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   I’ve had a love-hate relationship with food ever since my weight-obsessed mother put me on a starvation diet at the tender age of ten. It was not her shining maternal moment to restrict the diet of a growing girl on the precipice of puberty, but Mom was petrified I’d be as fat as her mother. To her mind, that was a fate worse than death. It’s true that Grandma was heavy, but she sure could cook. Trying to make my mother happy was exhausting and debilitating. Talk about negative body image and I was the epitome of a warped belief system. 
 
   She had a set of catch phrases that were difficult to ignore. No matter how hard I tried to tune her out, it was like getting kicked all over again remembering her say, “Keep on eating, Lindy, keep on eating,” in a shrill sarcastic tone that to this day triggers my body to go into binge mode. It was mean, bordering on child abuse, for her to speak to me this way, but in her defence, she really didn’t know any better and truly believed that by berating me, she would kick start me into losing weight. 
 
   One spring day nearing the end of my senior year of high school, Mom was cleaning the kitchen, again, while I searched the cabinets for a snack. She didn’t look up right away.
 
   The assortment of cookies tempted me to no end as I decided which one would best ease a trying day at school. My classmates could be so cruel. I needed to drown my sorrows with milk and cookies—my quick fix of choice. 
 
   Once my selection was made, I tried hard not to crinkle the cellophane packaging, in order to sneak away, but too late, her canine senses caught me red-handed. “What are you doing with those?”
 
   “Having a snack.”
 
   “There’s carrot sticks ready for you in the fridge.”
 
   “I don’t want that.” I ripped open the bag of cookies and ate one to spite her, the chocolate and cream getting stuck in the crevices of my teeth as I crunched.
 
   “Fine! Eat the whole thing why don’t you, but don’t come crying to me that you’re fat and ugly.” 
 
   I loved my mom, but her ranting bugged her eyes out and pulled the skin on her face so taut, she looked skeletal, and quite scary. 
 
   She was not a good one to preach about beauty, but she insisted anyway. “I make you special meals and buy you all this diet food and you eat Oreos. Really, Lindy, Oreos???”
 
   “Why do you buy them then?”
 
   “To teach you the power of restraint. Besides, they’re for your father and brother, not for you. Shame on you!” She wrung out the sponge, swiping at the clean countertops with a vehemence that spoke volumes. My mother was indiscriminate about what suffered in the wake of her wrath. She had even scrubbed off the temperature markings on the oven. I would never be perfect enough for her, so why bother trying. 
 
   I popped another Oreo into my mouth, whole, and nearly gagged when I caught the tail end of her tirade. 
 
   “Well it’s no wonder you’re fat. Look at you with your big belly and thighs as big as tree trunks. You’re embarrassing. Get out of my sight!” 
 
   “Fine! I’m outta here.” Did she really think she was the best role model with her countable ribs, concave stomach and flat ass? She had even bleached her hair the color of a brass doorknob, for crying out loud! In her case, the price of being too thin was looking much older than her forty-two years. I still hated not to please her because I was clearly a glutton for punishment.
 
   Years of yo-yo dieting: everything from Weight Watchers, Atkins, diet pills, fasts, modified-fasts, the grapefruit diet to joining Overeaters Anonymous, I tried them all, took their toll. Over the course of eight years I had lost and gained hundreds of pounds. By my eighteenth birthday, I doubted I’d live to be twenty. I started each day with good intentions of eating less, exercising more and getting fit once and for all, only to hide behind my girth using it as an excuse to remain totally unlovable, friendless, and never been kissed. 
 
   I’d be a diligent dieter for three days, lose maybe two to six pounds depending on the level of bloat, only to binge on every last ounce of food I could shove in my face. The summer before I was to leave for college, I was so excited to get far away from my mother’s criticisms and anxious about how I would cope on my own, that I lost twenty pounds without trying. The focus of my every waking day, and I even dreamt I ate every fattening thing from the all-you-can-eat-buffet, was spent preoccupied with my weight and getting good grades. At least if I was to be an ugly fat girl, and in the late sixties, early seventies we were an oddity that bore the brunt of every insult imaginable, I had to excel in school or be a total loser, and not in a good way.
 
   Despite my successes my mother still managed to put a damper on getting a full scholarship. “There’s more to life than studying, Lindy. A decent man is looking for a nice-looking wife, not a fat slob with brains.”
 
   “Nobody asked for your opinion, Ma, so give it a rest already.”
 
   “Don’t get fresh. Wait till I tell your father how you speak to me.”
 
   I snatched the phone off the cradle and shoved it towards her. “Be my guest.”
 
   “Watch it, Lindy. You might think you’re smart with your scholarship and all, but you’re still a fat girl without a date.” 
 
   Stung, I dropped the phone and ran out of the kitchen, but not before I grabbed an unopened family-sized bag of potato chips and a can of onion dip from the pantry. Hot tears threatened to fall, but I refused to let them. Locking myself in the bathroom, I ripped open the bag and shoved a handful of chips in my mouth. I was sick to death of my reflection. I hadn’t seen my neck in years. I couldn’t see my feet either. I had to get out of my super-sized rut. I threw the bag of chips on the tiled floor and proceeded to stamp on it until the contents inside were pulverized. I dumped the unopened dip in the trash, splashed water on my reddened face, and headed down the stairs before continuing right out the door. 
 
