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A Note from the Author

Hi, everybody! Charlie Gyrth here. I write romance and erotica stories about gay couples discovering the many joys of getting fatter. 

I publish a new story or chapter every day on Tumblr and DeviantArt. You can find all my fiction there (for free), so I’m really grateful that you’ve decided to buy this book! Thank you so much.

Fat Belly Magic collects four of my fantasy stories, each showing different forms of magical weight gain. From body-changing costumes to alternate realities, from transferring fat to inexplicable growth, the four stars of these stories experience incredible journeys that leave them bigger and happier.

I’m really excited to share these erotic romances with you. Most of my fiction strives for realism (more or less), but it’s always fun to give in to a little bit of magic.
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Darren’s Birthday Surprise
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Darren should be happy with his life. He has good friends, an okay job, and a very handsome boyfriend. But there’s something missing. On his birthday, he wishes for something more... And boy does he get it.

***
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I looked at the night sky from the cabin patio. All the party sounds (pop music, shouting, West’s unmistakable laugh) were drowned out by the sliding glass door. A shooting star dashed across the horizon.

I sighed. I knew I should go back inside. This was my birthday weekend. West organized everything for me. And yet, it says a lot that the birthday boy had been sitting out here for the last 20 minutes and none of my closest friends seemed to notice.

I wasn’t happy. I wasn’t unhappy, either, and I think that made things worse. My friends were great. West was great. Three years of dating and I had no complaints except for this constant, gnawing urge for something different, something more. If I had specific, tangible issues to be upset about, then I could end things with West and move on with my life. Being unhappy was fixable. Instead, I was just blank.

“Deep in thought?”

An old woman looked up at me from the gravel path that ran alongside our rental cabin. She was short and thin, with long, white braids and a pleasant smile. I’d never seen her before.

“Uh. Yeah. Is that obvious?”

She took my answer as permission to join me on the porch.

“It’s your birthday today, right?” She sat on the wooden railing in front of me. I was afraid she’d fall and break something, but I didn’t stop her. I was too busy wondering who she was and how she knew it was my birthday.

Then I saw the birthday balloons tied to the fence. That answered one of my questions.

“Who are you?”

“Just someone passing through.” That was an evasive answer. Creepy, too. There weren’t any other cabins for miles, and she didn’t look like a camper in that loose white dress.

“May I ask you a question now?”

“Sure.” This conversation was seriously weirding me out, but I wasn’t scared. This strange woman wasn’t going to hurt me. I knew that on, like, an internal level. In my bones. Whoever she was, she meant well.

“Are you happy with your life?”

“No,” I immediately answered. Somehow, I knew that I couldn’t lie to her.

“What would you need to become happy?”

“I don’t know.”

“A new boyfriend?”

I flinched. She had just made things very personal. I should’ve told her it was none of her business, and yet, I couldn’t. Because of curiosity, I guess. Because I wanted to hear her out. And I know this sounds crazy, but because part of me believed that this weird old lady had the power to help me.

“I love my boyfriend. I don’t want to lose him. I just wish...”

She leaned closer. “Yes?”

“I just want something more.”

West was perfect. He was charming and he had a slim, muscular body to die for. His personality meshed with mine. Our sex life was good (not great), and I knew he loved me. I loved him, too. I just... I don't know. Something was off.

“You want more from West,” she repeated.

“Yes,” I said, not realizing until after the word came out that she knew my boyfriend’s name. I shivered. “How did you—?”

“Happy birthday, Darren.”

She placed her hands on her knees and toppled backward off the porch railing.

I jumped up and ran to the edge, expecting to see her lying on the ground six feet below the porch. Why would she do that? She didn’t accidentally fall. She chose to push herself backward, with a smile on her face as she toppled.

But when I looked over the edge, all I saw was grass and gravel. The woman was gone.

As someone who did not believe in ghosts or supernatural anything, I refused to accept that this woman had just disappeared. I raced down the porch steps and searched everywhere. No woman. No footprints. No signs that she was ever there aside from the chills sliding along the back of my neck.

I had nothing left to do besides head back inside. I didn’t plan to tell my friends what had happened, but I’d definitely tell West. We didn’t keep secrets from each other.

***

[image: ]


The party was exactly the same. Alex, Levi, and Jamie were dancing by the fireplace, plastic cups in their hands. John and Lisa were sloppily making out in the corner. Benny and his cousins were at the table playing poker.

The only difference was that West was gone. When I left the party, he’d been at the poker table, too.

I walked over to Benny, who had a confident smile even though he only had a pair of threes. (Horrible bluffer.) “Hey, um, have you seen West?”

He looked up at me like I was crazy. “Where do you think he is?”

Benny’s cousins both laughed. What did they know that I didn’t?

“West?” I shouted.

Everyone stared at me, as if I was a complete idiot for asking where my boyfriend was.

“In here!” West shouted from the kitchen. It sounded like his mouth was full.

I walked through the party, ignoring all the looks, and pushed through the kitchen door.

“What the fuck?”

West was sitting on the other side of the high counter, so I only saw his shoulders and head. His face was completely covered in chocolate. My birthday cake sat in front of him, absolutely torn apart. He’d eaten almost all of it (with his hands, apparently). Why would he do that?

“Hey, babe!” he said, chewing on another handful. “Almost done!”

“Almost done with my cake? Why? We’re supposed to serve that thing in an hour!”

He looked confused. Still chewing, though. I think he still had clumps of cake in his mouth, because his cheeks were bulging. “But you told me...”

“I told you to eat all of my birthday cake? Why would I do that?”

“Darren, your cake’s still in the fridge.”

No it wasn’t. I knew what make cake looked like. We picked it out together. Dark chocolate with coconut/chocolate icing. I was really looking forward to it, too. And now, it was all over his face.

Not believing him, I rushed to the fridge and looked inside. “Oh.”

He was right. My cake was still in there. Untouched.

“Told ya. Trust me, this is the special one you got me with the extra layers. Delicious, by the way.” He scooped up one last handful and jabbed it into his mouth.

This didn’t make any damn sense. “Why would I buy you a matching cake for my birthday and ask you to eat it all yourself?”

“Because you’re a bad influence,” he answered, licking his fingers. “I’m just glad you didn’t make me do it in front of our friends like last year.”

“What are you talking about?”

“What are you talking about, Darren?” Then he smiled. “Oh, I get it. Role-play.” He made his voice sound high-pitched and weak. “Oh, Darren. Don’t be mad at me. I didn’t mean to eat your cake. I just can’t control my hungry little tummy.”

I had enough of this nonsense. Either he was playing a very confusing prank on me, or the weird lady outside had somehow slipped me drugs. “West, please tell me what’s going on. I’m not joking around.”

My boyfriend saw the panic on my face. “Oh, honey.” He grunted as he tried to stand up, but something was holding him down. He tried again, and with a lot of effort, he pushed himself to his feet. Then he waddled toward me, his chocolate-stained hands reaching out for a hug.

My breath caught in my throat. This wasn’t West. This was an obese stranger who had West’s face. I couldn’t see his body behind the counter, but now that he was standing, now that he was walking toward me, I saw the drooping apron, flopping tits, and squashed-together thighs of someone who outweighed West by at least 200 pounds.

This... person tried to touch me, but I jumped back.
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