Off the Leash
By Mollycoddles


Poor Aunt Karen!  It really wasn’t her fault.  She tried so hard to be a good aunt, to take care of her niece.  She couldn’t have known what she was getting into, what she was letting me do to myself.  


Sure, my mom warned her.  But she didn’t take the warning seriously. Why should she? Why would she even believe my mom’s ridiculous story that she needed to watch me like a hawk, to make sure that I didn’t ruin my diet? After all, I was 19 years old.  Old enough to know better, right?  Old enough to run my own life.

Let me back up here.

So my name is Tasha, I was 19 when this story began, just graduated high school and on my way to college. I’m a naturally chunky girl, wide around the middle and wide around the bottom, with short dark hair and pale white skin.  A lot of people think I look kind of goth, and I have such a natural goth appearance that I might have actually tried it out, if goth was still a thing.  But I’m not really much of anything, except an eater.

In spite of all my parents’ best efforts, my secret gluttony had plumped me up to a quite hefty 170 pounds by the time this story begins.  

My parents were always harping about my weight ever since I was a little girl, always controlling everything that I ate.  All my portions were measured out carefully, all my spending money limited, all to make sure that I didn’t end up the dreaded F-word. Fat. But even that couldn’t harness my natural chubbiness. Some girls are just naturally hefty, you know?
Now I was leaving for college at the University of Californa Los Hermanos.  School didn’t start til September, but I was going to spend the summer with my Aunt Karen who lived in town. It would be easier to get acquainted with the area and learn my way around.

“Tasha, be careful there. You keep eating like that and one of these days, you’re gonna explode.”
I could feel myself blush brightly at my mother’s warning.  I was so intent on my own thoughts that I had unconsciously hoovered up my salad.  My mother sat across the table from me, picking at her own salad.  What a paltry lunch! How could this small pile of iceberg lettuce be enough to satisfy a growing girl?  I’d heard that warning from my mother so many, many times but it never failed to set me off.  How could it not?  Okay, let’s face it. I wasn’t just chubby because of genetics.  It was because I loved to eat.  More than anything, I was a glutton, an insatiable piggy who loved the siren call of food so deeply and so completely that I could think of almost nothing else.

Even now I was wondering if I could change my major to culinary arts.  What a wonderful life that would be! To be surrounded by food, glorious food, all the time! What heaven!  My tummy, sunken and empty but still coated with a shallow layer of pudge, grumbled. 

My parents tried their best to restrain my appetites, thinking that I was just too weak-willed to resist temptation.  Little did they know.  I just didn’t want to resist temptation.  To me, nothing was more delicious, more sinful, more glorious than to indulge in the forbidden pleasures of the palate --- but where other gourmands might slow down their binges once they started to feel satiated, that was only the beginning for me.  The full-up feeling after a good gorge – that effervescent sensation of a belly filled to the very brim, so completely packed with treats that one would think oneself incapable of eating even one more nibble… and then eating more.  I could never get enough, because, for me, too much was just the beginning.  
Could I actually explode?  Surely not. That was just something that people said to try and scare me, to make me stop in the middle of a meal and feel bad.  But I found it hard to feel bad when her belly was full and everything felt oh so good. Mom and Dad were always trying to scare me because they seemed to think that the worst thing in the world would be to have a fat daughter.
After lunch, Mom escorted me to the gate and we waited until they announced the plane was boarding.  She hugged me close and whispered her version of a goodbye in my ear:

“You promise me that you’ll watch your waistline while you’re living with your Aunt Karen?”

“Yes, Mom,” I said dutifully.  

I got on the plane. There was no in-flight meal, but they offered me some honey-roasted peanuts. I was about to refuse when I remembered that Mom wasn’t here with me. No one was here with me. Who was there to tell me that I couldn’t eat them? To tell me that I needed to watch my waistline? Yes, I will have some peanuts after all. I accepted the small snack and devoured it, savoring the delicious salty-sweet flavor.  It gave me a little smile that sustained me all the way to Los Hermanos.