   I had had it. I walked until I lost track of time. Hours had past and I still had no idea where I was headed. I was thirsty, starving and miserable, and in no state to be out after dark in a neighborhood I didn’t know. Had I thought it through I would have been more prepared, but as it turned out, I had on stupid open-toed shoes and I didn’t think to take a light coat. I had only some change and a crumpled dollar bill in my pocket and nothing else. A chill moved along my spine as a motorist drove ever so slowly close to the curb; he rolled down his window and asked me if I was all right.
 
   “Yes,” I told him. I walked on, not daring to look over at him for fear he’d guess he creeped me out. I would have run but the straps of my sandals dug deep into my feet, I was limping enough as it was.
 
   “Why don’t you let me give you a lift?” he insisted, not unkindly. He had a grandfatherly face, stark white hair and perfect dentures. He didn’t look that sinister when he smiled. 
 
   He pulled the car over and parked, it was a ‘60s-style Cadillac in mint condition. I stood there and kept my distance. 
 
    “I’m Frank. Frank Fowler. Is there somewhere I can drop you? I know you don’t live around here or I’d have seen you before.”
 
   “What’s it to you?”
 
    “You look lost and if you don’t mind my saying so, but you’re not fit enough—”
 
   “Excuse me, I know I’m a big fat slob, so lay off.”
 
   “I didn’t mean to offend you. You look exhausted, is all.”
 
   “I am, now just leave me alone,” I said, my tongue sharp enough to cut steak without a knife. The thought made my mouth water. 
 
   “Actually, I was portly myself, too much pasta and cannoli, but that’s a long story. Listen, I see you’re hobbling. Come on, it’s late and dark. Soon it’ll be chilly too.”
 
   I started to walk away when he called out, “Look, I only live up the road. Why don’t you come home with me and have a rest, perhaps something to drink and eat before continuing on your way?”
 
   I turned back and said, “All right, but first let me see your driver’s license.”
 
   He produced proof of name and address. Frances Fitzgerald Fowler was sixty-eight years old, had blue eyes, still clear, I might add, and was five-foot-eleven-inches tall. He appeared harmless enough. I was more exhausted than I could ever remember, which outweighed my natural defences, so I got in. 
 
   The second my backside hit the bench seat, a long firm cushion covered in shiny leather, and not the typical bucket seats most new cars sported, I gushed a sigh of relief. It was nice not to squeeze into a seat two sizes too small for a change. 
 
   Frank pulled up into a long driveway and cut the engine. “Give me a sec to alert the Misses, will you?”
 
   “Sure.” I was happy to stay put. My ankles were four times the normal size and my feet were sore. I might have even dozed off briefly before he came back out to collect me. 
 
   “Come on inside,” he said. “What did you say your name was again?”
 
   “I didn’t,” I said, then bit my tongue. I hated behaving like a total shit when he was being nicer than my own mother. “Sorry, I’m Lindy.”
 
   “Hello, Lindy, follow me.” We entered a small hallway. He called out, “Phyllis, Jane, we have a guest.”
 
   Who the heck was Jane? I found out soon enough. She was Frank and Phyllis’ granddaughter and she was as tough as the barbs on her wristlet. Strong arms folded in front of her chest, muscled thighs beneath camouflage fatigues, booted-feet with legs spread hip-width, she stood as if she was bolted to the floor boards. But the clincher was her laser-sharp stare with ice-blue eyes that could bore holes through flesh and bone. The kind of tough you wouldn’t want to piss off, but wouldn’t mind having as an ally. She was chewing a toothpick, playing it with her tongue. I stared at it with an uncanny interest. Then she moved the wood to the corner of her mouth and said, “Hey, Lindy, what’s happening?”
 
   When she uncrossed her arms and shoved her hand practically in my face, I stepped back. This Amazon Jane was solid muscle head to toe. She looked more like a Joe than a Jane with her army issue crew cut, short, but still in need of another trim, sleeveless undershirt, and no bra or breasts to speak of. What an unbelievable dimple she had on the left side of her cheek when she smiled. It appeared and vanished in seconds. Had I blinked I would have missed it. My face grew hot as I trained my eyes towards the floor. Her combat boots were unlaced at the ankles. 
 
   I wiped my palm on my pants before I shook her hand. What a tight grip she had too and all the while she peered intently into my eyes. The commanding outfit suggested she was much older than me, but on closer inspection, she couldn’t be a day older than nineteen tops. I mean, her smooth skin over chiselled features significantly softened as she looked me over. At ease, the ice melted and I could see she had the same kind blue eyes as her grandfather. Phyllis cut in front of Jane and took my hand in both of hers. “I made a huge pot of beef stew and would be happy if you joined us for supper.”
 
   “I really don’t want to be any trouble, ma’am.”
 
   “Oh go on, Lindy, if you don’t eat it we’ll have leftovers for a week,” Jane said. Grams cooks enough food for an army.” 
 
   I didn’t have to think it over long. I was getting faint from hunger. “Thanks, I don’t mind if I do.” 
 
   After the food was dished up, I dove in. There was no time for manners and the Fowlers did likewise. We ate in silence, Phyllis heaped seconds on my plate before I could protest, not that I would have refused anyway. It was the most delicious beef stew ever, honestly, and at least I was able to eat like a normal person after inhaling the first plateful.
 
