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Werner Stejskal

My name is Larissa, and I am obese. There’s no denying it anymore. I see it every morning in the mirror — not just in the way my clothes fit tighter or the way I avoid cameras, but in my face, round and tired, the way my breath catches too easily when I climb the stairs.

It runs in the family, they say. My grandmother is obese and has spent the last ten years in a wheelchair, her legs too weak to carry her own weight. My mother followed the same path — one knee replaced, the other on its way. They both tell me it’s just the way our bodies are, that it’s in our genes. But deep down, I know that’s only part of the story.

Genes don’t fill your plate. Genes don’t reach for the biscuits when you’re lonely or pour another glass of wine after dinner. You can only grow like this through years of wrong choices — too much of the wrong food, too little movement, too many quiet promises to “start on Monday.”

I know what happens if I keep pretending I’m fine. I’ve seen my future sitting right in front of me — in my mother’s careful shuffle, in my grandmother’s silent frustration. I don’t want that to be my story.

So I’ve decided to change it.

No more excuses. No more hiding behind family history.

If food has the power to destroy, it must also have the power to heal.

And this time, I’m going to prove it.

*  *  *
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To tell the truth, the real reason I finally wanted to lose weight had nothing to do with health or discipline. Those came later — noble motives I could tell other people without feeling embarrassed. But deep down, it was simpler. I was lonely.

I wanted a boyfriend.

Not just someone to text at night or to go to the movies with — I wanted to be desired, to be held without it feeling like a secret or a favour. I was getting older, and every year it felt like the world had quietly decided that I’d missed my chance. The looks I got from men weren’t cruel, just... pitying. That polite smile that said, you’re nice, but not for me.

It wore me down.

My only real prospects were other overweight men, and even that felt complicated. It wasn’t that I thought I was better than them — we were both trapped in the same invisible cage, wanting what we couldn’t seem to have. But there was always that nagging thought: would we be together because we genuinely wanted each other, or just because no one else did?

Sure, there are men who are genuinely attracted to bigger women. I’ve met a few online — bold messages, flirty compliments, all about curves and softness. But it always stopped there. It was a fetish, not affection. A fantasy, not a future.

And I didn’t want to be someone’s secret thrill. I wanted to be someone’s choice.

So I decided that if the world was going to keep judging me by my body, then I would take control of it. Not to become perfect — just visible. To have the chance to walk into a room and feel, for once, that someone’s eyes lingered on me because they wanted to, not because they felt sorry.

*  *  *
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I spent weeks — no, months — researching my options. I watched documentaries, read testimonials, joined online forums where strangers shared their “before and after” photos with teary captions. Everyone promised the same miracle: a new life, a new me. But beneath all the glossy success stories, I saw the same warning — most people fail because they can’t stay consistent.

And that terrified me.

Consistency had never been my strength. I would start a diet on Monday and reward myself by Friday. I would sign up for a gym membership and then let the card gather dust in my wallet. I knew my habits too well — and I knew that if I stayed in my usual environment, surrounded by temptations and old routines, I’d fall right back into them.

What I needed was control — a closed space, a kind of self-imposed prison, where someone else would take charge until I could trust myself again. A weight-loss retreat. A place where meals were measured, schedules were strict, and the only way out was through discipline.

But then reality hit me: those places weren’t for people like me. They were for women with perfect nails and diamond bracelets, not for someone counting coins at the end of the week. The fees alone were enough to make me choke — luxury spas in the mountains, gourmet diet menus, personal trainers, meditation coaches, private villas with infinity pools.

It was beautiful, and completely out of reach.

Still, it gave me a goal. If I couldn’t afford it now, I would save. And while I worked toward that, I would already begin. Small steps — smaller portions, fewer snacks, more walking. I’d stop treating food like comfort and start treating it like medicine.

This wasn’t just about vanity anymore. It was survival.

*  *  *
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While I saved, I started cutting out all the things that had made me feel comfortable — and miserable — at the same time. The first to go were sweets. Chocolate had always been my silent companion, cookies my reward for surviving another dull workday. But I knew myself too well: if they were in the house, I’d eat them. All of them. So I took the temptation out of reach.

Instead of shopping for groceries, I switched to food deliveries from a diet company. Bland, portioned, predictable. Every container that arrived at my door was a small act of control — measured calories, no surprises, no excuses. I missed the smell of bakeries, the spontaneous coffee-and-cake moments with friends. But I also knew that “just one” coffee meant “just one” muffin, and that one muffin could spiral into a weekend of regret.

So I stopped going out. No cafés. No restaurants. My social life shrank as my waistline did — both slowly, almost imperceptibly at first. But I didn’t mind. Solitude had its own kind of safety.

In a strange way, I was lucky to live alone. If I had still been with my parents, surrounded by my mother’s cooking and her constant, “You look fine, dear,” I would have relapsed in a heartbeat. At least here, there was no one to talk me out of my resolve.

The weight dropped as slowly as my savings grew — painfully gradual, but steady. Every kilo lost, every dollar earned, felt like proof that I was finally moving in the right direction.

And the irony wasn’t lost on me: not buying junk food and not going out helped both my figure and my bank account. For once, restraint was paying off — quite literally.

*  *  *
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It took me nearly a year to save enough to finally afford a stay at one of those weight-loss retreats. A whole year of cutting corners — no shopping sprees, no takeout, no little indulgences to “reward myself.” Every dollar that didn’t go toward rent or bills went straight into my retreat fund.

During that time, I wasn’t idle. I had started changing the way I lived, one stubborn habit at a time. And slowly — painfully slowly — the scale began to
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