Out of Control

By Mollycoddles

You suck on the nozzle of the bong, inhaling deeply and letting the acrid smoke fill your lungs.  It doesn’t take long until you’re wasted, your mind reeling with euphoria.  Even a girl as big as you can get high pretty quickly. How big are you, anyway?  You have no clue anymore.  That might have worried you a month ago, a week ago, even ten minutes ago, but the marijuana high helps to dull the deep terror in your heart.  The terror that you’ve completely lost control of everything.

You need to stop smoking.

You need to stop drinking.

But, most of all, you need to stop eating.

You try to ignore it, but the blinking red light on your phone keeps catching your eye.  Someone’s left you a message.  It might be your parents, wondering why you haven’t talked to them in weeks. The last time you saw them, they noticed the changes in you.  Your growing apathy toward everything that wasn’t food, your growing appetite, your growing figure.  Maybe it’s one of your friends, worried about your new self-imposed seclusion.  They’ve stopped coming over as your circle of interests has grown smaller and smaller.  It wouldn’t be one of your professors – you’re just another face in that sea of faces to them; you’re positive that none of them noticed that you’d been coming to class less frequently over the course of the semester and certainly none of them would have noticed that you’d completely abandoned your classes in the last few weeks, since just around the same time that you stopped going into work.  Work.  That’s who probably left the message.  By now, there are probably multiple messages from your boss on there.  The first one is no doubt angry, demanding to know why you skipped your shift.  Maybe the second one is starting to get a little concerned.  If there’s a third one, it’s probably getting toward full-blown panic.  Where are you? Why did you disappear from life?
None of that matters anymore.  When did this start?  You’ve always been pudgy, you’ve always loved food.  But now that’s all that matters to you anymore.

Look at yourself.  Look at what you’ve become.  Just a fat bloated greedy pig who can’t stop herself.  Can’t stop eating, can’t stop indulging.

Back in high school, kids all knew Christina Tang as the perfect girl who got straight As.  You always knew, deep down, that you weren’t perfect.  But you tried your best.  Your parents always told you horror stories of other “perfect” kids who left home for college only to completely lose control – to fall into a downward spiral of drugs and drinking – and you promised that wouldn’t happen to you.
And now it has.

