BURIED TREASURE

By MaxOut

Chapter one

Amy and I were in our tenth year when the Princess moved into the mansion.  We saw her the day she arrived; a tall, lithe goddess, her creamy chocolate skin peeking out from the full length fox fur she was wearing as protection from New England’s October chill.

We watched in awe. Every move had such a natural grace and unassuming symmetry that we both knew that she was magical and that, all of Mr. Tucker’s riches paled to insignificance when pitted against her stunning beauty.

We, like everyone else who came in contact with the new Mrs. Tucker, were drawn to her, so in between school and all the little games we played, we spent an increasing amount of time up the road by the mansion, just hoping to get a glimpse of her and dreaming what it would be like to be so beautiful, live in a big mansion and have everything you ever wanted: she must be magic!

On a cool, bleak, gray, November afternoon, we peeked up over the hedgerow and saw her has tea in the sunroom.  She was wearing a tan silk robe that clung lovingly to her splendid figure.

“God, she’s beautiful” Amy whispered.

“Umm” I replied.  “Someday I’m going to be just like her.  Mr. Tucker must be so happy with her, don’t you think?  I mean, he must wait on her hand and foot, and attend to her every whim . . . it must be divine.”

As we stared daydreaming, Mrs. Tucker looked up from her tea, noticed the two young peeping tomasinas, and waved our way.

We were starstruck.  She noticed us!  Oh god, how embarrassing and yet so wonderful.  It was like being noticed by the queen.  We timidly waved back and then, too shy, dropped, red faced, behind the hedgerow.  She must have giggled, such a sight we were, two little rag a muffins, bouncing up and down like jack in the boxes.  We ran all the way back down the tree lined road, the cool air biting our cheeks, making us even more red faced.

Still, little girls are nothing if not brave, and that Saturday Amy and I were again at our post, manning the hedgerow, hoping for a glimpse of Mrs. Tucker.

After a short time she appeared again in the sun room, wearing a gold velvet dressing gown with her wet hair, damp and falling halfway down her slim back.

“Do you know” Amy observed, “We haven’t seen Mr. Tucker at all the past few weeks.  You’d think that if he was away he’d take her with him.”

“Maybe it’s a business trip or something” I opined.  “She must be lonely there by herself.  It’s such a big house and all; she could spend days just wandering around from room to room.”

“Well, maybe if she’s lonely we should introduce ourselves” Amy said as she turned to look at me.

“Are you sure?  I mean, do you really think she’d like some company?” I couldn’t hide the excitement in my voice . . .Oh, this was something!  What were we going to do, just stroll up to the front door like we’ve been invited to tea?

Amy had a mischievous grin as she bobbed her head.  “Yeah, she could probably use some conversation, and it’s not like we don’t like to talk.”

“OK” I agreed.  “But you go first.  And don’t chicken out”.

“Don’t be silly,” she said.  “After all, I’m ten years old.”

With that she sharply turned on her heals and marched towards the mansion.  As we got closer it got bigger and bigger, almost surreal in its oppressive hugeness.  I almost turned and ran, but my friendship for Amy stopped me, so, with palms sweating, I climbed the seven porch steps and bumped into Amy as she stood in front of the massive oak double doors. 

“Well,” Amy whispered.  “I led this far, now you ring the bell.”

“Me?” I gasped.  “This was your idea.  I mean, what if Mr. Tucker is home, or what if she just wants to be alone, or doesn’t like kids, or . . .”

“Enough already!” Amy scowled her ‘if looks could kill’ look.  “What a sissy coward.  I thought you wanted to see the magical lady?”

“I do, but . . .” I wrung my hands together.  “Oh well” I sighed, “All right, here goes nothing”.

I reached a shaking finger towards the button; visions of ET racing through my mind.  I felt, or maybe imagined that I felt, a little shock as I rang the bell and heard it chime, like a cathedral behind the oak doors.

“Maybe she’s not home”. I said anxiously when the doors didn’t open immediately.  

“No way, silly” Amy chided.  “We both saw her in the sunroom.”

