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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 play. All my stories are about gay couples discovering the joy of getting fatter, and they’re all available on Tumblr if you’re interested.

My Friend from the Gym is an erotic romance about Dan and Richie, two gay men who have spent years helping each other sculpt the perfect gym bodies. One day, Richie realizes that he’s finally reached his fitness goals. He looks perfect, so now he wants to change his goals: He’s going to make himself fat.

Dan doesn’t understand his friend’s decision, but he supports him. As they eat dinner together, Dan accidentally falls into an encourager role, helping him overeat in the same way that they helped each other work out. He never expected to see his friend get fat, but that’s exactly what happens, and their relationship (along with their bodies) changes forever.

In the bonus story What a Show-Off!, an equally fit guy named Joshua finds himself expanding after he takes on a new job at Roskoe’s Bakery. At first, he’s not happy getting fat, but his boyfriend’s encouragement slowly changes his mind.

In both of these stories, relationships are strengthened and priorities change as these characters discover how much fun it is to let go and eat a little.
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1 – Richie Changes His Goals
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I ate my first donut in years. One of those maple long johns. The blast of sugar danced across my taste buds. God, it was incredible.

“Good, right?” Richie asked enthusiastically. He’d already finished his.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were a salesman for this place.”

The place was called Denny’s Donuts, and Richie had been raving about it for days. Even when we were lifting weights at the gym, he just couldn’t stop talking about freaking donuts. It was a little weird.

“Just a fan,” he said. “But you gotta admit, these things are addictive.”

“Obviously,” I mumbled as he started work on an equally delicious-looking apple fritter. “So, um, you said you wanted to talk to me about something?”

He swallowed. “Oh, right. Yeah, I just wanted you to know that I cancelled my gym membership. But I still like hanging out, so I thought we could hang out... elsewhere, you know?”

This was a surprise. I’d been going to the same gym for three years, and Richie had been there almost every time I went. He lived at the place, and his body was proof of that. I’d never been attracted to my workout friend, but I had seen him as inspiration for what I could become if I kept pushing myself as hard as he did. He met me when I was a twig, and his encouragement and example had helped me put on some solid muscle. I would never get close to his size, but I’d gotten so much stronger and better-looking because of him.

And now he was quitting.

“Why?”

“Changed my goals, man,” he answered while chewing. “You really should try one of these fritters. I mean, my God.”

“What do you mean? What goals do you have now?”

He paused for a bit, considering how to explain things in a way I could understand. “You how people always say, ‘it’s about the journey, not the destination’? Well, I’d always been more interested in the destination. I worked out because I wanted to achieve the perfect body. I wanted to look like the muscle guys I used to jerk off to when I was a kid. And a week ago, I looked in the mirror and thought, ‘Yup. I’ve achieved that. I’m done.’”

“But...”

“Look at me, Dan. You gotta admit, I’m at my peak. I literally can’t get any better-looking. If I add more muscle, I’ll start to look freakish. And I don’t want that.”

“Okay?”

He studied my expression as he finished his apple fritter. “So I decided to try something new. I’m gonna get fat.”

I didn’t speak. I heard him right. And based on how he’d scarfed down two donuts in the span of minutes, I knew that I hadn’t misinterpreted him. I just didn’t understand why.

“So you want to get fat?”

He shrugged. “Yeah. Why not? I proved that I was good at gaining muscle. Now I’m onto a new challenge.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Probably.”

“You worked so hard to look like this.”

“And now I’ll work just as hard to look like him.” He nodded toward a chubby guy ordering at the counter. The man’s belly was squished against the glass and his ass curved far behind him. “And with these donuts, I’ll have a lot more fun doing it.”
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