*** 

Karen hadn’t seen me since I was a toddler, so she didn’t immediately recognize the chubby young woman at the airport. She could barely recognize this pale, plush girl with short bobbed black hair framing a round chubby face.  
Karen looked a lot like my mom, just a little bit younger and lot more smiley.  As soon as she figured out who I was, she started waving like a maniac, her wrist bangles jangling like crazy. Oh, yeah, Aunt Karen wore a lot of bangles. My mom had warned me that she was one of those artsy types who thrive in beach communities.

“Wow, Tasha! I can’t believe it’s you!” she gushed, “I haven’t seen you since… well, since you were a baby! My, you’ve really grown!”

“Heh, I guess.” I was used to people using that as a nice way to comment on my weight, but I think Karen literally meant it for real… I certainly had grown since I was a baby.

Aunt Karen led me out of the airport to her car in the lot, a little Volkswagon bug painted rainbow colors. Wow. Karen really was a crazy artist.

“You excited for college in the fall?”

I shrugged. “Yeah, I guess. I’m not sure what I’m gonna major in, though.”

“Well, what do you like to do?”

Why lie? “Eat.”

Karen laughed. “Yeah, well, who doesn’t? Your mom was going on about that on the phone the other day.”
“I’ll bet.”

“Yeah, she had some crazy notion that I should monitor your eating or something. I love my sister, but she’s such a control freak.”

I perked up. Maybe this summer wasn’t going to be so bad! I expected Karen to be just like mom, but this was new.

“She kinda is,” I agreed, “Um, does that mean you’re NOT going to monitor my eating?”

“What? Of course not. You’re practically an adult, why would I do that? Don’t tell your mom, though, I don’t want a big lecture about how I’m letting you run wild or anything.”

We both laughed.  Oh yes, I agreed, this summer would just be our little secret.  I stared out the window, watching trees and telephone poles whizz past. I felt a sudden elated, giddy feeling. Could this be real? Could it be that I actually had escaped Mom’s control?

I shouldn’t have taken advantage of Aunt Karen’s naivete, but how could I resist?  It was the first time that I’d really been out of the nest and I just couldn’t help myself.  It’s not like I was just some dumb kid. At least Karen understood that, unlike my parents.  Ever since I was a kid, my parents had been completely controlling about every aspect of my life – my grades, my clothes, especially my diet.  I guess they must have figured it out early, that I like to eat.  A lot.
They warned Karen to keep me on a tight leash. To not let me eat too much.  Poor Karen.  She just thought they were being overly protective.  Surely she didn’t need to deny me food. After all, I am an adult.  What kind of adult needs their parents to restrict their mealtimes?

A very greedy one.

***

I spent the day unpacking and putting away my things, then exploring the house and the neighborhood. There was a strip mall only a block away, with an ice cream parlor and a hole-in-the-wall taqueria. I made a mental note of them, my stomach rumbling at the thought. But Karen had asked me to be home in time for dinner and I didn’t want to get on her bad side my first night here.

Karen wasn’t a great cook; I instantly recognized the tuna casserole she had made as coming from a Betty Crocker cookbook.  But that wasn’t the important thing. The important thing was that Karen served herself and then HANDED THE SERVING SPOON TO ME.

Mom never did that. Mom always served me a tiny sliver and then held tightly onto the serving spoon so that I couldn’t snatch seconds.

“I can just take… what I want?”