“Maybe she’s busy and doesn’t want to be bothered, or maybe she knows it’s just two little kids and . . .”

And the door opened and a tall, bronze goddess stood before us. Smiling, she looked down at the two of us, all bundled up against the cold, and said “Hola, ninas . . . excuse me, please, what can I do for such adorable children?”

I was ready to run, but her smile disarmed my fear.  “Uh, hi Mrs. Tucker.  We’re the third grade welcoming committee.  I’m June and this” I said bringing Amy close beside me “is my best friend Amy.  We live down Church street on Somerset Lane, and well . . . we just came by to say hi . . . and welcome to Wellsly Corner.”

She smiled, radiating warmth and goodness.  “Why thank you ninas.  It is certainly a pleasure to meet two such well mannered and beautiful children.”

As I blushed, she continued “It’s awfully cold out her on the porch, would you like to come inside for tea, and allow me to show you the house?”

“Wow, really?” Amy exclaimed.  “I mean, are you sure you don’t mind?  Like, we’re just little kids, and my mom says we’re always bothered the adults and should be seen and not heard and stuff.”

“Of course I mean it.” Her voice was smooth as velvet.  “I am looking forward to having someone to talk to . . .It’ll help me practice my English. – Would you like tea or cocoa?”

I glanced at Amy and she glanced at me, and we said in unison “Cocoa, please!”

“Magnifico.  I think I have some marshmallows to float on top  Now please, come inside before we all catch cold.”

So she ushered us in; two gawking ten year olds, sneakers squeaking across the marble foyer, mouths wide open as we surveyed the opulence.

“It’s really just a big old drafty barn” Mrs. Tucker said as we were seated at cushioned, wrought iron chairs in the fern lined sunroom.  “So cold, so heartless” she continued “except this room.  It has light and life, don’t you think?”

We agreed. 

As she served us hot cocoa, she told us that Mr. Tucker was in Tai Pei on business and wouldn’t be back for another month.

“Gee” I exclaimed  “ a whole month?  I mean, didn’t you want to go with him?  Isn’t Tai Pei in the orient?  I think it would be super cool to see the pagodas and the women with white faces . . . um, geishas . . . yeah, geishas!  Isn’t that right Amy?”

“Yeah, that’s what they are.  All beautiful as flowers and quiet as night.  Boy, I’d sure jump at a chance to go.”

Mrs. Tucker gave us a wistful smile and, reaching out, scruffed our hair.  “Ah, ninas, of course I wanted to go, but Frank, Mr. Tucker, he says that he’d be gone too long and I’d just get bored cooped up in a hotel room, ‘cause it’s just too dangerous to go out alone there.  Still.  . being cooped up here is almost as bad.”

Then she smiled “Well, it’s not so bad, now that I have somebody to talk to.  So, you’re in the third grade.  What do you study?”

We talked all about school: the students, the teachers; how I liked reading and history and Amy liked Math.  Mrs. Tucker let us ramble on, at least affecting to look interested, and I assume she really was, as she asked all sorts of questions, leading us on like a proper hostess.

After we had talked ourselves out, Mrs. Tucker asked if we would like to see the rest of thehouse.  I shook my head yes, and Amy said “Sure, if it isn’t too much trouble.”

“Come ninas” she replied “if it were a bother, I wouldn’t have asked.”

As we strolled from room to room she told us that, as a small child in Brazil, her family had had a nice house.  She said she could barely remember the enclosed gardens, wrought iron gates and stucco porticos overlooking elegant fountains.  She said she was still very small when the new government came and took their house away.

“Politics” she spat.  “It killed my father and made an old woman out of my mother.”

She explained that her father just faded away and died aft the government gave everything he had worked so hard for ‘ to the people’; and her mother worked, it seemed, all day and all night, to support her and her older sister, who had the job of taking care of her.  As soon as she was old enough, her sister moved to one of the resort towns in order to support herself, and later, when Mrs. Tucker was old enough, she followed her sister.    It was here, in the resort town, that she first met Mr. Tucker, and, after several years of periodic visits, he had asked her to marry him. 