   Jane watched me the whole time, even as Frank and Phyllis cleared the table. I was so self-conscious that I glared back at her. This only amused her further, until I spat, “What’s your problem?” while Frank and Phyllis did the dishes. I had offered to clean up, but they insisted I join Jane in the living room.
 
   “What’s your story?” Jane asked.
 
   “None of your business,” I shot back.
 
   “Hold your fire,” she warned, turning on the TV. 
 
   “What are you a soldier?”
 
   “Training to be,” she smirked. “How about you?”
 
   “I’m heading to Michigan State at the end of the summer. I can’t wait to get out of here.”
 
   “That’s why I enlisted.”
 
   “You live with your grandparents or just visiting?”
 
   “Live here.”
 
   “They seem very nice.”
 
   “They are, but they can smother a girl.” 
 
   “I guess. Frank doesn’t take no for an answer, but now that I’m here, I’m glad I caved.”
 
   “Where were you headed?”
 
   “I have no idea. I just had to get out of the house. My mother…let’s just say, I can’t leave for college soon enough.”
 
   Jane nodded.
 
   “Whatever is for dessert sure smells yummy,” I said, changing the subject.
 
   “It’s probably coming out of the oven now. Grams’ baked goods are far out.” 
 
   Frank called from the kitchen, “You girls want homemade cookies?”
 
   “No thanks,” Jane said. “Boot camp starts before you know it and I need to meet my weight limit.” She turned toward me, but without disgust. “You can, if you want.”
 
   “I’m fat enough.”
 
   “So what? It’s just a few extra pounds. Twiggy looks like death if you ask me. A girl all skin and bones is like hugging a skeleton.” She moved closer to me on the couch. The armrest made escape near impossible. I was already taking up most of the cushions. “Besides, you’re pretty. You do know that, don’t you?”
 
   I was speechless, totally out of my element. I had never received a compliment that didn’t involve a paper I wrote or scholastic achievement award I’d won. 
 
   “Cat got your tongue?” she asked. Her eyes warmed, inviting, enticing and something else I could not place. Where were Frank and Phyllis already? 
 
   Just then, Frank walked into the living room carrying a plate of freshly baked chocolate chip cookies. They were bite-sized and as soon as he offered I immediately popped one into my mouth. I just couldn’t resist. He left the plate on the coffee table and retreated to help Phyllis finish up in the kitchen. Jane watched me while the moist cookie and gooey chocolate chip melted on my tongue and murmured something about living vicariously through me. 
 
   I polished off three cookies, chased them with ice-cold milk, and then ate three more. Milk and cookies, a match made in heaven. I caught myself humming while I chewed, it tasted that good. 
 
   Frank and Phyllis eventually joined us in the living room. Frank sat on the recliner and Phyllis on a high-backed chair at the other end of the couch. 
 
   “Thank you, Phyllis. These are absolutely delicious,” I said.
 
   “You’re welcome, dear.”
 
   They drank from steaming mugs of coffee, while we concentrated on the show. At the first commercial, Frank placed his mug on the table and asked, “Don’t you have to be somewhere Lindy? Your parents will be very worried by now.”
 
   Unbidden tears welled up in my eyes. I kept them in check but spilled my guts instead. “My mother can’t stand the sight of me. She’s been making my life a living hell since I was ten years old. I disgust her. Believe me I’ve tried dieting, but it’s no use. You saw for yourself, I can’t resist anything. I hate it at home—she puts me on these starvation diets and continues to tempt me by stocking up on all my favorite foods. There’s junk food in the pantry, in the fridge and we even have a spare freezer in the garage to store gallons of ice cream. It’s sickening, but I’ve eaten a half gallon of Breyer’s in one sitting, more than once. I get so hungry, I go berserk.”
 
   Frank sat forward in his seat. “Don’t beat yourself up, Lindy. You ate six small cookies and washed it down with skimmed milk—that’s not bad. The beef stew might have been a bit heavy, but it looks to me like you hadn’t eaten all day and had walked off the calories before you ate them.”
 
   “My mother would say I blew my diet. She’s relentless. I can’t stand it. I’ll be so good, only to fail because I have no willpower at all. She told me to get out of her sight. So, that’s just what I did.”
 
   “Does she know where you are?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “She’ll be worried sick, my dear,” Phyllis interjected.
 
   “I don’t care.”
 
   “Why don’t I take you home? Unless you want to call her, reassure her you’re all right at least?” Frank had an almost pleading look in his eyes. It would bother me to worry him. My mother was another story.
 
   Phyllis handed me the phone. I dialled home. Mom picked up on the first ring. “Lindy, where are you? Are you all right?”
 
   “I’m fine mom. Don’t get hysterical.”
 
   “Why did you just leave without telling me where you were going and when you’d be back? Your father is out looking for you. Where are you?” 
 
   “I said I’m fine.”
 
   Frank took the phone and Jane grasped my hand. I heard him explain who he was and where I was and all that, but with my hand securely in Jane’s, his words didn’t register. 
 
   “Gramps is great with people,” Jane said. “You’ll see.” 
 
   “You’re kind too,” I whispered. “Even if you scared the crap out of me when we first met.”
 
   She beamed. “Cool.”
 
   “Cool, maybe, but you take after your grandfather, very much. You even have his eyes.” 
 