You barely recognize the body around you anymore.  You feel like a head surrounded by a stranger’s flab, just a tiny useless head attached to a growing mound of flesh.  A giant fat butter tub, inflating like an air mattress hooked up to a pump.  You came to college with a little bit of flab around your hips, but now your hips are buried under thick, insulating rolls of blubber like a big fat seal.  Your belly spreads out before you like a mountain, easing in and out slightly with your wheezing breaths.  You did it.  You ate yourself round.  You couldn’t stop yourself, couldn’t control your own urges, and you grew fat.  So fat.  So round.  You never would have imagined that you could get this fat.  And you’re still getting fatter and fatter.
Your breasts rest against the shelf of your massive belly.  Chinese girls like you aren’t supposed to grow huge hooters like these, you think sourly, but somehow it’s almost as if your body has run out of other places to store your fat.  The last time that you dared to step on your scale, you were definitely over 300 pounds.  You have no clue how far over, because that was your scale’s limit.  And so much of that extra weight went to your stomach. Your belly ballooned to its utmost limits until your body realized it needed to start piling new fat into your boobs, your hips, your ass, anywhere else before you just popped. 
The way you eat now, you’re honestly surprised that you haven’t popped yet.  No, that’s not right.  Bubbles pop.  Balloons pop.  When you finally blow, you’re not gonna pop.  You’re gonna explode.  Like a megaton bomb.  The idea would have frightened you just a few months ago, maybe even have jolted you into reassessing what you were doing, but now all you feel is grim resignation.  Come what may.  You don’t care, as long as it doesn’t interrupt your gluttony.
First, you stopped buttoning your jeans.  They were too tight, pinching into your new tummy and binding around your growing hips.  You just left your shirts untucked, hiding your open fly.  But you kept growing.  Soon you couldn’t just leave your pants unbuttoned – your swelling middle was pushing down the zippers, pushing them down too far to be covered by your untucked shirt, so people could see.  But even your shirts weren’t helping now, because your breasts started growing too.  And as they grew, your shirts started to rise, slowly turning into belly shirts and leaving that growing roll of pudge around your middle bare.  The allowance from your parents doesn’t include a big clothes budget – and, besides, you’re already spending everything that they insisted you spend on textbooks on food instead – so instead of buying bigger clothes, you switched to yoga pants and sweats.  Now that’s all you can wear.  It’s so embarrassing.  You stopped hanging out with your friends, always making excuses for why you can’t see them.  The real reason is that you’re so embarrassed by what you’ve become: a fat pig, an enormous whale, an inflating blimp who can’t fit into anything except ratty old sweat pants and sweat-stained tank tops.  And look at you.  You’re still growing, expanding more with every absurd binge, so pretty soon you’re sure that you’re going to split this last pair of sweatpants.  But what can you do? Stop eating? Absurd.  There’s no way that you can hold back now. The floodgates are open.  You can’t keep any food in the apartment because you’d eat it immediately.  Not that you even have the wherewithal to make a shopping trip to the grocery store.  No, now you rely entirely on take-out.  Pizza and Chinese mostly, but sometimes you shake things up.  Like tonight.  Tonight you ordered Indian.
Because that’s what you are: a glutton.  The marijuana flowing through your system is giving you a bad case of the munchies.  How much longer until that take-out order arrives?  Your belly grumbles in anticipation, although, from the size of it, more food is the last thing it needs.  You’re a glutton.  You were always a glutton, but now you can’t hide it anymore, can’t stop it.  All you want to do is eat.  It started subtly.  You skipped an early morning class because you were just to lazy to roll out of bed…and you really wanted to stay in and eat those leftover IHOP pancakes stashed in the freezer.  You sat and ate and ate and, even when you were full, you just felt compelled to clean your plate because you just loved the warm, tight feeling in your belly sooo much.  And that’s how it started.  You gave in to your natural gluttony and now you’re trapped.

Greedy, greedy, greedy.  You’re so greedy.  Sometimes you’re surprised at your own appetites.  You are completely consumed.

You flip on the television, just to hear some background noise.  Watching TV is still one of the few things that you do, since it requires almost no movement.  All you have to do is push a button and veg.  It’s one of the only things that hasn’t become harder as you’ve grown wider.  Getting your weed fix is getting harder, since you become winded and out of breath before you can inhale enough to get decently high.  Drinking is becoming harder, because you have to make that laborious trek to the bathroom afterwards to pee it all out.  Even eating is getting harder, since raising food to your mouth is such a chow.  But lying here, staring at the television, slack-jawed, drool oozing from your open mouth down your double chin, stranded like a fat beached whale? That you can do.  You barely pay any attention to the images on the screen, just letting them wash over you as your mind wanders to the upcoming meal.  You’re so hungry.  Why isn’t the food here?  You’re pathetic.  It’s barely been an hour since your last meal – when you devoured the last of the leftover pizzas from last night – but you’re already ravenous for the next.

Finally, the doorbell rings.  Thank God.  You thought you might start gnawing on your own fleshy arms. 
Now you actually have to go get the food.

You lean forward.  Even that is a chore.  You can feel the blood rushing to your head from that little bit of exertion.  You plant your knuckles into the couch cushions at your sides and push with all the strength that you still possess in your fat and untoned arms.  Slowly, awkwardly, you rise to your feet, joints popping and cracking.  Success.

