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A Note from the Author

Hi, everyone! Charlie Gyrth here. I’ve been publishing my weight gain romances for a year now, and I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about why I’m so drawn to this subgenre. I like the aesthetics of fat, of course. I like the intimacy that comes with feeding. And I really like describing the conflicted feelings of my characters as they gain.

But I think my favorite aspect is the transformation itself. I love seeing my characters change. Their bodies grow, their personalities shift, and their lives are never the same. 

In Secret Bearification, a skinny guy named Bernard slowly turns into a big, bald bear thanks to six little pills. Each pill creates a single, minor change in his body, but when combined, he becomes a brand-new person. 

And for a bonus story, I’ve included Fat Vapes, a gay romance where a man with a vaping addiction decides to quit cold-turkey. The bakery down the street becomes his new temptation.

Both these stories take the theme of transformation to its absolute limits. 
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The Dream


[image: ]




Bernard walked in. He was wearing sweatpants. No shirt. No underwear, either. I loved seeing him in sweatpants. For a skinny guy, he was big where it counted. Just flopping around.

“Morning!” He had a high-pitched voice, something that used to annoy me. Now I just thought it was cute. Everything about him was cute.

I jumped off the floor (I was doing crunches) and kissed him good morning. “Sleep well?”

(I only ask that because my snoring had gotten pretty out-of-control since I started bulking up.)

“Yeah,” he said. “Had the craziest dream.”

Oh God. I hated hearing about other people’s dreams. “About what?”

“I... um... It was weird. I looked different.” Bernard explained that in his dream, he was a bear. Big. Hairy. Lumbering through a dark bar in a leather vest. Belly bobbing in front of him.

He must’ve had that dream because I’d been changing so much lately. No one would call me a bear. (I had zero body hair and very little fat.) But I guess seeing me change my looks had somehow soaked into his subconscious.

His explanation sounded really detailed. I could never remember my dreams with that much clarity.

And honestly? It was pretty hot. I’d always had a thing for bears.

But it was also... I don’t know. Comical. Bernard was the dictionary definition of a twink. The way he looked. The way he sounded. The way he moved. I couldn’t imagine him any other way.

“What do you think it means?” I asked.

“Probably nothing,” he said.

It didn’t sound like nothing. It sounded like the dream really affected him.

I led him to the breakfast table, and we dropped the subject completely. For the rest of the day, neither of us mentioned anything about bears.

Except...

I kept noticing a far-off look in Bernard’s eyes. I noticed him rubbing his hands down his slim waist, as if his body felt wrong now. He’d always been comfortable in his skin. He owned his slightly feminine vibes.

Something had changed in him.

That night, I was browsing the internet after Bernard had already gone to sleep. Then out of nowhere, I saw a pop-up ad for something called “The Bearification Multi-Pack.” There was nothing in my search history that connected me to bears, but somehow the algorithm read my mind.

I clicked on it, of course.

The ad brought me to a sketchy-looking website filled with photos of big, hairy men. The headline read “Do you or a loved one want to change your look?”

(Notice the typo?)

I read through the description (with a few more typos) about the medication they were selling. Six pills taken once a week. Completely safe. Guaranteed bearification.

Everything about this company looked off. I was about to close my browser and forget the whole thing. But then I looked over my shoulder and saw Bernard in bed. He was fast asleep, but he had this expression (sad, unsatisfied, longing for something). My heart ached for him.

And I ordered the pills. Just in case.

***
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The box came in the mail a week later. During that time, Bernard had never gotten out of his funk. He still wouldn’t say that he was upset, but I could tell.

I didn’t show him the package. I snuck it into the bathroom and opened it in private. As advertised, there were six pills, all different colors. Each one had a different effect, but there was no instruction manual explaining what they were. All I knew was the order he was supposed to take them.

I stashed them away in the medicine cabinet. I felt guilty for doing this. Ashamed, really. I wanted Bernard to be happy, but ordering this without telling him? It felt wrong.

“Whatcha doing?” Bernard called through the bathroom door.

“Nothing!” I made sure the pill box was hidden and then stepped outside. “Just looking in the mirror.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





