. Goals change. Lives change. Every story is different, but they all have happy endings.

It’s been an absolute joy to publish my stories online. I don’t have a ton of dedicated readers, but the few who like my stuff have been absolutely incredible. I’m grateful to everyone who gives my gainer fiction a chance, and I hope that at least some of you out there are inspired to start growing in real life.

I don’t talk a lot about myself online, but if you don’t know, I’m a gainer, too. I’m not great at it, and I’m still looking for the right guy to help me push through my plateaus. I started writing these stories as a way to sort through my feelings. It was an outlet for me, but it very quickly turned into something much more.

Through my writing, I’ve gained friends. I’ve started collaborating with other extremely talented people. And I’ve learned a lot about myself. I’m still in the middle of my journey, but I’m more confident than ever that one day, I’ll get a big fat happy ending of my own.

Thank you so much for reading!
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Fat Blind Date
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I sat at the back of the restaurant, trying to look like I was reading something on my phone. I wasn’t. My phone had died ten minutes ago and I didn’t want to look like a total loser sitting by himself because my blind date had stood me up.

God, it was mortifying. I could feel people glancing over like I was surrounded by a cloud of pity.

I dressed up for this date, too. I bought a whole new outfit. I was really feeling good about myself and then... Nothing.

No date.

The waiter came back to ask once again if I was ready to order. I’d sat there for over a half hour, so of course he was getting impatient. This was a busy place and I was hogging a table. “Fine,” I said. “I’ll have fish tacos, please.”

He nodded and left.

It sucked so hard that my phone was dead. If Nathan, my supposed date, had texted me to cancel, I had no idea. Probably not though. He probably showed up, saw me through the restaurant window, and immediately made a U-turn back onto campus.

I wouldn’t blame him. Our mutual friend Greg had set us up, and I don’t think he’d told Nathan about my... body type.

I was fat. Despite having a nice face and attention-grabbing red hair, all people noticed about me was my gut. Since I broke up with my boyfriend last year, I’d seriously let myself go, morphing from a 160-pound sophomore that everyone lusted after to a 210-pound loser that no one wanted.

I knew it was my own damn fault. All my overeating and lack of exercise. But it still made me mad that someone like Nathan wouldn’t even give me a chance.

“Um, hey. Are you Benjy?”

I just about jumped out of my seat. Nathan had finally arrived. I shoved my phone into my pocket, sucked in my gut, and looked up.

Wow.

Nathan was not what I expected. Like me, he had red hair and a handsome face. And like me, he was overweight.

But while I was still in the “chubby” range, Nathan was full-on obese, so big that it was impossible for me to estimate his weight.

Big enough to have moobs, though. Big enough for his lumps of cellulite to be visible through his tight jeans.

“Yeah. And you’re Nathan?”

He smiled. Then he lowered himself into the chair across from me, his gut accidentally slapping against the table. I had to hold my glass so it didn’t tip over. He adjusted himself, literally repositioning his belly so that it was tucked under the table. “So sorry I’m late. I stupidly decided to walk here from my apartment, and... Um, it took longer than expected. Lots of breaks.”

“It’s okay,” I said, not quite sure how I felt. “I did just order for myself, though.”

“Good to know.” He waved the waiter back over, his upper arm jiggling in his sleeve, and asked for lasagna and shrimp fettucine. Two separate pasta dishes.

“Oh, and a Sprite, please.”

The waiter took his order and left.

Then Nathan turned back toward me. “Don’t worry, Benjy. I’m paying. Least I could do for making you wait so long.”

“Thanks.”

I really wanted to get out of there. Even though I’d softened over the last year, I was still way out of this guy’s league. How could Greg even think that we were a good match? Couldn’t he see the difference between chubby and humongous?

But then I felt a wave of guilt for even thinking that. I had just gotten upset over the possibility that Nathan ghosted me because I was too fat for him, and now I was doing the same thing to poor Nathan.

No. That was totally unfair. I’d suffer through this date, act as polite as possible, and then we’d go our separate ways.