You lumber to the door.  This is the only exercise you get anymore, beating this well-tread path between your couch and the doorway to retrieve take-out.  You open the door just enough to grab the plastic bag loaded with steaming take-out boxes from the delivery boy.  
This boy isn’t familiar to you.  Not that any of them are. They’re just a string of interchangeable food delivery units to you, but this one must be new because his face registers shock as he sees your body through the crack in the doorway.  You must look absurd.  What does he see?  An enormously obese Chinese girl, bronzed skin covered in sweat from the laborious trip from the couch, long black hair matted and disheveled since you didn’t have the energy or will to shower this morning, a giant fat gut bulging below the hem of your straining tank top, hanging over the crotch of your overloaded pink sweat pants.

He tries to initiate a conversation – nothing too fancy, just the standard “Good-evening-ma’am-here’s-your-food” banter – but you don’t have the patience.  You shove a crumpled-up wad of bills into his hand with a grunt.  
“Gimmie the food,” you mumble, grabbing at the plastic bag with your chubby, sausage-like fingers.

You’re only vaguely aware of how much money you handed over, but the delivery boy’s face lights up so it must be a generous tip.  Good.  That’s the one thing that still matters to you: keeping the delivery boys happy so that they keep coming.

Your generous tips will probably be your undoing, because you know your bank account is dwindling.  Since you stopped going to work, you’re relying entirely on your parents’ allowance and you know that’s not going to last forever.  They’re already getting suspicious about all the high food bills you’ve been incurring over recent months.  And even if they don’t have any clue how much you’re spending on weed and beer, they have to wonder how it’s possible to spend as much as you do on food.

You stumble back to the couch, dropping the plastic bag full of Styrofoam cartons onto the cushion next to you.  How much did you order? Vindaloo. Goat curry, butter chicken, two orders of naan bread.  Way too much for one person under normal circumstances, but nothing is normal about your appetite anymore.  Before you chow down, you make one last stop: You wobble over to the nearly empty fridge in the kitchen to retrieve yourself a couple beers.  Your overloaded joints creak as you squat down; you can feel your tremendous ass pushing against the seat of your jumbo-sized sweat pants with enough pressure that you’re positive they won’t survive.  But somehow you make it.  You’re squatting now, looking at the beer on the lowest shelf of the fridge, your knees unbuckled, your pants unsplit.  Thank God for small miracles.  You grab the six-pack.  You’ve been drinking more lately.  Somehow your appetite for alcohol is growing along with your appetite for food.  It’s all part of the same cycle of sin.  All your appetites are increasing.  What do you even do all day now?  You barely leave the apartment, hardly even bother getting dressed on most days.  You spend your days in a constant haze of food, booze, and marijuana.  All you want to do is eat, swig beer, puff on pot, and finger yourself.  Yes, that too.  In the rare instances that you’re not busy stuffing your fat face like a hog, you find your fingers constantly creeping down, squeezing under the fat rolls of your massive middle to rub your clit.  You can’t stop.  You’ve almost rubbed yourself raw, but you’re still horny all the time.  Reflecting on that is already starting to make you wet in your nethers, but you don’t have the energy to masturbate right now.  Besides, your belly is demanding satisfaction first.  Priorities.  You need to eat.  Then maybe you’ll rub one out, if you haven’t stuffed yourself into a stupor before that.

You waddle back to the couch, carrying the whole six-pack of cheap-ass Keystone beer.  How is it that your empty larder is always fully stocked with beer?  The last time that your friends were over, they must have brought it.  You never used to drink much, not until you started down this insidious path of gluttony and hedonism, so they just sat in the back of the fridge, unloved.  But now.  The new you loves the heady alcohol buzz, it helps to dull the knowledge of what’s happening to you, what’s happening to your body.

You pop the top off the first beer and swill it down, almost emptying the can in a single gulp.  You can feel the carbonated liquid filling out your stomach, the bubbles tickling all the way down and the alcohol adding a pleasant kick to your already buzzing marijuana high.

You flip open the first carton.  It turns out to be the goat curry.  It doesn’t matter. You start shoveling heaping, steaming spoonfuls into your mouth, eager to get as much inside your belly as fast as you can.  Finally, the incessant growling of your gut starts to quiet down, replaced by the gentle gurgle and grind of digestion.