“Of course. Jeez, Tasha, your mom really had you on a short leash, huh? Don’t worry, that’s not how we do things in this house. Just go ahead!”
I scooped a heaping helping of tuna casserole onto my plate, nearly twice as much as Karen had taken.  I stabbed my fork into the hot steaming mess and shoved the first bite into my mouth. Rich and gooey! Delicious! My eyes nearly rolled back into my head at the thought… I could eat everything on my plate! It was all for me!  I didn’t hesitate again.  I gobbled it all down and went back for seconds… then for thirds…. It was all too good! More, more, more… eat and eat! I couldn’t stop myself, I was like a junkie getting a hit of their drug and I was powerless to resist.  I could feel dinner filling up my sunken tummy, restoring my flabby middle to its full glory, the delightful warm full-up feeling that I’d missed for so long finally returning. Oh this was heaven!

I didn’t stop until the casserole dish was empty and my belly was full full FULL! My stomach pushed outwards, a tiny mound pressing tightly against the waistband of my skirt.

I leaned back in my chair, patted my swollen tummy, and belched loudly. Karen blinked in surprise.

“Tasha! What do you have to say for yourself?”

“Excuse me,” I said, staring at the ground and twiddling my thumbs. “Sorry, Aunt Karen, I’m just… I’m just a big eater.”

“Hmm.” Karen raised an eyebrow. Could it be that she suspected the truth? Oh well, confession time.

“But it’s more than that,” I continued.  “A lot of girls have healthy appetites.  My problem is that I just love that full up feeling.  There’s nothing better than really indulging, filling yourself with food until you simply can’t eat another bite and then eating another bite.”

“Huh,” said Karen, “I understand.” She didn’t look like she understood at all. 
“You’re not mad, are you?” I asked.

“Why would I be mad about that?” asked Aunt Karen. “I’m not here to tell you how to live your life.”

Of course, that was just the beginning…

Karen said that she wasn’t going to tell me how to live my life, but it didn’t take long for Karen to start getting nervous.  She could tell that I was already filling out.  I spent my entire allowance on food, hopping from one greasy spoon to another, sampling every cuisine I could, gorging myself to the limits whenever I had a spare moment. I would leave the house early in the morning and only return for dinner, clutching my painfully distended stomach as I sat down across from Karen at the dinner table to force in one last meal before I would collapse into bed.  And then slumber fitfully til breakfast… unless I happened to wake up in the middle of the night craving a midnight snack.  What a wonderland!  What a heavenly way to live!  I had never dreamed that there was such freedom, such joy in the world!  The entire world was my buffet now and now one was going to stop me from sampling everything that I could.

The changes started quickly.  No surprise, really.  My clothes were starting to pinch. I had to do a wiggle dance to pull my jeans over my swelling hips and suck in my tubby gut to get them buttoned.  That was just the start. I knew I would be popping buttons and splitting seams soon, but what could I do? Buy new clothes? That would just cut into my food budget. No, I would just wait until the situation was absolutely unbearable before I would do that.
At dinner, Karen stared at me, biting her lip to avoid saying something about my sky-rocketing weight.  I was edging up on 250 pounds and I’d only been living here one month. That was ridiculous! How could a girl gain that much weight in a month, you ask? It’s just impossible! Maybe but… somehow I did it. Between my constant snacking between meals and my constant gorging at meals, I managed to just absolutely blow up. Of course, that wasn’t intentional.  An unfortunate side effect of my new hedonistic lifestyle, but a small price to pay. Karen wanted to say something, I could tell by the way she eyed my ballooning paunch whenever I returned home from another gustatory excursion.  But she didn’t want to look like a hypocrite after that big welcoming speech she had given me about not wanting to control my life. Ha! I couldn’t help but feel like I was taking advantage of her hospitality and her good faith. But how could I be expected to help myself after all those years of denial?
Karen certainly couldn’t understand it. Over 100 pounds in a month! Was that even humanly possible? I was gaining so fast that it was almost supernatural. It was like all those years of repressed desires were bursting worth in the form of new poundage, turning every delicious calorie into new flab. It was insane! But the deluge of new tastes made my head swim, so I barely gave my expanding size any thought.