“So Benjy,” Nathan said, beginning our requisite getting-to-know-you chat. “Greg told me that you’re studying linguistics.”

“I am. In the Germanic languages department. Mostly Swedish, Icelandic, Norwegian. My family has ties to Scandinavia, so I’ve always been drawn to the languages.”

“How cool!” Nathan said. And then, in perfect Icelandic, he added, “Do you eat whale blubber?”

I choked on my Coke. “Excuse me?”

He laughed. “Sorry. I visited Reykjavik last summer, and that’s the only sentence I remember.”

“But why did you learn how to say that?”

“I don’t know. But it just sort of stuck in my head. And they do, by the way. It’s an occasional part of their diet, though not so much with the younger generation.”

“Good to know,” I mumbled.

Nathan laughed again. “Sorry. I’m being awkward. It’s just... I haven’t been on a date in a while. I’m kind of rusty.”

“Me, too.”

“Really? Why?”

“No reason. I, um, haven’t felt very desirable lately.”

He seemed shocked. “But... you’re gorgeous.”

I choked on my Coke again. I really needed to stop drinking when he talked. “I am?”

His cheeks flushed a little. “Well, yeah. I mean, not to sound too gushing or anything, but your eyes are like the most beautiful I’ve ever seen. I love the color of red in your hair. A lot more coppery than mine. And your freckles are so cute. And I love that little belly. And your outfit is very becoming.”

His words fell out of him so fast that I almost missed the “belly” part. Almost.

“Thank you,” I said, staring into my lap.

“I offended you,” he said. “I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s okay.”

“I know it is. Bellies are beautiful. I just come across too blunt sometimes.”

“Bellies are beautiful,” I repeated. The words felt so strange in my mouth.

“You don’t agree?” he asked. “It’s better to tell me now before I get my hopes up. If this blind date is doomed from the start because of my body type, then let me know. I’ll totally understand. And I’ll still pay for dinner, of course.”

I really couldn’t tell how he felt. He didn’t seem offended or anything. And I found his directness very attractive.

“No,” I said. “You still have a chance. I like guys of all sizes.”

“Good to know.” He leaned on his elbow, causing his moob to flatten against the table. He was smiling at me, looking into my eyes but periodically glancing down at my stomach. He really liked it. He liked that I was fat.

Silence hung in the air for a bit, so I asked him about what he studied.

“English literature.”

“Oh, you’re one of those,” I joked.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Very quickly, we fell into a very nice, very flirty banter about the supposed rivalry between linguistics and literature majors. It wasn’t a real rivalry, of course. We were both language nerds with slightly different areas of interests. But it was fun to talk about.

It was fun talking with Nathan about anything. He was so freaking charming. And smart! And I loved the deep, confident sound of his voice.

Joking with him, looking at his beautiful smile... It was so easy for me to forget that his body was less than ideal.

Then the waiter came back with our food, and I was brought back down to Earth. He handed me my fish tacos (three small ones on a plate), and he gave Nathan two very large pasta dishes. Just one of them would’ve been big enough for two normal people to share.

Nathan noticed my eyes widen at the amount of food. “Big eater,” he said proudly.

“I can see that.”

He took his first bite. “Benjy. Straight-talk time, okay? I like you, and I think this date is going really well.”

“Me too,” I said.

“But I don’t wanna get disappointed. Were you honest when you said you'd be open to being with someone of my... body type?”

“Um, yeah,” I said, surprising myself. “I think you’re cute.”

“That’s all I needed to hear.” He dug into his food. It was hypnotic how fully and enthusiastically he succumbed to the taste. There was no doubt why he’d allowed himself to get to this size. He absolutely loved food. He stuffed himself at a steady pace, pausing just long enough to savor each bite. Several times, he let out a soft moan.

I was so transfixed by his eating that I forgot that I had my own food in front of me.

He paused. “Not hungry?”

“Oh, uh... Yeah. I am.” I took my first bite.