You finish the first box before you’re even aware of it.  How could you possibly eat so much so fast?  You can feel your meal in your stomach, warm and tingly and oh-so-nice.  Honestly, you could stop eating now.  Your hunger is satiated.  But you never stop.  You’re fucking addicted.  You never know when to stop, you just eat until your belly is screaming, because you’re a fat stupid cow with no self-control, just a bottomless pit of a stomach.

Now you’re eating the vindaloo.  It’s spicy.  So spicy that beads of spread pop out along your hairline, roll down your forehead and around your ears.  You can see an emerging sheen of perspiration coating the tops of your breasts and, beyond them, your blimping belly.  You’re so hot and sweaty that you consider pulling off your tanktop and letting your heavy breasts flop freely.  But struggling out of your top would take too much effort, would distract you too much from your meal, so you decide against it.

As you eat, your belly grows in front of you.  Slowly at first, but you can feel it.  So much of your new extra weight has gone to your gut, so much that it flops onto your thick thighs when you sit, covering your lap.  Just in the last week, it’s finally split into two thick rolls, a deep crease forming right at the latitude of your navel so that your upper pot spills over to hide your belly button.  No one can even see your navel piercing anymore, hidden under rolls of soft new blubber.  As your stomach fills up with delicious Indian food, you can feel it pressing outwards.  Slowly, your stomach distends until that tell-tale belly crease starts to fade.  By the time you’re glutted, your belly is smooth and round, no trace of that belly fold at all except for a faint red line across your middle.
The vindaloo is done.  Was it spicy?  It must have been, but you’ve already forgotten.  You’re too lost in the pleasures of the moment to care.  Something that you ate mere moments ago feels like a vague memory of the far distant past.  Your friends, back when you still had some, used to criticize you for that. “You just ate, how can you want more?” You don’t understand that attitude.  Maybe you did once, back when you still had some dignity, some modicum of self-respect, some iota of self-restraint, but those days feel like a million years ago.  Why would anyone deny themselves the pleasure that comes with constant indulgence?  Why would anyone ever want to stop?
You finish off your second beer and your head is reeling.  If you weren’t so full of Indian food right now, you might just pass out on the couch.  But there’s too much girl now for  mere two beers to knock out.  You’re a fat girl now.  No, you’re beyond that.  You’re a big fat hog.  All you care about anymore is eating, filling your gut until you’re so enormous and round and bloated that you can barely breath.  You barely do anything anymore.  Even walking is getting harder; that trip to the door left you winded.  Last time that you pried yourself off the couch and waddled all the way to the bathroom, you had to stop to rest halfway down the hallway, leaning against the wall as you panted and gasped.  How did this happen?  When did you get so out of control?

Butter chicken.  So rich.  So creamy.  So good.  Your stuffed tummy is complaining; the gurgles no longer sound like contented digestion, they sound like angry protests.  Your own body is rebelling, telling you to stop, to slow down.  Fuck it.  No one and nothing tells you what to do.  Nothing will interfere with your pleasures.
You hoover it all down so fast you barely even taste anything, and already you’re looking around for more.  You sop up some more butter sauce with the last of the naan bread, but there’s plenty of sauce left.  What the hell.  You do something that would have, a mere week ago, been completely unthinkable.  You raise the bowl to your lips and slurp down the rich, creamy sauce, licking the plate until it’s clean.  Your belly is full now, puffed out with your feast.

Your eyes fall on the final carton. The second order of butter chicken.  You’re so full that you feel slightly sick, but there’s no stopping now.  You pick it up and place it on your gut, using your own fat paunch as a tray.  You’d be mortified if anyone could see you, but, luckily, you’re all alone.  You can feel your guts roiling in protest, struggling to handle this massive amount of food that you’re cramming into yourself.  But the pain of your overloaded belly just spurs you to greater feats of gluttony.  You feel the burning desire to get all this food inside you.  You need it.  
Do you dare?  You’re already so full.  You feel like a big fat hog, a sow that’s just completely glutted herself to busting at the trough.
But you’re powerless to stop.  Your greed is unstoppable.  You’re blowing up like a blimp, growing bigger and rounder everyday, and you just can’t see it ending.