Since her mother had died and her sister had recently gotten engaged herself, Mrs. Tucker found herself saying yes, and moving to America and into the big house.

As we sat down on divans in her large mirror lined dressing room, she told us that she had hoped to see more of Mr. Tucker, but since moving into the big house after their honeymoon, he had been away on business for the majority of the time.  He sent her letters and called from time to time, which helped, but she’d much rather see him in person.

“Oh well, life gives and life takes, doesn’t it ninas?” she asked.

We agreed, not really knowing what we were agreeing to.

She smiled and then her eyes lit up.  “I’ve got a surprise!  Can you two keep a secret?”

Amy looked at me and I looked back and the two of us sat on the divan and mimicked zipping our lips before returning our hands to our laps.

Mrs. Tucker giggled, strode to the corner of the room, stood on tiptoe and reaching behind a row of shoeboxes, and produced a big box of chocolates.  Opening the box, as the sweet smell wafted across the room and filled our nostrils, she offered it to us saying “Now promise me you won’t tell on me.  Mr. Tucker would kill me if he knew I had these hidden.  I had to smuggle them in past Mrs. Steiner, who cooks and cleans and she watches me like a hawk.”

She plopped a chocolate into her mouth and sighed “Gracias Dios, these are wonderful.  So creamy and rich!  Have another ninas” as she chose another chocolate for herself.

“Mr. Tucker, he doesn’t wasn’t want me to lose my figure, so I have to sneak.  I feel almost like a criminal, but it’s worth it, si? ‘

‘He even has Mrs. Steiner under orders to practically starve me, and she, I think she likes to see me suffer.  A bird would starve on what she serves me.”

We stayed in the dressing room for quite some time as she began showing off some of the outfits Mr. Tucker had bought for her.  We watched in awe, caught by her magic as she spun and pirouetted, primping and preening in front of the big mirrors, her graceful, lean body poetry in motion.  All the while I watched, eating chocolates, and praying that someday I could be just like her.

Finally we heard a door open and close downstairs and Mrs. Tucker glanced at her watch  “Caramba.  The time!  Mrs. Steiner is here and it must bed almost dark out.  Come ninas, let us get you home before your parents start to worry.”

She grabbed the half empty box of chocolates, re-hid them and then ushered us downstairs.  “Now, I want to thank you both for a wonderful time.  Please come back and visit again anytime.”  And then she winked and whispered “And bring chocolates.  Remember, it’s our secret.”

“Right, our secret.  We won’t forget.  Thank you.  Bye Bye” Amy and I chimed in unison, then turned and ran down the porch steps and down the long drive, stopped at te hedgerow, turned, waved, an ran all the way home, racing the darkness.
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Wellsley Corner road out winter's fury as it had for hundreds of years.  For our part, Amy and I made several trips to our new friends’ house.  We drank cocoa together, but, as there wasn’t much sun in the sun room, we spent most of our time in Eva’s dressing room with her smuggled chocolates, watching her dress up in the fine gowns she never got to wear anywhere.

Mr. Tucker was away at Christmas, although he did return for a two-week stint in mid January before business called him away for most of February and March.  Eva took his absence stoically, saying that come spring he promised to be home more and even take her on a trip to visit her sister.  She said that she loved Mr. Tucker and she knew he loved her.  She showed us around her house again, pointing out all the treasures that Mr. Tucker had collected, telling us about each one, as, on his last stay, Mr. Tucker had explained each to Eva.  Eva aid that, while pointing out his treasures, Mr. Tucker had stopped and said that al the other treasures were nothing compared to her, his greatest treasure.

She blushed as she told us this, saying that Mr. Tucker had told her that he thought of her as a work of art.

“Its’ true” I blurted out.  “You’re the most beautiful woman in the whole world”.

Eva smoothed her gown over her flat torso and the gentle curve of her hips self-consciously.  “You really think so Nina?”

“Sure I do . . . you’re the magic princess, so you have to be beautiful.”