By the time school started, I might be too fat to even walk. Karen would probably have to roll me into the registration office like a massive juicy blueberry, just like the Oompa Loompas in that Charlie and the Chocolate Factory movie. Heh, the idea should have been enough to scare me into better behavior. But it didn’t.  Because I just didn’t care what happened, how big I got, as long as I got to keep eating.
It was getting harder to lug around all this extra weight in the summer heat, so I switched to shorts and T-shirts and flip-flops.  Flip-flops were great, since I could just slip them on without having to worry about bending over to tie my shoes.  Tying my shoes wasn’t exactly hard to do, but it was inconvenient with my growing belly squishing between my chest and my knees when I leaned over.  Even dressed down, I was cooking through my new blubber in the California heat.  I was sweating buckets, leaving big wet spots of perspiration wherever I sat down.

I eventually gave up on zipping my shorts altogether, leaving my shirts untucked to cover my open fly.  At least until my belly grew so large that my shirts began to turn into crop-tops, slowly sliding up the arc of my wobbling gut.  It was only a matter of time before they just turned into boob tubes, but, by then, my belly sagged low enough over my crotch to hide the fact that I couldn’t zipper my shorts. Problem solved! Back to eating.

Walking was getting to be a hassle too, but there wasn’t much I could do about that. The calories I consumed through my constant gorging were way more than I could ever hope to burn just by waddling my way down to the corner burger joint.  I guess I would just have to put up with the tyranny of walking – the growing prickly itch where my voluminous thighs rubbed together, the expanding wet patches that appeared under my armpits and between the folds of my belly and soaked through my shirt. Not to mention that just walking was beginning to be a strain on my lungs, leaving me huffing and puffing! I hated to think about how my heart was handling all this extra poundage, but I tried not to think about it.

And to think I owed it all to Aunt Karen, poor trusting Aunt Karen! My parents would be furious with me, but they would be more furious with the responsible adult that had let me blow up like this.  My silly parents probably still thought I was a dumb kid, not smart enough to make decisions. Little did they know, this was all my choice!  Maybe my weight was out of control, maybe I couldn’t stop eating, maybe I really was on my way to bursting one of these days just like my mother always said.  But it was my choice.  I love food and I choose to eat.

Karen tried to subtly discourage my gluttony.  

“Do you want to do anything today?” she’d ask. “We could go somewhere..”

“No, I’ll just hang out here, maybe explore the neighborhood,” I would say. That meant spend the day at the soft serve ice cream place at the beach or the pizza joint down the street or the tacqueria at the strip mall…. Anywhere that served food, food, food. That was all that mattered! Food was like a secret lover to me, my jaunts to local eateries were like clandestine rendezvous.  How naughty!

Karen even cut off my allowance – she made up a story about needing to save money for something or other, but I knew the real reason – but it didn’t matter. I still had access to my bank account, and all the money that mom had put in there in preparation for college. And now I was blowing all my tuition money on food!  Any normal girl could never have wasted so much cash on just eating, but I was eating… what? Eight meals a day? They weren’t really meals, though, since I never stopped eating. It was technically just one, long, never-ending meal every day. And that’s why I just kept plumping and plumping and plumping.
It finally came to a head toward the end of the summer.  