   Her dimple materialized in full bloom. She mesmerized me. Never had I been with anyone who didn’t think I was stupid or lazy and had no feelings just because I was, as the doctor wrote in my medical chart: grossly obese. Morbidly obese sounded horrible enough, but grossly; grossly just sounded, well, gross. Jane was different. She looked at me like I was someone who mattered. I had just met her, and yet we connected. 
 
   “I have a love-hate relationship with food,” I confessed, using my catch-all phrase to describe my biggest failure in life. “How do you manage to control yourself around your grandma’s delicious cooking?”
 
   “Easy, I exercise a lot. Food is great, but it’s not the main focus of my life. I’m more interested in people.”
 
   I gulped, her intent stare set off sparks between us. 
 
   What are you thinking?” she asked.
 
   “Huh?” I blushed furiously. “Nothing much.”
 
   “Liar,” she commented, followed by a huge grin.
 
   Frank cut in. “My word, you’ve walked twelve miles, young lady. It’s no wonder your feet were bleeding. I’ve convinced your mother to let you stay the night if you want. Otherwise, I can take you home now. What do you want to do?” 
 
   “I couldn’t possibly impose on you anymore than I already have,” I started.
 
   “Nonsense, dear,” Phyllis said. “It will be our pleasure. After a nice breakfast why Frank can take you home then. Let us call your mother back and see what she says, okay?”
 
   “Yes, I would like that.” Mom hardly seemed bothered when I told her I was staying over. I don’t know how Frank managed it, but she gave in without a fuss. 
 
   “Fine, it’s settled,” Phyllis said. “Jane, why don’t you show our guest to the bathroom and give her towels, soap and something to wear. I have a load of laundry that needs a few more items. Perhaps, Lindy can help with that.”
 
   “That’s awfully nice, but you don’t have to do my laundry, but thanks.”
 
   “It’s no bother at all,” Phyllis insisted. 
 
   “I doubt you’ll have anything to fit me.” I couldn’t imagine they happened to have a tent in the basement that I could fit into and hated to embarrass myself by squeezing into tight clothes.
 
   “Oh I bet I do,” Frank said. “Don’t you worry.”
 
    He made sure not to let on that the XXXL t-shirt and sweat suit I was going to borrow had been a relic from his fat days. I could tell he hadn’t worn them in years as they smelled of cedar from the box where they were stored. I wondered if he kept them as a reminder or just in case he gained it all back. I hoped it was the former. That’s what I would do if I ever lost that amount of weight.
 
   Jane left me alone to shower and change. I slipped Phyllis my dirty clothes through a slit in the bathroom door and thanked her again. The soap was as silky as sweet scented pearls and the shower soothed my aching legs and stung my bloodied toes. I was careful with my feet. I sure was thankful for a thick sweatshirt to wear over a white t-shirt and sweat pants with room to spare. It took a lot to conceal my voluminous breasts without the aid of an over-the-shoulder-boulder-holder. As soon as I was dressed I joined the others in the living room. They were busy watching the latest sitcom, laughing along with the laugh tracks, when Frank spotted me. 
 
   “There she is. Feel better?” 
 
   He was such a nice man. “Yes, thank you for this. For everything.”
 
   “Don’t mention it.”
 
   When the show was over, Frank yawned. “Time to call it a day. You ready, Phyllis?”
 
   “Yes, dear, I’ll join you shortly. You girls shouldn’t stay up too late. I know once you get to talking there’ll be no sleeping, but at least you can try. Well, goodnight Jane.” She patted her granddaughter’s cheek and then glanced over at me. “Lindy.” 
 
   “Night Grams.”
 
   “Night, Phyllis. Sleep well.” It had only been dinner, a shower and sharing a TV night and already I felt like one of the family. 
 
   Jane switched off the set and I followed her to her room. She had a full-sized bed with a poster of Farah Fawcett on her wall.
 
   “I can take the floor if you want,” she said.
 
   “I can’t have you do that. You take the bed and I’ll take the floor.”
 
   “No way. We could both take the bed.”
 
   “Fine,” I said, before I changed my mind.
 
   We stood there in uncomfortable silence until Jane turned to face me. “I haven’t had a sleepover in years. Have you?” she asked.
 
   “Me? Sleepover? You kidding? I don’t have any friends.”
 
   “That’s ridiculous. Everyone has friends.”
 
   “Not me.”
 
   “Not true. You have me.”
 
   “Do I?”
 
   “Yes.” She thought a minute and then added, “Tell me to back off if you want, but I have to say this. You’re really pretty, you know. I love your hair. May I touch it?”
 
   “You can’t mean this brown mess? Honestly?”
 
   “It’s a beautiful mess. Please?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   She ran her fingers through my hair from the roots to the ends that reached just below my shoulder blades. I had reddish highlights while hers were gold. 
 
   “Long hair is cool,” she murmured.
 
   “Did you mind the haircut?”
 
   “Nah, I don’t do long, never have actually. It would get in my way. But on you, it’s nice.” She took a deep whiff. “Smells nice too.”
 
   “The scent is completely thanks to you.”
 
   She was quiet for a moment and then looked me in the eye and said, sounding so serious, “I can’t stand it. Your lips are calling me.”
 
   “I’ve never kissed anyone before.”
 
