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Unconventional
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I lean against the wall in Alan's apartment and drink my 2:00 shake. I don't chug this one, instead going for slow, manageable sips.

(This might be too much detail, but I usually chug my morning shakes, sip my afternoon ones, and let Alan funnel down the evening ones. It's a process I developed over the last two years to keep me on track.)

Anyway, I'm against the wall, milkshake sliding down my throat. I'm blissful. I use my free hand to rub my hanging belly.

I know I look unconventional to you. I'm morbidly obese, but my fat isn't... What's the word? Evenly distributed? I think it's because of whatever supplements Alan puts in my hourly milkshakes. Hormones and junk.

He doesn't tell me what's in them and I don't ask. 

I'm so used to my body shape now that I sometimes forget how I look to other people. Alan doesn't take me out a lot, preferring to invite his rich friends over to the mansion. 

All his friends know exactly what I look like. (Alan sends them photos and videos from our home cameras. They're never surprised by any of this.) They're so complimentary. And affectionate. 

For nearly every waking moment of my pampered life, I feel happy and loved and sexy as hell.

But then there are flashes, like right now, when reality crashes down on me. I just finished my last sip of shake. (That's usually when these moments strike.) I'm scratching the top of my belly. I'm feeling parts of me wobble. And I get this horrible certainty in the pit of my massive stomach that something's wrong.

My belly shouldn't be shaped like this. I shouldn't even have a belly at all. The old me would've been horrified by what I look like now. He would've screamed for me to leave Alan forever, to never touch another one of Alan's milkshakes. He'd slap me across the face and tell me that these shakes are messing with my mind as well as my body.

These are the thoughts rushing through my brain as I scratch my wobbling, lumpy gut.

Then I burp, the milkshake taste rising up the back of my throat, and those dark thoughts disappear.

I'm happy with my unconventional life. I have everything I need.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Sitting at the Bar
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The bearded bartender looks up at me. He heard me coming, but this is the moment he actually sees me. His eyes dart to my soft chest.

Then, not so subtly, he leans over the bar to get a better look at the thick wedge of fat wrapped around my middle.

He bites his lip.

Feels good to be appreciated. I used to get this kind of attention when I was skinny. Then those lip-biting looks dried up when I got chubby. But now... they're back again.

"You know we have a 'no shirt, no shoes, no service' policy," he says.

"Oh."

"But I'm the owner. I'll make an exception."

I order a pina colada. Not the kind of drink to get at a bar like this, but since I just walked from the beach, I was in the mood. A couple of those'll fill me up until my next snack.

The bartender mixes my drink. He knows what he's doing. Barely paying attention. Every so often, he glances back at me.

When he's finished, he holds up the frothy drink but doesn't give it to me.

"You gonna add an umbrella or something?"

"Lean forward." His voice is soft but gruff.

"Why?"

"Just do it," he says. "Think of this as payment for not kicking you out."

I do what he says. I don't want to move the stool (it can barely handle my weight as is), so I lean as far as my belly will let me. The edge of the bar digs into the soft fat that I've been growing on myself for the last year.

"Closer," he says. He holds the drink just out of reach.

"I can't," I mutter. He's trying to humiliate me, and he knows I like it.

He waves the drink in front of my face. "Then find a way, big guy."

So I sit up straight, raise my ass off the stool a couple inches, and plop my belly onto the bar's cold surface. It flows across the wood. I look down, once again surprised by its size and softness.

"That's better."

I sit back down, leaving my belly on the wooden surface, and lean forward again.

Rather than handing me the drink, he places the edge of the glass against my lips and starts to pour.

It tastes incredible. Everything tastes incredible when it's from the hands of an admirer. As he lets the liquid flow into my mouth at a pace that's just a little too fast, his free hand presses flat onto my shapeless gut. He playfully squeezes but mostly just feels me.

One minute. That's how long it takes to empty my glass. I'm disappointed that it's over.

He places the glass to the side and moves both hands to the belly fat pooling on the bar in front of him. There are times I wish I had a nice, rounded beer belly like a lot of other guys my size. But right now, I wouldn't change my shape for anything.

"Want another?" he asks.

"Yes please."

He gives my belly a single pinch and then turns around to get me drink #2.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Fingertips
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This effing shirt. I can't even.

My roommate Bo convinced me to wear it. It's a pink mesh crop top. The color alone makes me stand out in the club, but the amount of skin on display... I mean, I feel so awkward.

"It'll be good for you," Bo said. "It'll show you that you still have a hot body."

He was trying to be helpful. And you know Bo. He can be pretty persuasive when he wants to be.

He knew how upset I was about my recent weight gain. I used to be as fit as him, but a workout injury to my knee sidelined me for a couple months, and my flat stomach softened into a belly. I spent weeks burying myself in my loosest shirts, hoping that no one would notice.

Well, Bo did. He said I still looked great. He said that I was "more substantial." (How demeaning, right?) And he fished out a crop top that I hadn't worn in years and told me to go out and see how much attention I'd get.

And stupid me, I did exactly what he said.

That's why I'm here. At Thrusters. Drinking alone. Trying to ignore the judgmental glances down to my middle. The AC is on full-blast, and I can feel the cold air against my stomach, a constant reminder of my exposure.

No one's into this. No one's gonna notice my handsome face or nice arms when all they can see is my gut.

I down the last of my rum and Coke. I know it's bloating me even more, but I can't stop myself. I'm about to order another when I feel a gentle pressure against my belly.

Fingertips.

They lightly graze my skin. I shiver.

"Excuse me."