It was a hot day in August.  I had bought a triple scoop ice cream cone and sat on the balcony, lazily licking the melting ice cream as it dribbled over my pudgy hand.  I was pushing 300 pounds by now, 300 pounds of pure fat girl lard packed into booty shorts and crop tops designed for a girl half my size. And it was only, what, less than two months? This was crazy, this was far beyond anything that could happen in reality, yet I just kept growing.
Karen came out onto the balcony and leaned against the railing, turning to eye me. I shifted my bulk in the metal folding lawn chair, my blubber oozing out to either side of the seat, the chair creaking in response.  By now my gut sat on my thunder thigh, a big pale avalanche of flesh spilling out of my straining crop top and reaching nearly to my chubby knees.  My boobs had grown several cup sizes, vast bloated orbs that threatened to burst the seams on my croptops. I could tell from Karen’s shocked expression that she wasn’t sure if I was wearing anything below the waist; my belly and love handles must be covering everything down there.
“Hey Karen,” I said, licking some sticky ice cream residue off my hand before reaching down to heft my gut. “Don’t worry, I’ve got some shorts under here. See?” I lifted the thick slab of marbled blubber resting in my lap as much as I could with one hand, so that she could glimpse the shredded shorts beneath.  She might have noticed that the fly was open, because I couldn’t even zip them anymore. This big belly was just too cumbersome and unwieldy and got in the way of everything! It wasn’t just that I was too fat for my shorts now.  My gut was so big that I couldn’t even see my shorts over the titanic swell of my belly, so I had to reach under my potbelly and grope around until I could find the button and hole by touch.  What a hassle! It wasn’t even worth the effort of trying, since I knew it was a hopeless cause from the start.
“Oh… good. Ahem. Actually, Tasha, that’s sort of what I want to talk to you about…”

Oh no. Here it comes.  I knew it would happen eventually. I guess I couldn’t expect Karen to actually put up with this forever.

“Tasha, I hate to be a killjoy, but… Jesus, Tasha, your eating is out of control!”

I looked at her, wide-eyed. “Aunt Karen, you said that you trusted me to live my life! You said you weren’t going to try and control me like my parents did!”

“Yeah, but Tasha… you gotta be reasonable! You’re eating 24/7 and… you’ve gained a lot of weight.  In fact, I’m not sure HOW you’ve managed to gain so much weight.  It’s been less than three months and you… you look like you’ve just exploded! You’re as big as a house now.  Um, no offense.”

Poor Karen! She really didn’t want to have to say this. But maybe that meant I could bluff my way out of this? I just gotta turn on the waterworks. I gave Karen my most hurt puppydog expression. I even added in a little sniffle.

“You lied to me! You’re JUST like my mom!”

Karen opened her mouth to protest, but quickly shut it.  I could tell that I had struck a nerve.  Karen hated to be compared to her stick-up-the-ass older sister.  Maybe I’d said the right thing to get her off my back?

“I’m NOT my sister,” she said sharply, “And I am not trying to control you. I’m just saying… maybe you should slow down. For your own good. You’ve gained a lot of weight in just one summer.  What’s going to happen to you when you start school?”

I shrugged, turning my attention back to the ice cream. It wasn’t gonna eat itself, after all!

“C’mon, Tasha, don’t be like that! I’m just concerned for you!”

“No, you’re not! You’re just worried that my mom is going to yell at you!”

Karen’s face fell.  Yup, she was DEFINITELY concerned about that.  What a dilemma!  My mom had tried to warn her about what would happen if she let me eat what I wanted. And Karen had ignored her.  Poor Karen had no idea what she was getting into, that I would just eat and eat and eat forever if she let me.  What was she going to say to my mom? “Sorry, Sis, I know you told me to watch what Tasha ate, but instead I let her eat herself into obesity.” Yeah, that was a bad situation to be in. And, of course, I wasn’t even halfway done yet. There was still more time in the summer, more restaurants to try, more food to eat.  I stroked the soft, jiggly blubber hanging off my flanks, reveling in the feel of that warm squishy flesh. Yes, I made that.  I just couldn’t say no to food.  I knew I probably should have stopped eating long ago, stopped stuffing my fat face at every opportunity, stopped glutting like a pig being fattened up for slaughter. I was like a hog gleefully eating her way to ever more massive sizes, completely oblivious to the dire fate in store.  A fatted pig, of course, would be carted off to the slaughterhouse when she grew wide enough. I was in for a fate worse than that: a huge lecture from my mom!
Of course, my mom wasn’t here yet. Karen was too scared to confront my mother, so she obviously hadn’t even mentioned my skyrocketing weight in their few phone conversations this summer.  I wouldn’t see Mom again until… what, Thanksgiving? And I didn’t intend to stop reveling in my new freedom when school started, so I might be 500 or even 600 pounds by the time I saw her again! Imagine that! What an embarrassment to have a daughter that obese. I’d be bigger and fatter than the turkey they planned to serve.  
If I even lasted that long. I remembered back to Mom’s ominous warnings about the dangers of overeating: “Tasha, be careful there. You keep eating like that and one of these days, you’re gonna explode.”