   “Neither have I. I’ve never wanted to, until now. Do you want me to, Lindy? May I?”
 
   “Yes, oh please, yes.” I didn’t have to beg. She leaned in, the minty scent and flavor of toothpaste, clean and fresh, and then she just did it. She kissed me.
 
   I parted my lips and allowed her to use her tongue wherever she wished. It wasn’t long before I simply had to kiss her back. My nipples strained at the t-shirt and sweatshirt, a fine sheen covered me as my core heated up too fast to cope. I have no idea where I got the nerve, but the next thing I knew, I unlocked the suction between our lips and backed away just enough to tear off the sweatshirt and t-shirt in one move. A cool breeze brushed my breasts, it was the most welcome feeling, the best sensation, that is until Jane seized them with her hands, with her mouth, and then with her hands and mouth at once. 
 
   I didn’t have to think about removing her tank top because she did it all by herself. She had magnificent musculature, sculpted breasts barely bigger than a boy’s, but thankfully as feminine as a woman’s. She was all woman, in a boyish way. She turned me on so much that I forgot to worry about how fat I was. She relieved us both of our pants, and promptly too. 
 
    “Lay down,” she said. “Let me look at you, please, Lindy.”
 
   The way her eyes darkened and the sexy way my name sounded when she said it had me bewitched. I was completely taken with this new and awesome feeling. I forgot to be embarrassed, I ceased to care, while my every thought focused on the unbelievable things she was doing between my legs. 
 
   I spread my thighs without being asked. I pried open my lips and went nuts when she placed a tentative touch on my now bursting clit. I couldn’t have done this better with my own fingers even if I tried. 
 
   “You’re amazing,” she whispered, “May I?”
 
   I nodded, unable to speak, before she dove in for a taste of all of me. If I had any reservations about this I nixed it with excuses like, she was leaving for boot camp, I’d never see her again, and who cared, because I’d be far away in another state and I could always just disappear. I craved her more than the most decadent, mouth-watering, chocolate I’d ever had. 
 
   In fact, this was better than chocolate, better than chips. The more her tongue swirled around and around, the tighter my pussy clenched, the stiffer my clit peaked, until I couldn’t stop the inevitable. My entire body convulsed with each contraction until I came, so hard, I couldn’t breathe. Pigging out was never, ever, ever as good as what Jane had just done to me. 
 
   I could easily become a sex addict, I thought, thoroughly sated and suddenly exhausted. It had been quite a day. 
 
   “You’re unreal,” she murmured. “I’m going to miss you when I leave.”
 
   “I’m going to miss you too. That was amazing, truly. You make me feel gorgeous and I’m certainly not.”
 
   “You certainly are.”
 
   “I’ve never been happier I ran away.” I traced my finger over the fine point of her nipple. It grew harder, spurring me on, with renewed energy. “Can I touch you, too?”
 
   “Of course you can.” She lay back down and I experimented by touching and kissing while paying close attention to her not-so-silent-signals. Her rapture was my fuel. There was a familiar, yet, unfamiliar fragrance. I knew my own scent pretty well, but adding hers to the mix, further enticed me to see what all the fuss with sex was about. 
 
   “Oh my gawd! You’re soaked,” I said, not really knowing if I was the biggest idiot on the planet. My hand flew to my mouth. “I’m sorry, I—”
 
   “No, it’s fine. You did this.”
 
   “What do I do now?” 
 
   “Whatever you want. Whatever makes you happy will be perfect.”
 
   That was easy. I wanted to kiss every inch of her. And I did. I wanted to run my fingers along her smooth skin, fine muscles, and fragrant curls. And I did. I wanted to touch her silky wetness and sample a taste. And I did that too.
 
   She was delicious. I needed more, much more and positioned myself with my head between her legs. It wasn’t possible to get my fill this way, so I knelt at the foot of the bed. She moved her tush toward my face so I could reach her just fine, but I grabbed her butt cheeks and pulled her even closer because I could. I began exploring her lovely labia, suckling and stroking each inch of her pussy, until I could suck in her clit all at once. She gasped, yelped and shoved her fist in her mouth to stifle a scream, but it only fuelled me further. I could feel her clit swell in my mouth, I could taste and smell her musky juices, and finally, I could feel the start, a sharp incline of desire as it climbed all the way to the top, and the crashing descent of her orgasm, seconds after having one of my own because what I was doing to her felt like I was doing to myself. 
 
   We both shuddered. My weight became too much and I sank into my calves. She was up and at my side in minutes, helping me back to bed, kissing sustenance into my very soul. 
 
   “I wish we never had to leave,” I cried, after we had settled in together, still naked and dripping from the lust we had just created.  
 
   “We have the summer. I’m not leaving until August, same as you. Besides, I’ll be back before you know it.”
 
   “Promise?”
 
   “Yes, and we can write, every day, if you want.”
 
   “I do want. I’ve never met anyone like you. I think I’m falling—”
 
   “Me too, but let’s not jinx it.” 
 
   “Okay,” I said, but I wanted to profess my love from the roof at the top of my lungs. 
 
   “Let’s get some shut-eye.”
 
   “Can we do it again in the morning?”
 
   “Absolutely.” 
 
   We must have fallen asleep soon after because next thing I knew the sun was streaming in through a slit in the Venetian blinds and we were still wrapped up in each other’s arms.
 
