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Reuniting with a former lover is always complicated, especially if he looks completely different. Charlie Gyrth’s story collection Welcome Back, Big Guy shows five fat men who reconnect with their thin ex-lovers, forcing them to appreciate their new bodies.

In He Likes My Rolls, a self-conscious homebody accidentally locks himself out of his house after a shower. He’s only wearing a towel and he’s horrified of his neighbors seeing his obese body. When the locksmith arrives, he realizes that it’s his college hookup, and for some reason, the guy doesn’t seem disappointed by his new look.

In Your Old Friend, a man chats with his husband’s friend at a barbecue. When an impossibly obese bear waddles toward them, the friend greets him like a stranger. He has no idea this is his old gym buddy.

In Under the Bleachers, a single guy gets a text from his high school boyfriend to meet him under the bleachers of their old school. He’s not prepared for what’s waiting for him.

In Reintroducing Myself, a proud gainer meets two college friends at his old hangout. They have very different reactions to his new belly.

And in I Want Victor Back, a man meets his much fatter ex-boyfriend after twelve years apart. He wants to give their relationship another try, but he’s not sure if he can accept being with someone so big.
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He Likes My Rolls
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When Darrin knew me, I was slim. I wasn’t some hot muscly guy like he was, but I wasn’t fat, either. I was an average college student that most people didn’t notice.

Well, Darrin noticed. He spotted me at some frat party, said he liked my smile, and an hour later, fucked my brains out in the frat’s pool house.

I didn’t even know I was gay until Darrin. Not for sure, anyway. But that night, when he was inside me, when I let his muscle-packed body control me completely, you bet your life I knew.

We hooked up periodically throughout the rest of college. He wasn’t interested in a relationship, but he told me to text him if I was ever in the mood. I never did. Too self-conscious.

That didn’t stop him from contacting me, though. At least once a month. Then we graduated and he stopped texting.

I still had his number, and there was a part of me that wondered what he’d say if I reached out after all these years. He was probably married by now. He told me once that he always wanted to settle down and have kids. Kind of surprising, because when I knew him, I was not the only person he hooked up with. The guy played the field.

But we were adults now. College was three years in the rearview.

Yeah, he was married.

And even if he wasn’t, there was no way that he’d still find me attractive. I got fat in all the wrong ways.

I started working in an office right after college, so the weight crept on pretty fast. At first, it was a blessing. I was one of those pear-shaped guys who gained mostly in my lower half, so the first 20 or so pounds went all to my legs and ass. I drew attention.

Since I was on the lookout for someone dominant like Darrin, it helped that my body shape made everyone know that I was a bottom. I can’t tell you how many surprise squeezes I got, or how many guys called my ass “fuckable.” A lot.

For a couple months, my extra weight took me from average to pretty hot. I wore shorts that emphasized my cheeks. I started walking a little differently just to get more glances. And I had plenty of hook-ups, though nothing ever led to a second date.

Unfortunately, I let things get to my head. I knew that my new chub was making me more desirable, so I relaxed my diet even more, knowing that any extra fat would go to the right places.

That’s when things took a turn. I crossed a threshold where my fat spread to my upper body. My legs kept getting thicker, but my stomach had finally started to flare out into wobbly rolls.

I didn’t realize the change until I went back to my favorite gay bar wearing my favorite pair of denim cutoffs. They were tighter than they’d ever been, so I felt proud and confident. That night, everyone’s eyes still drifted to my lower half, but the reactions were different. Disappointment instead of lust. Judgment instead of admiration.

I had a muffin top.

I’d gone too far. It was the first time I went home alone.

I tried again the next night at a different bar, opting for a looser shirt but the same ass-lifting shorts. That worked. I brought home a pocket hunk that made me see stars.

It worked a few more times, too. More attention. More hookups. But every time, when the clothes came off, the other guy would get a flash of disappointment at my jiggling middle.

I couldn't blame them. I only had eyes for hard muscle, probably because I was comparing everyone to Darrin. He set the bar.

A year passed, and my “little” jiggle became a lot. No shirts could hide it anymore.

My friends encouraged me to check out other bars. Bear bars. The places I went to were judgmental meat markets that only prized a very specific cut of meat. I’d have more luck elsewhere. 

I considered it, but I knew that I wouldn’t find anyone there who was my type. I know how shallow I’m sounding. I was upset that guys couldn’t look past my flaws, and yet I was doing the exact same thing.

Early 20s. What can you say? I regret that way of thinking now.

