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WENDELL “WRECKING” BALL, MORE AFFECTIONATELY called Wreck, or sometimes simply WB, by his friends, clomped down the stairs at three AM, shuffled into the kitchen, and opened the fridge.  By the glow of the interior light, he found the sandwich bag of shredded chicken meant for tomorrow’s dinner, and dipped in, grabbing a pinch.  He chewed on it while he scanned the contents, looking for something more substantial that his wife wouldn’t yell at him for eating.

He grabbed a stick of string cheese, then stuffed the last of the chicken into his mouth.  He spotted the Tupperware container of leftover jambalaya, considered it for a second, then decided against it; that was for his lunch at work on Monday.

His stomach rumbled.  He propped the door open with his shoulder and peeled the string cheese wrapper, then took a bite.

There had to be something in here that would take the edge off.  He’d woken up with the sensation that his stomach was eating itself from the inside out and if he didn’t stuff something down there, he’d wither away and die in his bed.  And waking up to find her husband dead next to her would really ruin Angie’s weekend.

He’d laid there for a minute, doing the mental math, trying to remember when he’d finished dinner, then counting forward to the current time and wondering how he could be so hungry already.

It didn’t matter, though.  Whether he’d last eaten eight hours ago or eight minutes, he was starving.

He didn’t see anything in the fridge that felt like it might satisfy the black hole inside him.  He closed the door and went to the pantry.  Maybe a bowl of cereal, he wondered.  He took out the box of Frosted Flakes, set it aside on the counter, then went back in.

There was an unopened bag of Doritos, but it was three in the morning, he reasoned; that’s no time to be eating a bag of chips.  What was he gonna do, turn on the TV and put his feet up?  He wanted to get back to sleep, but he needed something to eat first.

Then he remembered Angie had picked up a new pint of ice cream the other day.  That sounded like it might just hit the spot.

He closed the pantry, opened the freezer, and took out the ice cream.  Nothing like a big bowl of rocky road to settle the stomach, he thought.

He took a bowl from the drying rack by the sink, the ice cream scoop from the drawer, and dug out three scoops.  He put the tub back in the freezer and dug into the bowl.

As he stood there eating, he kept glancing at the box of Frosted Flakes, trying to decide if he should put it back or go ahead and have a small bowl of that, too.  He didn’t earn the name Wrecking Ball because he was good at knocking down walls; that came in middle school when his friend Joey Yocam had a birthday party at Golden Corral and Wendell had gone back for a record seven plates.

Afterward, Joey and the other guys wouldn’t stop teasing about how he’d wrecked the buffet.  But it was all in a day’s work for Wendell.

He pulled out a chair and sat at the kitchen table he and Angie never used, and ate his bowl of ice cream, all the while staring at the box of cereal.  Once he’d scraped the last of the ice cream from the depths of the bowl, he opened the box and dumped it in, then got the milk, poured it in, and continued eating.

Wendell perused the back of the box, not really reading it, as he ate, and went over the tasks for the next day.  It was Sunday, his day off, and that was laundry day.  The lawn needed mowed, too, and he’d been putting off hanging the picture Angie bought at the thrift store for weeks now.  He decided he wanted to get to the lawn before it got too hot out, but he’d start the laundry first.  The picture, he would put off until “later”, knowing full well once the lawn was mowed, the edges trimmed, and everything was put away, he was going to take a shower, then be too exhausted to do much else the rest of the day.  If he really wanted to hang the picture, he’d have to do it before the lawn.

He went in for another spoonful of Frosted Flakes, came up with only milk, and looked down to see he’d finished the bowl.  He drained the milk and set the bowl on the table.  Usually this is where he’d feel full and ready to go back to bed, but that hunger still gnawed at his insides.

He got up and went back to the fridge, muttering to himself.

“What the fuck, I’m starving!  There’s gotta be something in here.”

There was plenty of food, but little that wouldn’t require preparation and he checked the time: 3:30 in the morning.  Now wasn’t the time to fire up the stove and start mixing things.  Grab a cookie, he told himself, then go back to bed.

That sounded like a good idea, only instead of a cookie, he grabbed six and ate them all standing there at the counter with the cookie jar lid in one hand.

That done, he put the lid back on, then opened the fridge and grabbed the jug of apple juice, taking three long, cold swallows to wash down the cookies.  He belched long and loud, hoping it didn’t wake up Angie.

When she didn’t come downstairs to ask what he was doing up so late, Wendell returned to the pantry and opened the Doritos.

“Holy shit, I’m fucking starving,” he said out loud.

He took the bag into the living room and ate Doritos in the dark.

He let his mind drift while his body moved on autopilot, left hand cradling the opened bag while the right dipped over and over into its depths, grabbed a chip, and fed it into his open mouth.

All was right with the world until he found himself scraping the bottom of the bag, looking for whatever crumbs might be hiding there.  When he finally admitted to himself he’d eaten the entire bag and there was nothing left, he set the bag aside and sat there, zoning out again, staring into the darkness of the living room, licking the dust from his fingertips.  It was thick and sharp and he was able to scrape it off with his teeth.  Wendell sat there, half-conscious, chewing his fingertips.

His mind was so far out in the wilds, he barely noticed when his fingertips suddenly became wet and his mouth filled with a coppery taste.

Whatever it was, it seemed to hit the spot, and he licked it, sucked the moisture into his mouth, and thought about nothing.  He took a bite into wet gristle, ground his teeth down, tearing into the meat, then explored the surface with his tongue.  He met resistance and took another bite, crunching through the hard center, like biting into a Twix, then he snapped the tip off, into his mouth.  It was as easy as biting into a carrot.

Wendell stared into the darkness of the living room, lost in the blankness of the black TV screen, and chewing away.

He chomped, crunched, gnawed and munched until the meat and bone were mush, then he swallowed and, for the first time since waking up, felt the briefest relief from that black hole in his gut.  This is what he’d been looking for all night, he thought.  This was, finally, satisfying.  So he took another bite.

Blood filled his mouth and, as if he were enjoying a cannoli, Wendell sucked at the tasty center, drawing it out, into his waiting mouth.  Then he chewed the bite he’d taken, swallowed, and, again, felt the smallest bit of relief from the hunger.

He took another bite, and then another before meeting more resistance in the form of his hand.  He’d taken the whole finger.  His tongue roamed the surface, looking for something else, and found it in the next digit.  Wendell bit off his middle finger in the center, crunched through the bone and snapped it off like caramel-covered peanut brittle, only it didn’t taste as sweet.  Instead it was a bit sour, but it filled his mouth and calmed that ache inside him.  He took the rest of the finger in one more bite and sat there chewing, swallowing.  The ease of that hunger lulled him, and he thought for a split second he might be able to get back to sleep.

And then it hit again.  The hunger tore at his stomach, stabbing him from the inside, lighting a fire in his belly and drawing all of his reserves down into his core, causing his arms to feel like they might fall off at any second.  He felt incredibly weak.

He sighed a huge breath, knowing the only thing to do was to keep eating.  With a grunt, he bit off half of his ring finger, then the rest in another bite, and sat there in the dark, chewing the digit.  He stuck the nub to his mouth and sucked the blood, licking the wound like ice cream.  He swallowed, and went back for the pinky, taking the entire thing in one bite.

Like an afterthought, he tore off the thumb and ate it, too, before starting in on the hand.

The pads of his palm were thick and meaty, tough, but Wendall was starving and that brought determination.  He tore away chunks of bloody meat and bone.

He had worked himself down almost
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