   I woke with regret first and foremost. It was one thing while in the afterglow of my first sexual encounter ever and quite another the next day. Plus, I was still naked, yikes!
 
   I shot up out of bed so abruptly, Jane fell off. At first I was horrified that she’d gotten hurt, but when I spotted her dimple, deepened with her smile, we broke out into fits of laughter. We laughed so hard, I came close to peeing myself.
 
   Hurrying to locate the sweats we’d thrown off in the night, I fumbled to put them on. I had to cover my fat ass.
 
   “It’s a shame you have to dress, I love you naked,” she said, after placing her bare butt on the edge of the bed, an amused grin on her face, what there was of her hair all tousled, bedroom eyes, tempting me into another tumble, when I feared she’d think me too easy.
 
   “I need the bathroom.” I couldn’t believe after all we did the night before I was suddenly reluctant and shy.
 
   “Go quickly, gorgeous, ‘cause I have plans for you.” She flashed goo goo eyes at me and I giggled at first, then got all serious.
 
   “I hope you don’t think I’m a slut.”
 
   “If you are, then I am too. I meant what I said last night, Lindy.”
 
   Her usual tough-girl image had a few gaps where a sweet sincerity shined through as she waited for my response.
 
   “I’ll be right back.”
 
   “Good, I’ll be waiting. I can hear Gramps mowing the lawn and I’ll bet Grams is either weeding the garden or baking.”
 
   “How much time does that give us?” I asked. I was becoming a Harlequin woman at this rate. 
 
   “Plenty.”
 
   “Goody. I’ll be quick.”
 
   Jane’s bedroom and bathroom were in a dormer constructed to give her and her grandparents some space, she had explained. The privacy was great for hanky panky, no doubt about that. I flushed all over just thinking about it, and thought, cold shower, quick.
 
   Just as I was about to step into the bathroom, Phyllis called up from the bottom of the steep staircase, “Jane? Lindy? Muffins in the oven. Breakfast ready in fifteen. Hurry down or you’ll miss them warm.”
 
   “Thanks, Phyllis. I’ll wake Jane.”
 
   “Oh, Lindy? Thanks, dear. I have your clothes washed and dried. Let me get them for you before you wash up.”
 
   I met her at the bottom of the steps. I impulsively hugged this dear woman, who returned the favor before holding me at arms-length. 
 
   “Why, Lindy, you look radiant this morning.”
 
   “It’s your fantastic cookies and generosity, Phyllis. Thank you for this.” I took the folded clothes from her.
 
   “Oh go on now, wash up and get your friend out of bed. She’ll have to be up at the crack of dawn come August. Skedaddle.”
 
   Jane and I never got to have an encore that morning, but reminiscing about the most incredible experience of my life, and without an ounce of guilt or regret, sustained me enough to keep me totally sated all day long. I hated to go home that afternoon, but knowing I’d be back whenever I wanted, made it tolerable. Plus, Jane called the moment my mom put the key in the front door after picking me up. For a fat girl, I could sure run quickly when my true love was on the line.
 
   Every afternoon either Frank picked me up or my mother dropped me off because she rarely let me have her car. Weather permitting, we would head over to the park by her house or mine. I studied under a tree, while Jane prepared herself for basic training. I’d read and she’d run for about an hour or so before coming back to get me. She’d help me to my feet for a brisk walk. “Time for a break,” she’d announce and I was to hop to.
 
   As I tried to keep up with her for a cool down jog after she speed raced around the park, she’d keep up the pep talk as I faltered. 
 
   “Come on, Lindy, you can do this,” Jane encouraged. At one point she had to drag me by my shirt to continue.
 
   “I can’t,” I cried between huffing and puffing up a lung.
 
   “You can and stop whining.”
 
   I pouted. “I don’t whine.”
 
   She only smirked. “Okay, baby, go back to your books then. If you can’t keep up, you can’t keep up. End of story.”
 
   “Who says I can’t keep up?” I was not one to back down on a dare, not with Jane in my court. She made we want to accomplish goals I never even knew I had. 
 
   I would show her and everyone else, even me, that I could and would get fitter if it was the last thing I did! While I didn’t lose a ton of weight, I did slim down some, and was surprised at how much better I felt all around. My cravings for food were replaced with cravings for Jane. And she was totally my healthiest option.
 
   As I studied for the last final of my high school career, Jane read her manuals. I was totally psyched that she was coming to my graduation. I wished I could visit her at Boot Camp. 
 
   During the week before finals, there weren’t any scheduled classes. This meant I could study and sleep at Jane’s house until it was time for my exams. 
 
   I was most comfortable with the Fowlers and wished I could take up permanent residence. We were cozy in Jane’s room. With the rain beating against the window pane, I scribbled notes, while propped up against the headboard of her bed as she lay with her head in my lap, reading. “You making progress?” I asked, twirling my finger around her hair. 
 
   “Yep, you?”
 
   I leaned down to kiss her deeply. Next thing I knew, she pulled me onto my back by my ankles and planted her beautiful butt on my belly. 
 
   “I love you,” she said. Just like that. Totally surprised, shocked, I was so choked up I couldn’t speak. Happy tears welled up and I smiled as they seeped out of the corners of my eyes. She kissed me again and I didn’t hold back. 
 