Amy looked at me crossly.

“I mean” I tried to recover “that’s the way things are supposed to work, isn’t it?”

“I suppose so Nina.”  She seemed distracted, then recovered.  “Yes, it must be so . . . say, let’s go upstairs, it’s time I taught you two about makeup.”

“Oh boy” Amy chirped.  “And can we have some chocolates too?”

“Ssh, Nina” Eva put a finger to her lips.  “We don’t want Mrs. Steiner to hear now do we?”

We both shook our heads and ran upstairs.

Mr. Tucker came home the next day, stayed for two or three days and then was gone again, leaving more promises of more time spent at home.  As soon as he left the weather turned truly foul and we were unable to see Eva for almost a month.  Of course this didn’t stop Amy and I from talking about our newfound friend.

“Don’t you think it’s weird that Mr. Tuckers’ gone all the time?” Amy asked.  “I mean, if he thinks she's such a treasure and everything, you’d think he’d either stay home or take her with him.”

“Yeah” I agreed.  “What’s so important about his business that he can’t spend more time with her?  I know she’d like to see him more.”

“Right" Amy nodded  “She’s the magic princess and the prince is supposed to take care of her and fawn over her . . .”

“And give her jewels and candies and stuff" I added.  “Y’know, maybe Mr. Tucker isn’t a prince after all, but an evil ogre who is holding her prisoner in his castle.  I mean, she can never go out unless he’s with her, and he forbids her from eating anything tasty and fattening.  Surely a prince wouldn’t act like that, now would he?”

“Not if he really cared” Amy opined.  “What Eva needs is a Sir Lancelot to come and rescue her, ‘cause Mr. Tucker sure doesn’t deserve her.”

“I’ll say”.

But where were two almost eleven year old girls going to find a Sir Lancelot?  The need for finding one however became all the more evident once the weather cleared and we were able to go and visit with Eva.  

She answered the door wearing a silk housecoat and slippers, looking as plain as it was possible for her to look.  Her hair was a little ratty and her eyes looked dull and puffy.

“Nina, what a pleasant surprise” she tried to sound enthusiastic but her voice sounded forced and hollow.  “Come in, come in” and then she whispered “did you bring chocolates?”

I smiled and opened my purse to show her the small box hidden amongst the normal junk that accumulated in a young girl’s purse.

“Good” Eva whispered.  “Let’s go upstairs.  I want to show you the new dress Mr. Tucker sent me.”

She tried to make it seem like old times, but it was clear, even to two ten going on eleven-year-olds that she was pre-occupied.  Finally, after about an hour, she said she was sorry and admitted that she had a headache and really needed to take a nap.

“OK, we’ll leave," said Amy, “but we’ll be back to look in on you this weekend.  Have Mrs. Steiner make you some chicken soup.”

Eva laughed and I chipped in “Yeah, and have Mr. Tucker come home and take care of you.”

Oops, wrong thing to say, for Eva’s smile broke instantly, her shoulders slumped and it looked like it was all she could do to hold back the tears.  We left quietly, hoping that she would feel better soon.

As soon as we got out of earshot I wailed to Amy “Can’t Mr. Tucker see that he’s killing the magic?  The magic only works when the princess is happy, and now she looks so fragile and withdrawn.”

“Yeah, like a flower that’s wilting” Amy added.  “What are we going to do?  It’s just not fair!”

But providence provides . . . sometimes.  

In late spring Mr. Tucker did as promised, taking Eva on a two-week trip to visit her sister.  Upon their return they made a couple of trips into town, Mr. Tucker strutting like a peacock with his gorgeous treasure radiating brilliantly on his arm.  The trip and Mr. Tuckers’ attention seemed to restore Eva’s glow and Amy and I were happy, but soon he was gone again, off on another of his business trips, the only evidence that he had been home at all were the two or three objects d’ arte that he’d added to his collection.  

But, as I said, providence provides.  It was a warm afternoon in early June when Sir Lancelot arrived.  We were having lemonade in the sunroom as we watched his BMW snake up the drive.

