
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Five Ways to Fatten Your Roommate

A Gay Gainer Romance Anthology

By Charlie Gyrth

Copyright © 2025 Charlie Gyrth

All rights reserved.

A Note from the Author

Hi, everybody! Charlie Gyrth here. I write romance and erotica stories about weight gain, encouragement, stuffing, feeding, and belly play. All my stories are about gay couples discovering the joy of getting fatter. 

I publish a new story or chapter every day on DeviantArt and Tumblr (including these ones). You could read ’em there for free, so I’m super grateful that you chose to purchase my ebook. Thank you so much!

In A Roommate Gets Fat, a man notices that his roommate has gained a little weight after a breakup. He doesn’t know why the new belly turns him on, but it does. He decides to fill the house with extra snacks to “help” his roommate continue.

Confidence, Man is about a hot guy who’s jealous (and confused) that his chubby roommate gets all the attention when they go clubbing. He realizes that it’s not about size. It’s about confidence.

In Carlos and Me, a chubby guy is shocked when his fit roommate Carlos wants to gain weight. He reluctantly agrees to help, and pretty soon, Carlos outweighs him. Should he stop his gainer roommate, or should he try to catch up?

I Really Want You to Like Me stars two college roommates who have nothing in common. One’s an ultra-athletic jock and the other’s an obese gamer. They both want the other to like them, which leads to some big lifestyle changes. 

How to Be a Fat American features a very special roommate situation: a study abroad student living with a host family. Drago is a musclebound architecture major from Romania who wants to be more like his obese American host brother. Romance and love handles bloom.
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A Roommate Gets Fat
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“Dude! You’re getting fat!”

I was drunk at the time. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have said it. I wasn’t the kind of person who would insult anyone because of their size. Both my parents were overweight (especially my dad), and I knew how self-conscious they got when people gave them judgmental looks or passive-aggressive advice about eating better.

While I personally wasn’t fat (thank God), I never wanted to say anything offensive to anyone.

Honestly, I meant it as a compliment. Max had always complained about how skinny he was, though I never thought so.

What I meant to say was, “Dude! You’re not skinny anymore!” That would’ve come across better.

Max looked at me like I’d slapped him in the face.

He was pretty drunk, too. That’s probably why he’d pulled off his t-shirt in the middle of our living room and started dancing around without any music playing.

I wouldn’t have noticed his weight gain if he had kept his clothes on, if he didn’t bounce around fast enough to make his chest and lower belly jiggle.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean...”

He collapsed dramatically onto the couch. “Naw, man. You’re right.”

I could tell he wanted to talk, so I grabbed our beers and joined him. He was still shirtless, so I could see how his new tummy was pooching out into four little Michelin-Man rolls. He was probably only 10 or 15 pounds heavier than normal, but on his slight, 5’9” frame, that was enough to soften his midsection.

He took a swig of his beer. “It’s because of Lucas. I’ve been misery-eating.”

Lucas was his last boyfriend. They’d been together for almost two years. Max had talked to me multiple times about the kind of wedding they would inevitably have. He thought they were destined for each other. (I did, too.) And then two months ago, Lucas ran off with another guy. Max had been in a funk ever since, and I guess that led to overeating.

“You wanna talk about it?”

“Not really.” But then two seconds later, he blurted out, “It sucks. I’m fat because I’m single. And angry. And now I’ll always be single. Because I’m fat.”

I put my hand on his shoulder, surprising both of us. We’d been roommates for a while now, and we’d kept things 100% platonic. No heated moments. No long glances. And absolutely no shoulder rubs.

But he was in pain and I wanted to comfort him. That was all.

He didn’t pull away.

“Don’t freak out,” I said. “You’ll find someone. And you’re not fat.”

“You literally just said I was.”

I couldn’t argue with that. “It... um, it looks good on you.”

That was definitely the beer talking.

It took a while to process what I’d said. Then he grabbed me by the back of my head and kissed me. Hungrily.

And I gave in.

I let him push me into the couch, strip off my shirt, hold me down with his extra weight.

And that extra weight felt so good. So naturally powerful.

I’d never been with a bigger guy before. And Max actually wasn’t bigger than me. He’d softened, but with my extra three inches of height, I’m pretty sure that I still outweighed him.

But it wasn’t just the heaviness. It was the softness. I found myself grabbing him all over, exploring the fat bulges above his hips and the loose hang of his chest.

He fucked me on the couch, tapping into our pent-up attraction that I didn’t even know we had. And with every movement, every bit of contact, I allowed myself to give in to his new body. I liked him fat.

And I wanted him fatter.

It was a heavy realization, discovering a brand-new kink. Despite being a gay man with a relatively promiscuous early-20s, my sex life had been... I don’t know. Vanilla. Satisfying but vanilla. It was like I was finally tasting rocky road for the first time.

When it was all over, Max lifted himself off the couch and kissed me once more. All the anguish over his weight gain was gone. He stood up straight, a new sense of pride over his soft, naked body. He wordlessly left for the bathroom.

As he showered himself off, I had some time to think. I knew that this wasn’t going to be a one-time thing. I felt it.

I also knew, without any doubt, that I wanted more than anything to watch him get bigger. I wanted a beer gut to push against me, and moobs to slap into me, and pounds and pounds of lard to weigh me down. Chubby Max was hot, but Fat Max, Obese Max... That would be heaven.

I couldn’t tell him this, obviously. But I could... help him let loose a bit.

That afternoon, I went to the supermarket and picked up a ridiculous amount of snacks. I wasn’t going to force him to eat anything. I would never feed him. But I’d make sure that food was always available in our house.

That’s not devious, right? That’s just... supportive. Helpful. If he wanted to eat them, he could.

Unfortunately, I’d never noticed him snacking before, so I didn’t know what he liked. I walked down the snack aisle and grabbed all my favorites. Snickers bars. Reese’s. Brownies. Who doesn’t like those?

When I got back home, I announced, “Max! I got us some snacks!”

That was literally the only time I ever mentioned it. The rest was up to him.

And if my plan worked, Max would grow more beautiful by the day.

***
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One year later.

“Dude! You’re getting fat!” Max said when he saw me lying on the couch, covered in candy bar wrappers.

“Ya think?” I said.

We both laughed.

With a bit of effort, I pushed myself into a sitting position. Now that I’d passed the big 3-0-0, our cheap-ass couch dipped awkwardly under me. I think the frame had cracked, making it harder and harder to sit up from my daily naps.
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