You’re starting to slow down.  You can’t help it.  Even a fat cow like you has her limits.  But you power through.  More, more, more.  Before you know it, you’re slurping down the last of the sauce.  A girl with a weaker stomach than you would never be able to tolerate this rich sauce, but you’ve been eating so much garbage lately that your titanic tummy can handle anything. Maybe.  Another whining gurgle makes you wonder if maybe you’re at your limits after all.  You worry, briefly, if your skin has enough stretch.  Maybe this is finally it.  Maybe today is the day that you’ll finally eat too much, finally push yourself past even your greedy, gluttonous limits.  Your belly feels tight and tingly; you notice, for the first time, bright red stretchmarks along your flanks, radiating outwards from your belly button.  You’ve definitely been gaining too fast.

You need to slow down.

You need to stop.

Get a hold of yourself.  Get your appetite back under control.  Stop drinking.  Stop smoking.  Above all, stop eating.
Like right now.  You’ve had more than enough to eat.  Just stop.  Right now.  Put down the last carton of butter chicken.  Just put it down and leave it.  Put it down before you burst.

You can’t eat it all.  You’re too full.  You’re going to explode.  You can feel your sweat pants stretched tight around your legs and thighs like a second skin.  You keep eating and the best that can happen is you’ll split your seat.
Your brain keeps saying that, but you don’t believe it’s true.  You must not believe it because you don’t stop.  You just keep eating and eating and eating.  And you’re going to keep getting fatter and fatter and fatter.

The flashing light on your answering machine catches your eye again.  Who could that be?  Now that you’re full of food, your brain can finally ponder something other than when your next meal is scheduled.  You don’t want to deal with it, but curiosity finally gets the better of you.  Belching and groaning, you scoot your fat ass down the couch just enough that you can reach the play button on your answering machine.  You press play, then roll over onto your back, moaning, your belly rising in the air above you like a mountain.  The message starts to play as you struggle to peel your sweat-soaked tank top off, giving your boobs and belly some air.
“Christina? Is that you?  I know you’re there.  It’s me, Mom.  Look, Christina, I don’t know what’s going on with you.  Please.  Pick up the phone.  We’re so worried about you.  About what you’re doing to yourself.  We just.. we just want you to get better.  Just call us.  We’ll pay for the therapy.  We won’t say a word about your wei… we won’t say anything.  Your father wants to cut you off, but I just can’t do that.  I just can’t abandon my baby girl like that.  Christina, please.  Please just call us.”

The message ends as you finally get the tangled shirt over your head, your twin volleyball-sized melons striking against your stuffed upper belly with a pair of wet slaps.  You belch again, forcefully expelling enough gas that you don’t feel quite as burstingly full.   Lying down, your gut flops out on the couch next to you.  You try to get comfortable, but it’s impossible.  You’re too full.  Your sweatpants are tangled around your flabby legs, sliding down over your wide ass as you flop around on the sofa in a desperate bid to find some position where you won’t be putting any pressure on your distended gut.
You struggle to blink back tears. That message from your mother hit you harder than you expected.  She seems to know more than you thought she did.  She knows that you’re throwing away your life now for cheap thrills. She knows that you’re trapped.  Maybe she doesn’t know about the pot or the beer, but she must know about the food.  Why else would you be such a manatee now?   
You could call her.  She might be able to help you.  Get you back on the right track.  Certainly you were on the right track for all the years that you lived with your parents.  It’s only now, that you’ve gone off on your own, that you’ve lost your way.  On your own, you succumbed to temptation.