   We quickly undressed and made love with a choreographed rhythm we’d developed through tons of practice.  I studied her response to my arsenal of techniques, from gentle to rough, until I could either make her come in an instant or make it last all day. 
 
   With a competitive edge I found exciting, she excelled at making me come and once in a while with only a look. I worked hard to do the same to her, but she had iron-clad willpower, she just wouldn’t let go that easily unless she wanted to surrender. I was working on that part.
 
   “Besides,” she said, “what fun would it be if I didn’t need you to touch me and I just gave in all the time?”
 
   “Good point,” I agreed. “Just because you can do that to me, doesn’t mean I don’t want you to touch me too.”
 
   “I won’t ever stop touching you. Never, ever.”
 
   “Enough talking.”
 
   We assumed one of our favorite positions. With her head between my legs and mine between hers, we greedily fed from each other’s loins until twin tingles, earth-shattering shudders and muffled cries ended in mutual bliss. Nothing existed for me but my Jane. She breathed every ounce of life into me. I soon came again and again until I had to beg her to stop. 
 
   Her face wet with my come, she was so butch with her self-satisfied grin, leaning on her elbow, gazing at me with adoration in her eyes. I had never felt desirable and this new experience was empowering. It also made me realize just how precious she was and that her love meant I was precious by default. I hadn’t realized just how starved I was for love until I had been given the gift of unconditional love and devotion I would work my ass off to repay. 
 
   “I love you too. So much.” I hugged her to my breast so she could feel the beat of my heart bursting with joy. “I love you,” I repeated, and then reached for the sides of her face as I brought her lips close to mine. “Forever,” I said, between tender kisses.
 
   “Forever,” she confirmed.
 
   Time flew; I aced my exams and graduated with honors. What followed was the best and fastest summer of my life. 
 
   After a tearful goodbye at the train station, Jane bravely left for boot camp and I did my best to stay strong for her. The moment the train doors shut I missed her like crazy. We mailed every day. I visited with Frank and Phyllis as often as I could before I left for freshman orientation at Michigan State. I would miss the Fowlers. I almost wished I was going to Commuter College instead. Memories of Jane and I in the throes of lovemaking, her love letters and counting the days until her next, hopefully to coincide with my schedule, sustained me. Jane and I were more in love than ever. Even if we had to keep it a secret, especially from the military, or she’d be booted out promptly, our profound happiness made the hardship bearable. If my parents or her grandparents knew the true extent of our relationship, they never spoke about it, and it was just easier that we didn’t shove it in their faces.
 
   College life took a big adjustment, but I blossomed being out from under Mom’s critical eye. She had mellowed, first with my efforts at weight loss, maybe from missing me, or maybe because I stopped her in her tracts if she dared say a disparaging remark, but we were beginning to understand each other. 
 
   I spent Thanksgiving break with my parents, who invited Frank and Phyllis, although Jane had to miss it. Frank taught me the fine art of eating whatever I wanted in moderation, as long as I basically ate healthy most of the time. He harped on making my occasional treats count, and accepting my weight as long as I worshipped my body, took care of it the best way I could, and provided it with the nutrients it needed. He made eating right virtually effortless. Phyllis brought us a low fat apple cobbler that hardly felt like deprivation when served à la mode with Sealtest Ice Milk instead of premium ice cream. I hardly missed the fat, I only missed Jane. 
 
   When Jane wrote to let us know they were deploying her to Vietnam, but she would have leave before she left, it was as if I swallowed a boulder. We made the most of the quality time we spent together and Jane professed her undying love over and over. Me too.  She left again far too quickly. She wasn’t supposed to be on the front line, but Vietnam was utter chaos, I worried endlessly. Her letters were upbeat and skirted around the true nature of her role, but I suspected she was doing it to protect me. I already knew her too well and could read between the lines. 
 
   I wrote her long love letters every single day even after I’d stopped hearing from her. I panicked when the letters stopped.
 
   At the end of my freshman year, I was home and happened to be visiting Frank and Phyllis. Frank was absently puttering at his tool bench and Phyllis was baking Jane’s favorite cakes she wasn’t able to enjoy, the freezer already stuffed, when I answered the door to a uniformed officer asking to speak to Jane’s legal guardians. Jane was missing in action and the US government was doing everything in their power to bring her home safely.
 
   I went into shock, unable or unwilling, or both, to accept that my girl was a POW, MIA, or that her name and rank would be engraved on a silver bracelet we all wore to honor the lost. 
 
   Day after day, Phyllis tried her best to cajole Frank and me into eating, something, anything, even just a mouthful. “You need your strength for when our Jane returns. We don’t want to upset her when she comes home, now, do we?” 
 
   We resisted. It was a switch when Mom tried to get me to eat enough, but I played with my food until the meat dried up, the gravy congealed and the lettuce wilted, turning my stomach. I managed toast and cereal and milk, but that was about it.
 
   I had shed so much weight that horrible summer, not knowing, longing, praying and weeping, I thought, if Jane could see me now, she’d hate it. I was skin and bones, my breasts and belly sagged, the stretch marks turned into angry red lines. I didn’t care. If I lost enough weight I would disappear too. 
 
   At home, alone at night, and even back at school, in my dorm room, I cried and cried. “Jane? Jane! Where are you? Come home, please.” Where was she? I knew in my heart she was alive, but were they torturing her? I prayed so hard for her safe return. I walked around like a zombie. My grades fell dangerously low, putting me at risk of expulsion. 
 
