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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 stories there (for free), so I’m really grateful that you’ve decided to buy this book! Thank you so much.

This book is a collection of five stories about vloggers and influencers who get fat for their followers. Some of them gain by accident. Some choose to get chubby before taking things too far. And some are achieving a goal they’ve always had. However they start, though, the ending is the same: They get big and find happiness.
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Fit to Fat to Fit: What Could Go Wrong?
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A healthy-living vlogger is too embarrassed to show his obese boyfriend on any of his videos. This causes a lot of tension in their otherwise-happy relationship, so the vlogger decides to embark on a fit-to-fat-to-fit challenge to better understand his lover. Through their joyful feeding videos, his perspective on health and happiness completely changes.

***
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I steadied the camera on the kitchen counter and opened the curtains to bring in more light. Filming my workouts in the home gym was always a bitch to set up. Doing these healthy meal videos in the kitchen took a lot less work. I could probably knock out three of them before Blaine came home.

All the ingredients were in position. My hair looked okay. The afternoon sunlight lit up the edges of my abs. I pressed play.

“Hello all you beautiful people! It’s your boy Kenny again with more tips and tricks to build a better you!” I rattled off the rest of my introduction, always careful to lower my vocal register when the camera was rolling. I’d said my opening shpiel a thousand times, so much so that the words didn’t even feel like actual words anymore.

(True story. A couple weeks back, Blaine woke me up in the middle of the night because I was saying “hello to all my beautiful people” in my sleep.)

Once my opener was finished, I introduced the topic of the day, a low-cal eggplant parmesan that used chickpea fluor to give the breading extra protein. I raved about how delicious it was, adding that my husband couldn’t get enough of it. (I made a point to mention Blaine at least once per video. Viewers loved that, even though I would never, ever show him on camera.)

I was so caught up in the moment that I didn’t hear Blaine walk through the front door. Just as I was telling my viewers about how much he salivated over my eggplant (an obvious innuendo for my gay fans), Blaine snuck up behind me and spoke directly to the camera.

“He’s not exaggerating. Everything he cooks is amazing!”

“Blaine!” I shouted, my voice switching back to its normal, higher-pitched register.

“Surprise,” he said. Then he turned toward the camera again. “Hi, beautiful people. You gotta trust this guy’s cooking tips. He...”

I dove toward the camera and switched it off. “What are you doing?”

“Introducing myself to your viewers. You know I read all the comments. When they’re not lusting after your body...” He grabbed my slim waist and pulled me closer. “They’re asking when they can see me. Don’t you think it’s time?”

“I wasn’t ready.”

“Okay. Then when? How about next week? We can do a sit-down interview where I answer their questions. Like GlutenFreeDetox did with her husband.”

I looked at my bare feet. I didn’t have the heart to look him in the eyes.

“So next week?”

“No,” I mumbled.

“Then when?” He held onto my waist and waited for me to have the courage to look up.

I hated what I was about to say, but I needed to say it. We’d been dancing around the issue long enough. “Honey, I don’t think I can show you on my videos.”

His expression hardened, but he didn’t look surprised. “You don’t want people to see what I look like.”

“It’s not that,” I lied. “It’s a privacy thing. I have to separate my personal life from—”

“You talk about me all the time!” he shouted. “They know everything about me. They know my birthday, for Christ’s sake!”

He let go and trudged into the living room, expecting me to follow.

I joined him on the couch.

“I’m not an idiot, Kenny. Stop being patronizing and tell me the truth.”

I slid my hand onto his belly, rubbing it in the way he usually liked. “You know I think you’re gorgeous.”

He pushed my hand off him. “Then why do you want to hide me?”

“You know why. I have a fitness brand. People watch my videos to help them get in shape. If they found out my husband, who eats my cooking and lives with me... If they found out you were chubby...”

He twisted further from me on the couch. He looked away so I couldn’t see his expression. (Usually a sign that he was crying.) “You can’t even say the word.”

“Say what?”

“I’m not chubby, Kenny. I’m fat. F-A-T. I love it. You love it. And yet, when the camera’s rolling, it’s like I’m your dirty, little secret. It’s fucked up. I watch all your videos. I’m so proud of you. But I always fast-forward through the parts when you’re gushing about me, when you’re smiling into the camera and telling everyone how happy we are, because you’re just using me as an unseen prop to boost your numbers.”

When I didn’t respond, he finally looked back at me. I was wrong. He wasn’t crying. He was furious.

And now I was in an impossible position. I had to make things up to him, but I couldn’t show him on camera. 

Then I thought of something. “What if we start a video series, just you and me, where we exercise together and I show you how to lose weight?”

I hated even saying it out loud. I loved Blaine exactly the way he was. His big, floppy belly. His bulbous ass. The adorable way he waddled around the house and played with his belly button without even realizing. I loved the dimples on his fat cheeks, and his superhuman ability to pull out a candy bar from seemingly nowhere, and the deep moans he made as he ate his second, third, and fourth helpings of my food. He was my big, beautiful, fat husband, and I was as attracted to his softness as he was to my rock-hard muscles. Probably even more so.