We didn’t talk while we ate. Nathan was too focused on getting everything in. There was something beautiful about his gluttony. Infectious. Seeing him eat with such joy made my own food taste better.

As he finished one plate and moved on to the other, I reached for another taco and realized that they were all gone. I’d eaten everything without realizing.

“You can order more if you want,” Nathan said.

“No. I’m good.”

He gave me an are-you-serious expression. Then he took his fettucine dish and pushed it toward the center of the table. “I usually don’t share food. Obviously. But it’ll be nice to share this with you. Up for it?”

I hesitated, but the buttery pasta looked so freaking good. So I reached forward and scooped up a forkful.

Nathan smiled. Together, we finished his meal, our eyes locked on each other. It felt quite romantic. Like we were Lady and the Tramp or something.

We ate our last bite at the same time. I felt stuffed and satisfied.

“Good job,” he said. “I see some potential in you.”

I didn’t know what that meant.

“You know, I used to be a lot like you. One sec.” He reached into his pocket, struggled a bit to fish around in his tight pants, and then pulled out his phone. He scrolled until he found a photo. “Look at this guy.”

He was showing me a picture of his brother. Or maybe his cousin. This guy had similar blue eyes and red hair, but he was quite thin. Probably a third of Nathan’s hulking size.

“Who’s this?”

“That’s me two years ago,” he said.

I was so shocked, I dropped the phone into the butter-soaked plate. “Sorry!” I pulled it out and wiped off the sauce. Then I handed it back to him.

“That’s okay. It’s been food-stained before.” He slid the phone back into his pocket.

“You were so skinny.”

“Yup,” he said, a note of sadness in his voice. “And notice how I wasn’t smiling. God, I was an anxious wreck back then.”

“What happened?”

“The joys of eating, my friend. I accidentally gained some weight. Was about your size, actually. And that’s when I realized that I liked being bigger. And I wanted more.”

I had to ask. “You’re a gainer?”

“And proud of it,” he said. “Dating’s hard. And walking around campus. And picking things off the ground. But everything else is just wonderful.”

I didn’t know how to respond. It seemed ridiculous to think that someone his size would be proud of his body, would actually work toward getting that big, but his expression told me that he was 100% honest.

“You know,” he said, “I see a lot of myself in you. The anxiousness. The low self-esteem. And when we were eating together, that all went away, you gotta admit.”

“I’m not... I...”

“It’s okay. I don’t want to put any labels on you or anything. But, think about it. If you’re open to dating someone like me, then maybe you’d be open for... trying it out yourself.”

That was too much. His words scared me.

He could tell. “I pushed things too far. I’m sorry.”

“No. It’s not you.” I squirmed in my seat.

“If you want to leave, I’ll understand.”

And I didn’t. I really didn’t. 

But I felt compelled. He was pulling me into something that I wasn’t ready for. Nervously, I took out my wallet to pay for my half of the meal.

“Don’t,” Nathan said. “It’s on me, remember?”

“Okay. Well. Thanks. I’m, uh, gonna go.” I hurried out of the restaurant, flushed with panic. I knew I’d offended him, but I couldn’t do this anymore. I had to get out of there.

I just prayed that he didn’t notice that his words had gotten me hard.

***
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I didn’t run into Nathan for the rest of the semester. I told Greg that it was a good date, but that I wasn’t interested in seeing him again.

Greg understood. He said that Nathan had “thick skin.”

I felt awful for running off on such a nice guy. In fact, I kept thinking about him. I even dreamed about him a few times, picturing what he looked like under his clothes. What he felt like. The memory of Nathan was haunting me.

But he’d affected me in another way, too. One I didn’t notice until weeks later. Every time I thought about him, I grabbed a snack. I started enjoying my food more, ordering more, allowing myself to succumb to the tastes of each meal.

My eating habits had definitely changed, but I didn’t realize it until the following month, when my pants didn’t fit.

I took a long look at my reflection, finally accepting that my belly had grown and my chest had softened even more. I didn’t have a scale, so I didn’t know how much damage I’d done, but it was enough to be visible.