I look up to see Jim standing in front of me, his full lips curved into a half-smile. I've seen him around before. (How could I not?) But I never had the courage to introduce myself. I get nervous around guys that hot.

He turns his attention to the bartender and orders a beer.

I feel so awkward. He didn't mean to graze my belly. He was just pushing past so he could reach the bar. Total accident.

And now that he felt how soft I was, of course he'd flee.

I awkwardly stare into my empty glass as he flirts with the bartender. Or maybe that's just how he talks. Naturally flirty with everyone.

He grabs his bottle and is about to head off. Then he looks at me again, his eyes darting to my belly before looking me in the face. "Having fun?"

"Yeah," I mumble.

"Me too. See ya around."

And he leaves. But once again, his fingertips run across my stomach.

It's intentional. It has to be.

I stand there, catching my breath.

Jim is lost in the crowd of dancing men. From a distance, I'm pretty sure he glances over his shoulder to look at me one more time.

What was that about? Was he mocking me? Was he just curious? Or was he actually interested?

And the biggest question: Why am I suddenly sticking out my gut even more?

I scan the room, once again noticing all the glances down at my middle. But after Jim's fingertips, all those glances seem different. People aren't judging me. Well, some are. But most have expressions that are...

I don't know. Interested? Impressed? Turned on?

Stop it! I tell myself. No one thinks you're hot.

But I'm still purposely sticking out my belly. And I'm still remembering Jim's gentle touch.

I walk onto the dance floor, feeling more confident than I've been in months.

Stop thinking about it, I tell myself. Just enjoy yourself.

I start swaying to the music. I'm not sucking in. I'm letting it all hang out. My swaying turns to full-on dancing, and I allow myself to get lost to the music.

The crowd of dancers thickens.

No. That's not it. It's just... more guys are moving closer. I'm a part of the crowd.

And as the beat thumps, I feel the back of someone's hand slide across my love handle. I can't tell if that was intentional. Maybe.

Then someone else gets close. A taller guy. Very muscular. His hip brushes my belly as he moves. That definitely isn't intentional, but it still gives me shivers.

Through the crowd, someone steps toward me. Jim's back. He still has his beer in his hand. "Hey again," he says over the music.

I smile at him. I dance closer.

He dances closer.

And when the music slows, he places both hands on my chubby sides. He pulls me against him and my belly presses into his hard muscle.

There is no room for doubt. He wants me. He likes what he sees.

Thank God I wore this shirt.
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Reclining and Expanding
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"Thanks, babe," you say as you wipe your mouth.

I take back the thermos and throw it in the trash. Even if I rinse it out a hundred times, I don't want to risk ever using it again.

When I turn back around, you're yawning. You stretch your long, muscular arms over your head.

"Still going for a walk?" I ask.

I know you can't. The milkshake is already taking effect.

"I think... (yawn) I need to sit down for a second."

I watch your tight ass as you stumble across the living room. I try to commit its perfect bubble shape to memory, because pretty soon, it'll be gone.

You flop into the recliner. Your eyes close. In seconds, you're asleep.

I stare at your fit body, waiting for any signs of change. So far, nothing. You're still lean and muscled. Your legs look thick and defined in those cut-off jean shorts. Your Hawaiian shirt hugs your solid chest shirt before folding loosely around your narrow torso.

You're so damn perfect.

Your body is, anyway.

I used to think the rest of you was perfect, too. I thought you were the kindest, most wonderful boyfriend in the world. Then I saw those texts with your surfing buddy Lucah. The flirting. The dick pics. The bathroom selfies that you took when I was in the other room.

Well, if you're still planning to meet up with him tonight, you're gonna look a little different. Those naked selfies will be the last time he gets to see your abs. Hope he has them saved.

Your head rolls to the side. You're in a deep sleep.

Slowly, I notice the changes.

It starts with your legs. At least, that's the first thing I notice. Your definition fades. Your smooth skin starts to dimple. Pretty soon, your fat thighs are bulging out of the bottom hem of your shorts. If you were awake, you'd feel the tightness.

Your legs keep growing, but I move my eyes to your stomach. The main event.

It rounds out. You have a solid lump of fat under your shirt. Soon, your buttons strain. Then gaps form between the buttons, and I see slivers of your tanned skin.

You move your head a little. You whimper. You don't wake up, but there's a part of you that feels the changes. Your subconscious knows that something's wrong.

Your belly gets bigger. Wider. It becomes too much for your shirt to handle. All at once, your buttons pop open and your new belly spills out.

I guess I was expecting the buttons to give out one at a time, prolong the event. But nope. Your shirt splits in two in a single motion.

Now I can see your chest. Bye bye, pecs. They're drooping now. Your dark nipples stretch into wide ovals. Twice their natural size? More?

I take stock of your legs. Pure cellulite. I can tell the muscles underneath have dissolved away.

You mutter something in your sleep. Your head rocks back and forth. You're fighting to wake up, but you can't. The milkshake won't let you until all the changes are complete.

Then you limply raise one arm and let it fall onto your growing gut. Your fingers move. I can't tell if you're feeling your new shape or just scratching your stretched-out skin.

Your loose belly fat fills your palm as you grow bigger. Bigger.

And finally, the changes stop. This is your new body. Obese. Massive. Double your former weight.

Your mouth opens. Your eyes are still shut. You moan.

It's amazing that your face still looks the same. The fat hasn't affected your cheeks or chin. At first, I was hoping you'd become unrecognizable. But seeing you like this, I'm glad your face hasn't changed. Now, when people see you, they'll know who you are. They'll ask themselves how someone like you could let himself get so out of shape.
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