
Losing Weight Via Gastric Bypass 

 

My spouse (same-sex, male) and I have lived in Massachusetts for the past several years. 

Our social circle consists in large part with other gay men, most of whom are in relationships, 

who are also of large stature. When my spouse and I met, we were average-sized, but over the 

years, we put on quite a bit of weight. As a case in point, I was a size 34-inch waist when we 

met, but at the onset of 2011, I was up to a size 44-inch waist, and even those pants grew tight. 

Buying clothes became a tricky endeavor, and I reached the point where I had only three pairs of 

pants that I could wear to work. Ultimately, I reached the point where I knew that dieting and 

exercise would never be enough for me, and I had to take the next step. 

I told my spouse that I wanted to get information about weight loss surgery, and I was 

surprised when my spouse told me that he wanted to have the surgery too. In my eyes, my spouse 

was not heavy enough to qualify for the surgery. We received a recommendation about a local 

doctor, so on a cold January evening, we went to an information session in a hospital auditorium. 

I was surprised to see so many heavy people, much heavier than I was. We sat through a two-

hour information session about the different types of weight loss surgery available. 

 Excited, we made a joint-appointment to further our weight loss surgery. Our doctor gave 

us a checklist of appointments and assignments to complete prior to the surgery being scheduled. 

One of the assignments was to attend two support group meetings, so we chose to attend the 

group that was for men only. When we went to these support meetings, pre-surgery, we 

discovered that we were the only gay men present in a room that contained some very heavy 

men. My spouse and I were quite shocked to discover that these men had already had the weight 

loss surgery. Later, we spoke to our doctor about this, and he told us that most men, 

unfortunately, wait until they were morbidly obese (and beyond) before they even considered 

surgery. Some of the men, though, were so thin that I could barely look at them. Physically, they 

stuck out like sore thumbs. However, they would show people photographs and images on their 

phones of their “before” sizes, which were enormous.  

 Even though my spouse and I went to our appointments together, when we reached the 

end of the process, our insurance gave me approval a month before they gave him approval. 

(There is no valid reason why this happened.) We decided that since I had my approval, I should 

get the surgery first, and then when his approval came through, he would go forward. 

 Although I knew, at some level, what the surgery would accomplish, I did not really 

believe that the surgery would work. At my heaviest, I weighed 275 pounds. I could not even 

fathom weighing ten pounds less than what I weighed.  

 I had the surgery, and luckily, I never experienced pain afterward. I was dehydrated a bit 

when I left the hospital, but otherwise, I was fine. My spouse had the surgery one month later, 

and he also was free of any complications. 

Both of us lost weight rapidly and ended up donating most of our clothing, which rapidly 

became too big and unshapely. Although I enjoyed fitting into smaller sizes, I grew frustrated by 

how often my size changed. The new pants that I would buy that fit right no longer fit me a 

month later.  

 About six months after the surgery, my spouse and I plateaud at 180 pounds. My spouse 

is 7 inches taller than I am, so the weight distribution is a bit different. After attending a party 

together, we later discovered that people had been furtively accosting the hosts about his health. 

He had lost so much weight that people were commenting on how gaunt he appeared and 

wondering whether he had cancer. I, on the other hand, appeared “healthy.” 



 When I look back at photographs from a year ago, I am amazed at how obese my spouse 

and me were. At the time, he never looked big to me, but the photographs tell a different story. 

We are now thinner than we were in our wedding photographs. My body size is now comparable 

to when I was a freshman in high school. 
 