“I wonder who that can be?” Eva muttered absently.

“Bet we’re gonna find out” exclaimed Amy; and then, seconds later, the doorbell rang.  Eva rose to answer, and as the door opened you could just about see the sparks flying between them.  He was tall, thin, dark haired and handsome, with an almost casual sense of grace and style.  He introduced himself as an art dealer and art historian, who also wrote for the states’ art magazine.  He said he had been hired by Mr. Tucker to appraise and authenticate the two Capa D' Montes’ he had just acquired.  

Eva introduced Mr. Kennedy to us and then we all moved to the formal reading room where Mr. Tucker displayed most of his treasures.  As he examined the porcelain, Mr. Kennedy made small talk and kept pointing out certain points of the decidedly wicked carvings and inviting Eva to get close to him and get a better view.  She was obviously taken by him as she blushed and then drew close, pushing her long wavy black hair away from her face.

As they further inspected the piece, their hands happened to touch and one could almost see the two of them melting into one another.  Amy looked at me and whispered “the magic is back; Lancelot has returned to her!”

I smiled and nodded simply content to watch the two of them as they ogled each other and made small talk.

Throughout the summer Lancelot was a frequent visitor to the Tuckers’ castle; I’m sure purporting to be analyzing another piece of Mr. Tuckers’ treasures, but rumors began spreading about town that he was more taken by Mrs. Tuckers’ treasures than he was by any art piece.  The tongue waggers  added that it would b e wise of Mr. Tucker to spend a little more time tending to the home front else he lose his greatest treasure to the handsome art appraiser.

Amy and I heard it all and kept silent. For while Mr. Kennedy was present several times when we came to visit, Eva, in her wisdom, never failed to include us; always asking us in for iced tea or lemonade.  In our eleven-year-old viewpoint, all Amy and I saw was the whole romantic notion of the affaire: the holding hands, the kind words, the admiration, and the looks of love in their eyes.  And here we were, Evas’ friends and witnesses to it all.

It was grand, but then, after about two months away, Mr. Tucker returned and Mr. Kennedy found it prudent to stay away.  Of course Amy and I were disappointed and we thought Mr. Tucker an evil ogre for spoiling the sweet romance we were privy to; as being eleven year olds we had no idea that there may have been anything unseemly, primal, or sexual going on.  In our black and white world, Mr. Kennedy made Eva happy and that was good, therefore it was perfectly acceptable for him to be with her.  Mr. Tucker, on the other hand, we weren’t quite sure about.  It seemed that Eva cared for him and was lonely without him, but he was a bad man because he left her alone so often and made her so unhappy.
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Amy and I visited again a week later on a day when, by chance, Mr. Kennedy wasn’t present.  Eva welcomed us with glee and ushered us up to her dressing room where she produced a large heartshaped box of chocolates, and opening the top, offered us some.  As Amy and I picked from the half empty first tier of the five-pound box, Amy asked if they had been a present from Mr. K.

Eva blushed and then giggled “No Nina, they came UPS yesterday from Mr. Tucker.”

She sighed and shook her head.  “He’s such a nice, generous man, I just wish I could see more of him . .  Well, no matter.”

She seemed lost in thought for a moment, and then returning to the here and now she smiled broadly and told us that she had some wonderful news.  It seemed Mr. Tucker had let go his long time housemaid, the scary Mrs. Steiner and replaced her with a plump, middle aged Spaniard named Consuella, who, aside from speaking Evas’ native tongue, also reminded her of home by cooking all the rich, delicious dishes from her homeland.  

Consuella was at Evas’ beck and call, and was willing and able to whip up any scrumptious snack or meal Eva desired, whenever she desired. It seemed that the restriction on what could and could not be fed had ended with Mrs. Steiners’ tenure, for now her meals were fit for a queen; hefty meat courses with fattening cream gravies and rich deserts replacing the birdlike portions that had been Mrs. Steiners’ benchmark.

