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A Message from the Author

I love soap operas. There’s something special about a story with multiple characters working against each other, pulling off schemes and hiding their true intentions. I particularly love when enemies find love, especially if they’re in the middle of some seasons-long plot to enact revenge against each other.

I started writing Fat Revenge as a short story (four chapters max), but once I added more characters and expanded the scope, things got away from me in the best way possible. Because I work from pretty detailed outlines, I rarely get surprised during the writing process. Aaron and Jim surprised me.

I’m not exaggerating when I say that this is the most fun I’ve ever had writing a gainer story. I’ve included all the naughty bits, of course. (Jim turns into a real fatty.) But I also delved deep into the plot twists and heightened emotions of all my favorite soaps.

I hope you like it!
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AARON

I waited alone at the busy café.

People stared at me, of course. I’m used to that. The trick is to lock my eye right on them and stare back. That usually works. It makes them feel guilty.

I checked my phone. 12:03. Javier was three minutes late. That shouldn’t be reason to worry, but I had a feeling that he wasn’t going to show. His messages had been so enthusiastic and horny when he’d just seen pictures of my abs and chest, but as soon as I sent him a face pic, his tone had changed.

Whatever. If he stood me up, then I’d enjoy getting my revenge. The last guy who stood me up found his brand-new Lexus sinking in Hardy River.

He wasn’t in it, of course. Don’t think I’m the kind of person who would kill someone. I may have turned into a cold-hearted supervillain over the years, but I’m not a murderer. I like to get my revenge in more subtle ways.

At 12:07, I noticed a familiar face looking outside the café window. Handsome, tan, about 40 pounds overweight. Yup, that was Javier. I wasn’t sure how long he was standing out there. Long enough to see me, I guess. Long enough to have second thoughts and disappear around the corner.

Well, at least he tried. It didn’t feel good that he took one look at me and went running. But on some level, it kinda did. It gave me an excuse to enact another little revenge plot. I’d coaxed his work information out of him while we were chatting. Perhaps I’d print out some of the more explicit pictures he’d sent me and mail them to his boss.

You know, that old stand-by.

One minute later, I got a text from Javier. “Sorry, Aaron. I just found out I have to leave town for a bit. I’ll call you when I get back.”

Sure he will.

“No worries,” I replied. “Take care.”

I slammed my phone onto the table and drank enough of my Americano to burn my tongue a little.

If you couldn’t tell, I have an eyepatch. Got it senior year of high school. It shouldn’t be that big of an issue. My other eye works just fine. Outside of some depth perception issues (no big deal), it doesn’t affect me.

Unfortunately, it affects everyone else. People treat me differently by default. Strangers either straight-up stare at me, or they actively look away. Dates cancel. People apologize to me for no reason. When I go out in public, I’m constantly reminded of my missing piece. 

It used to bother me. I was so self-conscious after the attack. Just drowning in pity. That’s why I made sure that the rest of me was perfect. Expensive clothes. Gym-trained body. Obsessive skin routine. I went from shrimpy teen to model-handsome adult, but no matter how much I improved myself, the patch was the first thing anyone noticed.

So eventually, I thought... Fuck it. I stopped caring about everyone else, and my life immediately got better. Let people stare. They could think whatever they wanted, and if they screwed me over (like poor, doomed Javier), then I’d get back at ’em. Why not?

“Aaron?” I looked up and saw a very handsome bear standing just past my table. He was quite muscular, with an extremely cute starter belly pushing out of his striped dress shirt. As someone who exclusively went after bigger guys, I found this man ideal. Not quite fat, but with the potential to get fat. I’d estimate he was 5’10” and about 210 pounds, an inch shorter and forty pounds heavier than me.

He had a nice face, too. Pretty all-American. I liked his sharp jawline.

But as I looked closer at his face, I realized exactly who he was:

Jimmy Sanders, my first boyfriend. The man who ruined my life and the reason I had an eyepatch. He’d grown up a lot since high school.

Damn it! Why did my worst enemy have to look so freaking hot now?

“Wow,” I said, forcing my voice to come out pleasant yet unreadable. “What a blast from the past.”

“Yeah.” He rubbed the back of his neck. Glanced around. He seemed so meek in comparison to his muscular frame. “Can I, um, join you?”

I nodded.

He sat across from me and forced a smile. I loved how awkward he acted in my presence. “You look good.”

“Not good enough for Javier, apparently.”

“Oh. Is that an ex-boyfriend?”

I glanced toward the window. “No. It’s the guy who just stood me up. For... the usual reason.” I gestured toward my patch.

Awkward silence.

“Well, you look amazing.”

“You mean, despite the obvious?” I usually didn’t mention my empty eye socket. Everyone knew it was there. No sense in pointing it out. But with Jimmy, I wanted to mention it as much as possible. If there was any humanity left in him, I wanted him to feel every ounce of guilt that his black, little heart could handle.

And from his wincing expression, I guess it was working.

“So do you,” I said. Honestly. He looked amazing.

His smile turned genuine, just for a second, and then it went back to being forced. “Uh, so what are you up to these days?”

“Breaking hearts and crashing cars,” I said. He didn’t understand how literal that answer was. 

I considered telling him that I was a successful clothing importer. That I worked for a high-end company picking out up-and-coming designers from other countries and importing their stuff to America. If he knew how successful I was, then I’d make him jealous. That would be nice. 

But I didn’t want him to know too much about my personal life, so I held back.

“Cool, cool.”

Another awkward pause. He wanted me to ask him what he’d been up to. I refused to say anything. I enjoyed letting the awkwardness linger.

Finally, he answered the unspoken question. “Well, I’m between jobs right now.”