   I wrote countless letters to every politician and even the president, but to no avail. I focused my energies on the anti-war rallies all over campus. I missed Jane with the biggest ache and nothing but her unconditional love and devotion would suffice. I couldn’t bear to be without her, but I had no choice. 
 
   One night after class, I attended a lecture given by a released prisoner speaking first-hand about his ordeal. The one thing that stuck in my mind was the importance of staying strong, hopeful and taking care of ourselves on the home front. He stressed this was because the soldiers, especially prisoners of war still alive, wanted this most and thought about nothing else but getting home and having someone to come back to. Tears poured down many faces in the audience, as it did mine, when he spoke about the heart-breaking day he learned his father had suffered a massive heart attack just before he was released and how he never got to hear his father say he was proud and happy to have him home. 
 
   I went back to my room that night and made up my mind. I knew exactly what Jane would want me to do. What she would expect me to do. I couldn’t let her down as I knew she would never let me down either. I dove back into my studies between protesting the war. It helped get me through the endless days and lonely nights.
 
    
 
   Finally, on a treacherous stormy day in February, Frank got word and called me immediately. The telegram said they had found Jane and she was coming home as soon as she was cleared to do so. They didn’t tell us much, something about an accident…being in the wrong place and the wrong time…a bombing…but nothing specific about the nature of her injuries, but they said we could visit her at the VA hospital. I filed for a leave of absence from school and took the very next plane home. 
 
    
 
   I drove Frank and Phyllis to the hospital. Frank had gotten so frail since Jane left and his eyesight was going. Driving at least gave me a focus other than what I would find at the VA. It was a bitterly cold day, but it didn’t matter, I was totally numb anyway. A uniformed nurse escorted us to a visiting room where we waited along with several other anxious family members, lovers and friends. The wards we passed were filled with wounded and disfigured soldiers to every degree. My heart sank for the families that wept with them.  
 
   The rank odor made me gag. I wanted to run so far away and take Jane with me. I hated the thought she had to breathe this horrendous smell of human waste and rotting flesh covered up with Lysol disinfectant spray. 
 
   My eyes blurred. The interminable wait for them to bring her to us was excruciating. When my sights finally focused on the only person who could be Jane, fear, disbelief, denial and dread set in. I screeched, “Where is my Jane? That’s not her. It can’t be.” I started to sob even harder, as if there was a tear left in me, taking huge gulps, but lacking air. Frank put his hands around my shoulders as he shook violently too. I don’t know how he managed to hold Phyllis with his free arm or how we remained on our feet. 
 
   Tears and snot threatened to choke me, while I sobbed my heart out. 
 
   “Let me go!” I screamed. Frank could no longer keep me at bay. I shot out and met Jane’s wheelchair. She was a ghost, a figment of my imagination. Surely this pallid, shrunken woman with hollow eyes was not my tough, robust Jane. I knelt in front of the chair to see for myself. I searched for strength, and being in Jane’s presence afforded me the tools I needed to speak coherently, softly, and calmly await a reply. When none came, I searched her eyes, the blue was clouded now, dull, but not totally lifeless. There seemed to be no glimmer of recognition, none at all. Bile rose in my throat. I vomited all over the tiled floor. 
 
   I hardly registered being helped to clean up in the visitor’s restroom. In an emergency, Phyllis was a rock. Jane most obviously got her strength from her. When we got back, Frank was talking to Jane in that way he had, and took no notice that she wasn’t answering. He got up off his knee and stepped back to allow me to get closer. I knelt in front of her and placed my hands on her thighs, focusing on what was left of her leg and not what had so obviously been taken from her. 
 
   I kissed her face, my tears soaking her parched skin. I took her hands in mine, spoke softly, while Frank gripped my shoulder. I glanced at him briefly, needing to look away for a moment to collect my thoughts and dismiss my fear that all was lost. That Jane would never know who I was and I had lost her forever. He nodded towards Jane, indicating for me to look into her eyes again, and there it was, a tiny spark of recognition. 
 
   “Jane, Jane. It’s me. Do you know it’s me?” 
 
   It took a long time for her to form the words, but at last she spoke, her voice hoarse, gravelly, but intelligible. “Lindy,” she said, just clear enough for all of us to know she was still in there. It was a small sign of hope. We rejoiced and hugged. 
 
   “Oh Jane, I’ve missed you so much. We’ll get you home and everything will be all right. I promise.”
 
   “Promise?” she asked, the effort clear from her pained expression. At least her stare wasn’t vacant as it had been before. It was a small victory and with unconditional love, support and devotion, I planned to take care of her for the rest of our lives. My love had not waned, it had soared. I knew she’d be there for me just as I planned to be there for her. We would get through this.
 
   “Absolutely,” I said, and placed a convincing kiss on her lips. “Starting with a decent meal and the rest will come.”
 
   She smiled, “You’re eating too.” My heart melted. 
 
   She grasped my hand, first kissing the top and then my palm. My gratitude knew no bounds. My addiction to Jane was one thing I could always indulge without an ounce of guilt.  I was no longer starved for love; I had all the sustenance I needed right here with her. Gone from my vocabulary, stricken from my life, was a love-hate relationship with food. It was all love. Hate no longer existed for me. 
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