I entered a dry spell that lasted for months. I stopped going to clubs, because what was the point? 

By 24, my stomach was divided into three Michelin-Man rolls that were visible when I stood and extremely obvious when I sat. Even though I wasn’t attracted to fat guys, I knew the difference between a solid gut and a series of floppy bulges. In the hierarchy of fat distribution, I had the body type that no one wanted.

This might seem like a tangent, but that year, there was this coworker who kept flirting with me. George. He was pretty cute, and very interested, but he lived in another city so I only saw him on Zoom. That meant he only saw me from the chest up.

When he came into town, we agreed to meet up at a coffee shop. I got there first, and you shoulda seen the look on his face. So horny. He wasn’t trying to hide it.

But then I stood up, and he saw what my belly looked like. I’d never seen an expression change that fast. In a microsecond, he lost all interest in me. We went through the rest of our “date,” but it was ridiculously awkward. He never flirted with me again.

That was the last date I went on until Darrin reentered my life.

It was a couple months later, and I was locked out of my apartment. Kind of a long story. I had just gotten out of the shower when my phone buzzed with a notification that Amazon had dropped off a package on my porch.

I’d gotten my last package stolen literally the day before, so I wrapped a towel around my wide hips and ran outside. I was in such a hurry to grab it before any of my neighbors could see my gross, flopping body that I accidentally let the door close behind me.

Worst moment of my life. It was broad daylight. Everyone could see my soft, pale skin. Thankfully, no one was on the street, but it was only a matter of time. I still had my phone in my hand, so I scrolled through my contacts to call Dani, my landlord.

Except I didn’t call Dani. I called Darrin without realizing.

He answered after the first ring, and I heard his deep, familiar voice say, “Logan? Is this really you?”

It was too late to hang up, even if I really wanted to. “Uh, hey. I... It’s good to hear your voice.”

“You, too. What’s going on, man?”

He sounded so happy to hear from me, and I really didn’t want to tell him that I dialed the wrong number. But I also couldn’t stay naked on my porch. That was more important. “Not much. I’m just... I got locked out of my house and I wanted to call my landlord, but...”

“I’ll be right there!” he cut me off.

“No. It’s fine.”

“Where do you live? You’re still in town, right?”

“Parkside Street,” I muttered. I couldn’t stop myself.

“Yeah? What address? I’m free right now.”

I wanted to tell him not to come. I couldn’t let him see me like this, and it’s not like he could help me get inside. “It’s okay. I’ll just call my landlord.”

“Why?” He paused. “I won’t charge you or anything. And I’m only a couple minutes away.”

Charge me?

When I didn’t answer, he added, “You know I’m a locksmith, right? I assume that’s why you thought of me.”

“Oh, yeah. Totally,” I lied.

“Good. Just wait by your front door and I’ll find you. And Logan, I am so glad you called. It’s been way too long.”

He hung up before I could say anything.

So that’s the long, embarrassing confluence of events that brought Darrin to my house. When he parked his pick-up truck in my driveway, I was standing behind my porch post, enough for him to see me while keeping most of my fat body hidden. It took him three minutes to get there.

He had the broadest smile as he strode across my yard. “Damn! You didn’t mention you were naked.”

“Sorry,” I mumbled. He didn’t hear me.

“I would’ve gotten here faster.”

That was just a joke, I told myself. He was being polite.

Because while my own body was ruined, he looked even more muscular than before. His pecs were huge. And his tight shirt really showed off his narrow waist. He seemed tanner, too.

When he reached me on the porch, it looked like he was going to give me a hug. I stepped back. I couldn’t let him feel how... squishy I’d gotten.

“Hold onto your towel,” he said. “I’ll be fast.”

And he was. It took him four minutes to remove my doorknob and let me inside. I ran in as fast as I could, knowing full-well that he could see my rolls flop around.

God. He must’ve thought I was Jabba the Hutt.

I scurried into my bedroom to get changed.

Darrin shouted at me from the porch. “I can come in, right?”

“Yeah!” I shouted back as I pulled boxers over my thick ass.

I had my dresser open, looking for my baggiest shirt, when Darrin stepped into the room.

Fuck. I meant for him to come into the house, not my room.

He was looking right at me, his dark eyes taking in all my pale flab. He didn’t look disgusted, though. Just concerned. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “Just let myself go a little.”

“No!” he said, stepping closer. “That’s not what I meant at all. I think you’re... I mean, are you okay about what just happened? You look a little spooked.”

“Oh
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