And honestly, my reflection didn’t horrify me. I liked the extra heft. I even played with my stomach a little, rolling my flab around and seeing the different shapes I could make.

None of my classmates said anything. When I’d gone from skinny to fat, everyone seemed to have a comment. But now that I was going from fat to fatter, no one really cared. Or if they did, they felt too awkward to admit it.

The bigger I got, the more I accepted that this was what I wanted.

I tried to call Nathan again, but I chickened out. This happened multiple times. I felt like I’d blown it with him. And I had. I was a jerk for running out on him when he’d been nothing but kind and honest with me.

His problem was that he was too honest, and I couldn’t handle it.

Once exam season started, I gave up on contacting Nathan entirely. I focused on my studies, cramming in snacks as I crammed for each test. On some level, I knew that I was trying to make myself fatter, but I never really admitted it to myself.

Then the semester ended. I’d aced all my finals (thanks to the extra boost from all my eating), and I went back to that same restaurant to celebrate. Even with my new wardrobe, my belly was visible to everybody there, wobbling in front of me as I stepped inside.

“Benjy?” a familiar voice came from the corner of the room.

My heart raced.

Nathan was there, sitting alone in front of a huge spread of food. He’d ordered six separate dishes for himself. I couldn’t tell if he’d gotten any bigger since the last time I saw him, but he could tell right away that I had.

I walked over, silently scolding myself for purposely jutting out my stomach as I walked. “Can I join?”

“Of course,” he said. “But don’t expect me to share any of my food this time. I’m here to celebrate.”

I sat. “Passed all your classes?”

“Flying colors,” he said.

“Me, too.”

Begrudgingly (and slightly flirtatiously), he pushed a plate of spaghetti toward me. “Okay. You can have some. You earned it.”

“Actually, I don’t think that’ll be enough for me.”

He smiled as I waved over the waiter and asked for a couple entrees for myself.

“Look, Nathan. I’m sorry I freaked out.”

“It’s okay,” he said. “I saw your stiffy, so I assumed you were... figuring stuff out, so to speak. You look wonderful, by the way. How much?”

I shrugged. “Don’t have a scale.”

“I do,” he said. “A heavy-duty one. Back at my place.” He let the words hang in the air.

“So you’re not mad at me?”

“Course not. And seeing how you took my advice to heart, I’m honestly proud. You’re a faster gainer than I was at your size.”

I gulped.

“Am I being too frank again?”

“No. Um, thank you. And you don’t have to wait for my food to arrive. Dig in.”

He gave me the sweetest smile and started eating. I loved watching him.

When my own food came, I tried (and failed) to match his pace. Once again, the thrill of eating together was electric. When he started to slow, I encouraged him to keep going.

“You’re one in a million, Benjy.”

A little over an hour later, we’d both finished everything. I was stuffed to my gills and feeling pretty proud of myself. Sure, Nathan had finished three times as much as I did, but it was still a personal best for me. My gut throbbed. A good throb, though.

Nathan leaned back against his chair, utterly spent. His breathing was ragged and his red hair was matted to his forehead with sweat. He didn’t say anything for a long time. Then, finally gathering up his strength, he sat up straight and said, “Okay. Let’s head back to my place and get you weighed.”

***
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Nathan’s apartment was a den of gluttony. He kept things mostly clean, but there were trays of snacks everywhere. Every chair in the place had food within arm’s reach. I also noticed a cane sitting by the front door. Not sure how often he had to use that.

He excitedly pulled me inside and closed the door behind him. “This is it!” he announced.

He waddled into his bedroom, expecting me to follow. I did. Then he flopped down on the bed (too much standing) and nodded toward his scale in the corner.

It was much wide and thicker than any of the scales I’d ever seen before.

With a gulp, I stepped on. I had to suck in my belly to read the number.

“How much?” he asked from the bed.

“249,” I read.

“Not bad. Though 250 is such a nice, round number. You’re so close.”

I turned to face him. “I still don’t know if this is what I want.”