For so long, that was just something that Mom said anytime you caught me getting a little too excited about a meal, a little too eager to shove some new food into my mouth. An idle threat. But now I was eating so much, too much, all around the clock, my belly always tight and full and warm and STUFFED to bursting. It felt like detonation was becoming more and more of a possibility with every indulging meal. I chomped into my ice cream cone, feeling the cold confection slip down my throat and pool in my overloaded gut, giving me a delightful case of the shivers. Hmm.  I patted my gut, feeling its new heft and fullness.  Jesus. How did I get so fat? It really did feel like some divine punishment for my extreme gluttony, a gain so pronounced and unusual that it was meant as a wake-up cal from forces beyond, a warning of things to come…. But I was ignoring it. I was still eating, still growing, becoming so round and plush that none of my clothes fit. I would have to go shopping soon, get a new wardrobe. Then again… if I was just gonna explode like an overinflated balloon some time in the near future, then what was the point of buying new outfits?

Karen was still talking. I guess I did feel a little bad for her, since it was inevitable she was gonna get chewed out by my mom. Maybe even worse than I was gonna get chewed out. After all, Karen was the responsible adult who allowed this to happen, who just stood by and watched as I inflated like a zeppelin. Ha. If I did actually burst like a balloon at some point, mom would REALLY read her the riot act! “Tasha just popped? How could you let my daughter eat herself to bursting?” That was an amusing image. But not enough to dissuade me from my path.

This life of indulgence was too good. I was definitely not going home again. This is what I would do from now on, eating what I wanted, when I wanted, as much as wanted. I would just keep growing bigger and bigger, til I was as fat as a pig, as huge as a hippo. What could I do with my life if I was literally 1000 pounds? Get a job at a circus sideshow? Who cared? Somehow I couldn’t bring myself to care about my weight. Let it rise. I was concerned only with the pleasures of the feast, the pleasures which had been denied me for too long. I did not intend to miss out on any more time.
I was going to eat and eat and eat forever.

Karen was STILL talking. Poor Karen. I guess I owed her something for letting this happen, for giving me this first taste of what life would be like off of the leash.  She couldn’t know how good this life of eating felt. If she did, she would probably be a lot fatter herself after all!

I pushed the remaining nub of the ice cream cone into my mouth and chewed laboriously, my plump cheeks bulging. The cold metal beams of the folding chair pressed deeply into the soft pink flesh of my meaty legs and gargantuan ass. My belly sat in my lap in three distinct, thick jelly rolls. I’ve gained so much weight that I’m built like a rotund little barrel now. Not a bad look. But I could probably stand to be bigger. No reason to stop eating now.

Karen was ranting:  “I mean, if you gain over 100 pounds in a summer, how are you gonna deal with the freshman 15? It’ll be more like the Freshman 500 with your eating habits!”

I blinked. That got my attention. “The Freshman what?”

“The Freshman 15.  You know, that old story about how you gain 15 pounds when you start college.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Why do you gain 15 pounds?”

“Cuz of all the unlimited food. You know, you’re on a meal plan, you get to go into what’s basically an all-you-can-eat buffet twice a day.  A lot of kids aren’t used to that and they tend to overindulge. Oh no…”

Karen trailed off.  She must have seen the greedy gleam in my eye.  An all-you-could-eat-buffet! Twice a day! And it would be free! I think I’m going to like college….
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