On subsequent visits we camped out in the sunroom eating small cakes or delicious warm tortillas dripping with melted butter.  Eva would also invariably share with us the latest goodies sent by Mr. Tucker; huge boxes of truffles and chocolates, bars of white chocolates goodies sent by Mr. Tucker; huge boxes of truffles and chocolates, bars of white chocolate with almonds, candied cashews, or almond rocca.  It seemed like he was sending her something almost every day he was away.

In a matter of weeks Evas’ gowns and dresses that she always modeled for us began to tighten.  The exquisite lines of her face began to soften and blur, while her high cheekbones were becoming camouflaged by flesh.  She seemed oblivious, circling in the mirrors laughing and gobbling piece after piece of sweets as she danced across the huge dressing room without a care in the world.

We saw Lancelot once in the early fall.  He had been away awhile on business himself and we were all glad to see that he had returned.  I remember that afternoon as if it were yesterday: Eva was wearing a black tee shirt and stretch tights and the look I got from Amy silently said it all – ‘can you believe the tummy Evas’ gotten?’  Yes I could ‘cause it was there in plain sight for all to see.  The stretch waistband of the tights cut into her now pillowy middle causing her tummy to pooch out below the waistband while forming a nice round roll above it.  Lancelot didn’t seem to mind though, as he held her close and whispered sweet things into her ear.

On our next visit Eva ushered us into the dressing room to show us two new gowns that Mr. Tucker had sent to her.  She modeled them for us, spinning in slow circles before the wall of mirrors, oblivious to the fact that she barely fit into them, flesh tumbling over the top of the strapless gown.  She kept hiking up the top of the gown as her large, flabby breasts fought for escape, oblivious to it all.  She even showed us the newest box of candies Mr. Tucker had sent her; a huge thing that must have held a good ten pounds worth of chocolates.  Eva offered us the box giggling that she had had a good head start on us, and winking, told us that she hoped that there was some left.  

She’d made a good account of it all right!  There were more empty wrappers than chocolates left in the cavernous box.  Still, as we sat on the divan helping her eat, we both realized that she was happier than we had ever seen her.  We were happy for her too, but tempered that joy with the realization that, although she was still pretty, the extra twenty to twenty five pounds she had put on were making her beauty fade.  Her thickening torso and widening backside seemed to be taking away the perfection of her angular frame.  Her arms and shoulders were getting round and fleshy and her once proud breasts had gotten much larger, but seemed heavy and saggy.  Amy and I looked at each other and shrugged, not knowing quite what to do.

Mr. Tucker returned later that week and soon the two of them were off to Paris for two whole months.  Eva wrote to us telling us how happy she was, and how attentive Mr. Tucker was being to her.  She said it felt like a second honeymoon.  Mr. Tucker was being so nice to her, taking her shopping and then out to dine at the fabulous restaurants that the French were famous for.  She wished us well, and said that she couldn’t wait to get back and show us all the great clothes Mr. Tucker had bought for her.  We couldn’t wait either.

When we heard that the Tuckers had returned from Europe we raced over to see Eva.  Mr. Tucker was at home, but working in his study, so Eva took us upstairs to model.  Yes, she had returned with a whole new wardrobe, but we just about choked as it had to be at least three sizes larger!  It seemed as if someone had attached a bicycle pump to her stomach and blown her up several inches.  Her tummy, no it was too big to be called a tummy:  Her belly protruded out from her frame, all jiggly and rolly-polly.  Her upper arms large and flabby and her breasts had gotten huge, hanging pendulously down over her distended belly.  She was round and dowdy, and her beautiful face was being overrun by excess poundage.  We couldn’t believe our eyes; our beautiful princess had been kidnapped!

Lancelot came by to see Eva shortly after her return from Paris, and then never returned.  Eva didn’t seem to care for Mr. Tucker was treating her well, being home much more often and taking her along with him on several business trips.  It seemed that each time Eva returned from such a trip it was with several pounds of new baggage to carry.  After a little more than a year it was beginning to be hard to remember Eva as she was, and not just think of her as the fat, jiggly, happy Latina mother figure she had become.  We were so disappointed at first, but soon accepted the status quo and remained her friend.