He nodded. “Can I show you what 400 looks like?”

“Four hundred?”

“As of last week,” he answered proudly. When I didn’t answer, he took that as a yes. He grabbed his shirt and started pulling it off. He was struggling, so I helped him yank it over his head.

Then I finally (finally!) got a good look at him. His belly was more liquid than solid, oozing over his thick thighs, its edges touching the mattress on either side. He was much hairier than I’d imagined, too. A darker red than the hair on his head.

His chest rolled into the fat on his sides, drooping down so that his nipples were hidden in the creases. I didn’t know that a chest could even look like that. He had three clear rolls, one just under his chest, one draped over his belly button, and a third (the largest by far) spreading out on his lap.

This was not what I’d imagined. The way his shirt had kept everything in place made me assume that his stomach was much more solid than it actually was. It was almost like each fold had grown independently of each other.

He had some stretchmarks on his lower belly, but all of his skin had been stretched to the point where the texture looked papery and thin.

“Can I...?”

“Of course.”

He’d left me enough space on his king-sized mattress to scoot in next to him. I looked into his eyes for permission and then grabbed onto his rolls.

God, he was so soft. And as I felt his belly, I realized how natural it all seemed. It wasn’t some foreign object. It was a part of him, a part he’d grown, and it felt wonderful. I liked the folds. I liked the lumps of overloaded fat cells just under his skin. I liked everything.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“I think you’re fat.”

That made him laugh.

“And I think I like it.”

He whimpered as I cupped his moob and weighed it in my hand.

“Do you like it enough to maybe... build this kind of body for yourself?”

At the beginning of the semester, I would’ve said no. Hell, this morning, I probably would’ve said no. But now that I could really see him and feel him, I felt compelled to say, “I think so.”

He wrapped his sweaty arm around my shoulder. “You’re still not 100%.”

“I mean, it’s harder, right? Everything is harder for you now?”

“Some things are harder.” Then he got a sly glint in his eye. “And some things are much better. Can I show you?”

He didn’t have to ask me twice. I pulled off my shirt, letting my own belly hang free, and waited for Nathan to show me exactly what a fat guy can do.
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Confidence, Man
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It wasn’t fair.

I was so much hotter than you. Like, objectively.

Our faces were about the same level of handsome. Different but equally hot. I had lightly freckled skin and blue eyes, while you were tan and dark-eyed. Our hair was the same shade of dark brown.

But our bodies...

I mean, anyone who looked at me could tell that I seriously took care of myself. I had defined muscles and a perky ass. My waist was narrow and my shoulders were broad. I had a body that men should drool over.

You, meanwhile, were chunky. You had muscles, sure, and your biceps and pecs were bigger than mine, but that had more to do with the layer of fat that wrapped around you than the muscles themselves. You had a round gut that anyone could see, poking out of all your shirts and bobbing up and down when you strutted around the apartment.

By any standard, I was leagues hotter than you.

And yet...

Why did guys gravitate toward you like you were some rock star? Why were you getting numbers left and right while I hadn’t had an actual date (outside Grindr hookups) in months?

We’d been living together for almost a year now, and I got more jealous (and confused) every day.

You were always nice to me, though. I think that made things harder. I couldn’t hate you because I knew you were a good person, but I resented you for having this undeniable allure that I just didn’t understand.

I never planned to tell you this. (Didn’t want to sound insecure.) But one Saturday, while I was watching TV alone, you came back from some hot date with a big smile on your face and yesterday’s shirt (inside-out) on your chunky body.

You greeted me with your traditional “What’s up, man?” and I glared back at you. I couldn’t help it.

You asked me what was wrong and I just laid it all out. I worked so hard to look good and you barely put in any effort at all, and yet you were the one that guys flocked to.

Some of my words came out a little mean (okay, more than a little), but you didn’t seem offended. You sat next to me, patted my knee like I was a kid throwing a tantrum, and said, “Confidence, man.”

“Huh?”