But you just can’t go back.  Your wandering hand slides over the bulk of your overloaded middle, squeezing great handfuls of fresh new blubber, before moving down into the crotch of your sweatpants.  One more pleasure.  Just one more.  Always just one more.

There are still more beers to finish, and, again your better judgment, you reach out to grab one.  Might as well.  What’s to stop you now?  You pop the top and start sipping, even though you’re already bloated beyond belief.  Even for you, you’re way beyond full.  

What would your parents think if they saw you now?  They might think they can help you, but they haven’t seen what you’ve become.  The last time that they saw you, you were just beginning your transformation from golden child to slob.  You came home for winter break, and they both noticed that you’d started to go soft around the edges.  They didn’t hassle you about that.  But they noticed something more than just the extra pounds.  Your attitude was different, worrying.  They asked you about your studies, but you evaded their questions.  You were still going to class at that point, but your grades were already slipping because you skipped too many lectures.  You were in the student union serruptitiously scouring their all-you-can-eat salad bar when you should have been taking notes.  You remember the guilt you felt the first time.  But that guilt soon gave way to a dizzying thrill as you discovered more and more sinful pleasures to consume your attention.  The late night parties. The one night stands.  You left behind your straight-laced past for the party girl life. For a little while.  But soon you found that you loved the drugs, the booze, the food – but the people jus got in the way.
Now look at you.  Lying on the sofa, too full to do anything, just a big fat whale.  Swollen with all your overindulgence like an overfilled balloon, like a jelly donut pumped with too much jelly.  Your hand in your pants feverishly rubs against your clit, stimulating yourself even as you continue to guzzle beer.  Every sip adds the tiniest bit of bloat to your already impressive girth, pushing your mammoth gut out further, pressing against your arm and pushing it out, making it harder to reach.  The bigger you get, the harder it is to masturbate.  You really should stop, but the alcohol feels so good… and you just love that full up feeling.  If you keeping growing, someday soon you won’t be able to reach at all.  Then what?  You imagine a future down this dark path.  Eventually, you’ll be too big to get off the couch.  Too big to move.  You should be horrified, but you can’t bring yourself to care.  Your mother’s phone message might have momentarily shocked you back to reality, but you’re already back to your old habits, only worrying about the present, no thought to the future.  
You grunt as you increase the tempo of your strokes, building to an explosive crescendo.  Your orgasm is so powerful that you moan out loud, long and loud, before collapsing into a spent heap.  You’re gasping.  Just fingering yourself is so tiring.  You might actually become too lazy to masturbate before you become too fat to masturbate.  

Your cheeks are flushed.  Your whole body is wet with sweat, sliding off you in sheets to soak the couch beneath you.  For once, you feel satisfied.  With your belly full of food, a combined alcohol/pot buzz in your head, and a post-orgasmic tingle still reverberating between your legs, you actually feel satiated for once.  How long has it been since the last time that you actually felt satisfied? You can’t remember.  It’s All you want to do is lie here before, but you know it won’t be long before the cravings start again.  You’re fed your desires too freely and now they won’t stay contained.
You realize dimly that you’ve finished off the entire take-out meal, so you won’t have anything to eat for breakfast in the morning.  You’ll have to order out again when you wake up.  You hope there’s still enough money in the bank account for just one more meal; that’s what you hope everyday, after every meal.  Oh no.  You knew it wouldn’t last.  The thoughts of your next meal are already stirring the familiar lust inside you, the lust for more.  You’re still absolutely glutted like a pig.  Maybe it’s a good thing that there’s nothing more to eat, because you wouldn’t be able to stop yourself.  Even as full as you are, your stretchmark-lined belly as tight and hard as a bowling ball, you would still eat if you could.  Only circumstances are protecting you from yourself.

The sound of the TV in the background is soothing.  You still have no clue what’s on screen.  Lulled by the white noise, you eventually pass out on the couch.  Soon you’re snoring. Tomorrow will be a new day, but you know what it will bring.
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