My heart raced with schadenfreude. I loved hearing that he was struggling. “Go on.”

“Well, I worked for my ex and, um... When he broke up with me, I couldn’t work with him anymore. He didn’t fire me, because I think that would be illegal. But he made my life miserable until I had to... I had to quit.”

Good for his ex. Torment him into unemployment. A man after my own heart. “So what did he do?”

Jimmy seemed surprised that I was showing an interest in his life after everything he’d done. He was a smart guy, so he could probably tell that I was taking pleasure in his misfortune. But he probably wasn’t smart enough to realize that I was also gathering information to use against him in the future.

After my horrible attack in high school, I wasn’t strong enough to get back at anyone. I was too busy trying to recover. But I was a different man now. A better man. Now, all I needed were a few pieces of intel and I could wreck him forever.

As I looked into his beautiful blue eyes, I couldn’t think of anything better than finding out exactly what he loved and stripping it from him.

How exciting, right?

“It was a construction company,” Jimmy explained. “Oscar, my ex... His family owned it. So after we broke up, he stopped sending me to any projects. I just had to sit in my desk all day and work on reports.”

“That’s it?”

“I hate sitting around. I’m good at the physical stuff.”

I could tell by his thick muscles.

“I was expecting something more... devious.”

He cocked an eyebrow. “Why?”

I realized I’d overshared. I changed the subject. “How’s Mike?”

Jimmy gulped loud enough for me to hear. That was the exact reaction I was going for.

“I... stopped talking to him after high school.”

“Really?” I said, feigning surprise. “I thought you two were best buds. Jimmy and Mike. The dream team.”

“Stop,” he said. It looked like he’d surprised himself with how loud his voice was. He quietly added, “Please.”

I knew that if I kept mentioning Mike, I ran the risk of scaring him off. I couldn’t help myself, though. “So you have no idea what he’s up to now?”

Jimmy stared at his lap. “He’s married. I think he’s a mechanic.”

“Oh,” I said. In a just world, Mike would be serving a life sentence in some high-security prison. 

“But he got really fat!” Jimmy added as if it was some kind of consolation. “Man, you should see him now. He’s at least 300 pounds. Probably more.”

Isn’t that the circle of life? The high school heartbreaker, ultra-popular prom king, turns into a fat slob by the time he’s 25.

Unfortunately, I liked my men on the bigger side, so I didn’t see his weight gain as some kind of cosmic punishment for what he did to me. Jimmy clearly did, though. He seemed genuinely disgusted.

Good to know. Perhaps that was the information I was waiting for.

“So you think he looks gross.”

“Yeah! Totally!”

“Fat people are really gross, huh?” I prodded him.

“He’s not just fat. He’s obese.”

“And that disgusts you?” I asked. You’re probably confused by my line of questioning, but I had a plan. I just needed a little more information.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. He glanced down at his little belly, then quickly diverted his eyes back to me. “That was one of the most frustrating parts about my job. When I was just sitting around all day, I started to get soft.”

“It’s not noticeable,” I lied.

He looked into my eye for a long moment. He was building up his courage. Then he said, “I am so, so sorry. For everything.”

“I’ve moved on. Everybody else did.”

“Not me,” he muttered. He straightened up in his seat. “I think about you a lot. I’ve wanted to reach out. So many times. But...”

“I understand,” I told him. Then, to twist the knife a little, I added, “Guilt can really eat at you, huh?”

He looked away.

And just like that, I had my plan for revenge.

Step one: Use his guilt.

Right now, he’d do anything I said. He desperately wanted me to say those three little words. “I forgive you.” As long as I withheld those, he’d do whatever I wanted.

Step two: Encourage him to eat.

I’d slowly worm into his life, building his trust. I’d make sure to see him as often as possible. Hell, we might even strike up a relationship. Despite his size, I was sure that he was the submissive type. Probably really good in bed, too. We’ll find out.

And every chance I got, I’d make sure he was eating. If he wasn’t hungry, I’d guilt him into eating. Should be easy.

Step three: Get him a job at my company.

I’d tell him that his work would be extremely physical, which was what he wanted. But I’d make sure to inundate him with paperwork. He’d sit on his ass all day, always with the constant promise that he’d get to the physical labor stuff as soon as he finished his desk work.

Of course, the desk work would never end. And I’d arrange for my assistant to keep supplying him with a steady stream of snacks. (I’d have to find out his snack food weaknesses, but that would be easy enough.)

I’d probably let him do a couple physical tasks each week, but just enough to keep up appearances.

Step four: Watch him grow.

This was the most exciting part of the plan. If the first three steps worked out, he’d get fat. It was inevitable. And if I worked extra hard, it would happen fast.

And that was it. That was my revenge.

I’d morph Jimmy into the thing he hated most: A fat guy. No, a morbidly obese guy. He said he despised sitting all day, not being able to move around. I’d make him so impossibly fat that he’d be physically unable to move around. I’d ruin him as much as he’d ruined me.

God, I felt so excited. All my adult life, I’d wrecked dozens of men for much lesser crimes. I’d also developed a hunger for plus-sized men. Those two parts of my life had never intersected before. I’d never used weight gain as revenge. But now I was, with the man I hated most. It was perfect.

“What’s wrong?” Jimmy asked.

I’d zoned out for a few seconds. “Nothing,” I said. “I’m just... a little hungry. Those eclairs looked really good, huh?”

“I’m actually more into donuts.”

Good to know.

“Actually, you’re right. Donuts sound better. Would you like some? I think I’ll order a bunch.” I got out of my chair, but Jimmy grabbed my arm. Just like I expected him to.

“No. Let me. It’s my treat.”

I sat back down, smiling. “Thank you
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