I’ll always remember your explanation, because it changed my life forever. “You work too hard to look attractive, and guys can sense that. It comes across as thirsty. People can see the insecurities hidden under all those muscles. You can’t just be hot. You have to know you’re hot and act that way.”

“And how do I do that?”

“Just relax a little. Tell yourself that you’re the hottest guy in the room and that’s how people will see you. Be confident.”

I nodded. I didn’t completely understand what you were saying, but I mostly did.

That night, I took your advice to heart. I went to a bar that I’d never been to before. I strutted in like you would’ve. I ordered a beer, head held high, and waited for someone to approach me. After five minutes, a handsome twink sat next to me. I smiled and waited for him to speak.

My confidence made him a little nervous, but eventually he struck up a conversation. The whole time, I kept telling myself that I was the hottest guy in the room. He was lucky to be talking with me.

That night, I took him back to my place and fucked his brains out. Your advice worked like a charm.

The next day, I went to work with that same steady confidence. Even my coworkers treated me differently. My boss, who normally barked orders, gave me a new assignment and actually asked, “Would that be okay with you?” He’d never done that before. 

“Sure,” I said. “I know I can handle it.”

After work, I went to the gym. Plenty of guys there were a lot stronger than me, but I didn’t pay attention to them. I ran on the treadmill and lifted some free weights. I could’ve pushed myself harder, but I kept thinking, “Come on, man. You’re already hot.” I ended up leaving earlier than usual.

Back home, you and I had dinner together. (You’re an amazing cook. I should’ve told you that more.) You smiled at me across the table and told me you could see my new confidence. You said I looked better than I ever had before, all because of my new attitude.

“Thanks, man.”

You offered me seconds. I never went for seconds, but I thought: Why not? I deserve it.

I kept this attitude for the rest of the spring. I didn’t have as much motivation to work out, so I cut back my gym time. I spent more time with you, often going to restaurants or just hanging out in the apartment. I went to clubs a lot, bringing new guys home. My sex life was just as busy as yours. Not like I needed to compare myself to you anymore.

And I was happy. That was the biggest change. No more self-doubt. No more frustrations. Like you said, I felt hot, so I was hot.

Once the early days of summer hit (the weather warmed up really fast), I finally noticed that my body was changing. I probably wouldn’t have noticed if it weren’t for the constant sweating. I’d never been a sweaty guy, even when I was pushing myself at the gym, but now, I was dripping with it. Freaking annoying.

That’s when I finally took a long look at myself in the mirror. I’d seen my reflection a lot, always happy with what I saw, but I guess my confidence had given me some kind of mental block. I hadn’t realized how out-of-shape I’d gotten. I had a belly just like you. I’d lost the definition in my arms and legs. My nipples were puffy.

My body no longer matched my mental image of myself. As I stared at my reflection, jiggling a chest that had never jiggled before, I felt my confidence fizzle away.

I trudged into the living room, where you were watching TV and eating ice cream out of the carton. “Want some?” you asked. You already had an extra spoon waiting for me.

“No. I... can’t.”

You looked up at me, saw my expression, and immediately knew what happened. “You finally noticed your weight gain, huh?”

I plopped onto the couch next to you. “I’m really oblivious, huh?”

You laughed. “Yup. And you still haven’t noticed my changes.”

I didn’t understand what you meant until you grabbed a wedge of your own belly fat and shook it.

I gulped. You looked huge. Your belly wasn’t just bigger; it was softer. It drooped now. And your pecs were full-on moobs.

“We’ve been eating a lot together,” you explained. “You might not know this, but you’re kind of a bad influence.”

I was speechless. I had internalized your advice so deeply that I was completely unaware of how thoroughly both our lives had changed.

When was the last time I actually went to the gym? Had it been weeks? And even when I did go, how often did I complete a full set?

“I’m so sorry,” I said, looking sadly at the lines across your T-shirt where the fabric had gotten stuck in your creases. 

“Why? I’m still the hottest guy in the room.” You patted my own belly. “But you’re no slouch either.”