But if he wanted to be part of my videos, the only way I could sell him to my viewers was if he was starting on a fitness journey.

For a second, I thought he was going to go for it. It looked like he was mulling it over. Then he glared at me with more anger than I’d ever seen in those big, blue eyes, and said, “You want me to change my body for your fans?”

“It was just an idea.”

“You have no idea what it’s like to be fat, Kenny. You’ve been ripped your whole damn life, and yet you sell your little recipes and workout routines as if you’re some expert on losing weight.” He stood up so I could see his whole body, every flabby, sagging inch. He spread his arms wide, causing his underarm fat to wobble. “I’ve always looked like this. Chubby baby. Fat teen. Freaking obese adult. I spent years trying every diet I could, thinking that there was something wrong with me. Then I found you, a gorgeous, ripped guy who actually appreciated me. And I know you still do.” He grabbed the edges of his belly and shook it right in front of my face. “But you’re so caught up in your influencer bubble that you’d rather force me to change, even though I know I can’t, than for you to be seen on camera with the man you love. Fuck you.”

And with that, he waddled straight out the door. His eyes were dry, but I was sobbing.

***
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The creaking of the bed woke me up. It was two in the morning and Blaine had just crawled under the covers. I’m not sure where he’d been all this time, but the way he was loudly fumbling with his CPAP told me he was drunk.

“Babe?”

“Not talking to you.” He kept fumbling until he gave up and drunkenly threw the nozzle onto the floor. He mumbled something.

I switched on the lamp. “Blaine, I’m so sorry.”

“Me too. Now help me with this fucking thing or I’ll be snoring in your ear all night.”

I sat up to face him, now wide awake. “Listen, okay? You were right about everything.”

“Uh huh.”

I swallowed. Was I really going to tell him this? If I did, I couldn’t take it back.

“I’ve decided how I’m going to make it up to you. Tomorrow, I’m going to make a video telling everyone that I don’t know what it’s like to lose weight. And I’m going to introduce you for the first time. Will you be interested?”

“Is that it?”

“And I’m going to tell everyone how much I love you, and how you’re not going to lose any weight because you choose not to. And you can talk about all the ways you stay healthy at your size.”

He was listening. “Go on.”

“And then I’m going to get fat.”

“Okay. That sounds like a pl— WHAT?!” The glazed expression disappeared off his face. I’d just sobered him up.

“You’ve heard of the whole fit-to-fat-to-fit thing? Personal trainers do it sometimes. To build empathy for their clients, they gain a bunch of weight and then learn how hard it is to lose it.”

“You’d do that?”

“I thought about it a lot after our argument. I have enough videos pre-filmed to keep the channel going for three months. During that time, you’ll help me gain as much weight as possible. When I start posting again, I’ll surprise everyone with my new look and make videos of me losing the weight. It’ll help me understand you more. I’ll understand my viewers more, too. Plus, it'll be nice publicity. What do you think?”

He kissed me. “I think that’ll be so freaking hot.”

“So you’re not mad anymore?”

“Nope.” He thought for a second. “But don’t you think the viewers will want to see you gaining? I know I would.”

“Not my viewers. But we can still film ourselves. Just for us.”

“Ooh. I like that.” He pulled me against him.

As I ran my fingers through the creases in his side fat, I thought about the enormity of what I’d just committed to. And I thought about how much fun it was going to be.

***
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I was already in position.

Blaine switched on the camera and joined me at the table. “Hello, you beautiful fatties. It’s your boy Blaine again. And as always, I’m with my chub-in-training Kenny!” He handed me a powered donut. “Say hi, Kenny.”

I stuck the whole donut in my mouth and mumbled out a hello.

Even though these videos were just for us, Blaine decided to treat them like an actual YouTube channel. He always started with that same introduction, a parody of what I said at the beginning of my real videos. Then he’d shove something in my mouth and I’d struggle to say hello. (The first time he did that was a surprise. For every video after, it was a tradition.)

“How are you feeling this afternoon?”

“Hungry,” I answered. Not a lie.

“Good boy.” He kissed my cheek. “As always, we’ll start with a body check. Please stand up.”

I did. Like my real videos, I was always shirtless. I made a couple poses while Blaine narrated for the camera.

“We weighed our aspiring piggy this morning, and you’re not gonna believe this, people. He’s now up to 193!” He used his phone to play an applause sound effect. “That’s right. One month into his fit-to-fat journey and he’s an astounding 17 pounds heavier! It’s hard to believe for anyone who hasn’t watched this guy eat. As you can see, the area below his belly button has gotten a little bit softer.” He pinched me there, sending tingles down my back. “No visible progress in the pec area, but watch what happens when I do this.” He squeezed my nipple, eliciting an unintentional moan. “Both softer and more sensitive. Now turn around, honey, so we can see any cheek development.”
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