As we grew older we saw less and less of Eva as Amy and I discovered boys and Eva was away with Mr. Tucker so often.  Still, when we did see her our routine was often the same as it had always been; Eva herding us up to her dressing room to feed us chocolates and primp and preen in her fancy clothes in front of the none too flattering mirrors.  Eva had grown obese.  Jowly and double chinned, massive arms, large flabby breasts and a huge belly.  We watched in horror as she changed out of her dressing gown to show us a beaded designer thing that Mr. Tucker had bought her that looked more like a tent than a dress.  She let her dressing gown fall to the floor and we watched her reach for the dress, wearing only a massive underwire bra and panties.  Her swollen, protruding belly lapping over the panties and her fat, wide butt spilling out from under the panty bottoms.  She had developed a kind of shelf around her middle, like an apron where the lard jutted out from just below her belly button.  She bent down to pick up her dressing gown and her belly folded like an accordion of rolls and bulges.  Her thighs had grown together and seemed to have grown down to her knees.  She plopped another chocolate into her maw and began struggling with the sequined dress, squeezing it up over her wide hips and saggy belly, and then wrestling it over her breasts and into place around her wattled neck.  

“Ninas, can you help me?  I need you to zip up the back.”

She came forward, turning her wide, fat butt towards us.  Amy got up and started the zipper up its’ trek, watching her fat fold as the dress was drawn together.  The zipper almost didn’t make it past her bulging belly, and once past the expanse we both held our breath that it didn’t burst and rip right there.  

After the zipper finally completed its’ trek, Eva jostled her breasts around a bit, getting the two huge lumps of lard into some semblance of alignment and then, patting her belly, twirled before us.

“What do you think, Ninas?  Devine isn’t it?”

Amy and I told her the dress was beautiful and thought to ourselves ‘yeah, not bad for a tent’.  As Eva swirled before the mirrors, smoothing the dress around her hippo hips, Amy whispered to me “ the label says 2X.  What does that mean?  Is it some kind of designer code or what?”

“I don’t know” I confessed.  “Maybe it means too big or something.  How much do you think Eva weighs now?  200?  225?”

“As if!” Amy hissed.  “You saw; her belly must be at least fifty inches around, and her butt is huge!  I bet she must be way over 250.  Maybe even three hundred.  What has it been now; like less than three years since Mrs. Steiner went away?”

“Yeah, and now Eva is more than twice the size.  She even makes Consuella look tiny, and remember how we though that she used to be fat.”

“Ninas, what are you whispering about?  Boys again?  Let me tell you a secret.  Find someone like Mr. Tucker, even if it seems hard at first.  I’ve never been so happy these last few years.  And to think I used to be so lonely.  But now he showers me with his attentions.  I don’t ever have to want for anything.”

She reached for another chocolate and then closed her eyes in rapture, as she tasted the velvety sugar.  We had to admit that, above all else Eva did certainly seem happy and I thank Mr. Tucker for making her so.  Still, I have ambivalent feelings towards him.  Sure, Eva was happy now, and sure, Mr. Tucker didn’t forced all that food down her gullet, but by denying her for so long and then giving her everything; I wonder what kind of options Eva really had.  I imagine she could have stopped herself at some point, but if you think about it, why should she.  The man of her dreams was showering her with affection, and all that was forbidden was suddenly accessible. I wonder what I would have done.  Being removed from all judging eyes and allowed to have anything I wanted whenever I wanted, with the assurance that my man was there for me, loving me and providing for me.

I find myself somewhat drawn and simultaneously repelled by the extent of Mr. Tuckers’ possessiveness.  To destroy his greatest treasure so that no one else might steal her is kin to painting over the Mona Lisa with black lead.  Perhaps by burying Eva under pounds of fat was the only way he thought he could keep her all for himself.  Maybe he has a strong memory, and, like her, sees only the princess when her looks at her, and not the obese dowager queen. 