I struggled to breathe. I couldn’t do this to myself. To either of us. I looked terrible, and you looked so much worse. So what if my attitude tricked people into thinking I was hot? Now that I knew what I looked like... Well, I needed to get back on track ASAP.

You tried to hand me the half-eaten ice cream carton, but I pushed it away. I rushed out of the room, changed into my workout clothes, and headed back to the gym.

That workout was one of the worst experiences of my life. My clothes were uncomfortably tight. The bottom of my belly was exposed to everyone. And people kept glances at me with looks of pity and judgment. Worse, I could barely run on the treadmill for ten minutes before I got light-headed. I didn’t just look out of shape. I was out of shape.

Thirty minutes later, I left in sweaty defeat. I didn’t want to go back home, but I couldn’t think of anywhere else to go. Deep down, I wanted to stop at McDonalds or something, but I had the restraint to drive past.

You were still on the couch. Same position, though you’d taken off your shirt while I was gone. Your round gut (coated with summer sweat) actually had stretchmarks along its edges. I felt so sorry for you, even though you seemed happy. Proud, even.

“How was the gym?” you asked.

“Don’t wanna talk about it.” You knew how it was. You knew that I’d buckled under the embarrassment and given up.

“Maybe it’s just not for you anymore.”

I really didn’t understand you. You’d gotten huge. How could you accept that? I charged into my room to sulk by myself. I couldn’t talk to you.

You left me alone until dinner time. I spent some of that time trying to do crunches. After that failed, I curled up on my bed and listened to music. When you knocked on my door, I ignored you.

You came in anyway. “I’m tired of giving pep talks, man. But there’s something you need to hear.”

I sat up in bed and listened.

“Yesterday, I found you really hot. Pure sex, man. And today, I don’t. It’s all about your attitude.”

“You thought I was hot?” I mumbled.

You walked closer, a cheeky smile on your handsome face. You sat on the edge of my bed. “Fuck yeah. You were incredible. I want that guy back.”

You’d never talked to me like this before. You’d never looked at me like this before.

My heart sped up.

I guess I was smiling, too, because you said, “See? You’re already a little bit hotter.”

I straightened up in bed, holding my head high.

“A little hotter.” You reached into your pocket and pulled out a Snickers bar. (You knew those were my favorite.) “Now, a really hot guy would enjoy a little snack. He wouldn’t care about a few extra calories, right?”

We looked into each other’s eyes as I took the chocolate from your hand and unwrapped it.

“A hot guy knows how to enjoy himself.”

I slid the candy bar into my mouth and nibbled a little. God, it tasted good. I wasn’t trying to look seductive, but I knew I was.

You smiled even more.

I gobbled down the rest, giving into the flavor. I didn’t notice your hands on my stomach until I finished swallowing.

“Are you hot?” you asked.

“I’m so hot.”

“Do you like how you look?”

“I love it,” I said.

You pulled your hands away. “Good job. You got back your confidence.” Then you pushed yourself off the bed and walked into the dining room. I followed.

That candy-bar pep-talk really did the trick. I accepted that I was bigger. I liked my little belly. I was sexy all over, including my fat parts.

But more than that, I started seeing you in a different light. I finally saw what everyone else saw when they looked at you. You weren’t hot in spite of your fat. You were hot because of it. Your body was so big and attention-grabbing.

When I joined you at the dinner table, I paid close attention to how you ate, how much you enjoyed your own cooking, how quickly and steadily you shoveled in food.

I matched you bite for bite.

You noticed. “Hungry tonight?”

“Yes,” I said, even though I really wasn’t.

When you scooped up another chunk of lasagna, I did the same.

When you scooped up a third chunk, I did, too.

Neither of us said anything. We just kept smiling at each other.

Once all the food was done, we both stretched back in our chairs, clutching our bellies. You didn’t seem as painfully full as I was, though.

“Wanna go clubbing tonight?” you asked.

I didn’t have the energy, but I agreed anyway. I knew you wanted to test me out, to see if I could strut around in public with the same level of confidence as you had.
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