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“Guys, I’m really going to miss you!” Sadie buried herself in Elena’s arms.

“Sadie, we’re just graduating high school!” Elena laughed. “It’s not like we’re moving away.”

“Yeah,” said Bea. “We’ve got the entire summer left.”

“You don’t understand!” Sadie sniffled. “We’re going to be doing out own thing this summer, and after that, we’ll be going to college. We’re eighteen years old,” she cried. “We’re going to have to leave some time.”

“It’s okay,” Elena patted Sadie on the back. “We’ll always been friends.”

Bea hugged them both. “You’ve been such a good friend. We’ll never stop loving you.”

The three stood in the middle of the football field. While all the rest of the graduates were breaking off from the class to find their families and celebrate, Sadie, Elena, and Bea huddled together in one big, squishy group hug. Sadie was pinned between her two friends chubby, squishy bodies, unable and unwilling to let go.

Dylan, Elena’s brother, tapped his sister on the shoulder. “Hey, you weirdos done?”

“Shut up, Dylan! We’re having a moment!”

“Whatever, Mom says we’ve got to go if we’re going to keep our reservations at Casa Luna.”

“Casa Luna!” Elena squealed. “You hear that, guys? We’re going to Casa Luna for dinner!”

“Just us,” Dylan said.

“But can’t Bea and Sadie come with us?”

“Actually,” Bea said, “My family’s going to Rosalina’s for dinner tonight.”

“Rosalina’s? Lucky!” Sadie beamed. “You love that place!”

“Aw!” said Elena. “I wish I could go with you—“

“Elena,” Dylan reminded. “We’ve got to go.”

“You girls go,” said Sadie, wiping her eyes. “Enjoy your dinner. You’ve earned it.”

“But what about you?”

“What are you doing tonight?”

“Don’t worry about me,” Sadie said. “We’ll see each other on Monday, right?”

“Right.” The girls hugged one more time. Sadie squeezed her friends big tummies one more time, and then tearfully watched them run off to dinner.

“Congratulations, Sadie!”

Sadie turned. There was Mom, holding a bouquet of roses.

“I’m so proud of you! I’m proud of all of you.”

“Thank you, Mom.”

“It’s okay, dear.” Mom gave her a big hug. “You and Elena and Bea are going on to bigger things. You’ll always be friends, right?”

“Right,” Sadie swallowed.

“They couldn’t come to the yogurt shop tonight?”

“No,’ Sadie sighed. “I didn’t get a chance to ask. They’re going to Casa Luna and Rosalina’s  with their families.”

Mom laughed. “I should have guessed. Those girls sure like to eat, don’t they?”

“Mom! Don’t say it like that.”

“I’m sorry, you know what I mean. Come on! Let’s celebrate!”

Sadie and her Mom drove straight to Veggie Heaven, followed by a visit to the yogurt shop.

Elena, meanwhile, went off to Casa Luna, where she had her family enjoyed round after round of nachos and fried avocadoes. After that, burritos stuffed with so much meat, rice, and cheese that no one could pick them up. There were constant baskets of tortilla chips, salsa, queso, and guacamole. Finally, there was a course of friend ice cream for everyone.

Bea, meanwhile, ran off to Rosalina’s, ordering the endless pasta, garlic bread, and salad. She ate fried mozzarella, calamari, Caesar salad, fettucine alfredo, and spaghetti with meat sauce. At the end, butter cake, cannoli, tiramisu, and gelato.

Both Elena and Bea waddled home, crawling into their beds and rubbing their stomachs, stuffed from a meal they’d never forget.

Sadie and her Mom spent the rest of their night playing board games. When it was late, Sadie solemnly climbed into bed, thinking about Elena and Bea.

They’re right, she thought. This doesn’t have to be the end, but everything seems like it’s changing so fast. I want to go to college, but something’s missing. I want to do something special, but what?

She thought for an hour, staring at the ceiling, discarding one idea after another. I have no idea what would be good, but I can’t sleep. I’ll stay up all night if I have—wait!

When Elena and Bea woke up the next morning, they found a text message waiting for them.

One last sleepover: you guys in?

The response was instantaneous.

YEAH!

They agreed to do it next week. That way Sadie could clean up the basement den and buy all the snacks. As the final days of high school ticked by, Elena and Bea both went shopping. Their favorite plus-sized store was running a summer sale on bathing suits.

“You excited for the sleepover?”

“Totally!” Bea said. “I can’t believe I didn’t think of that first. It’s been ages since we’ve had a sleepover.”

“I know,” said Elena, searching for a bathing suit of just the right shade of purple. “I thought that it was a little silly at first, but then I realized, it would be good to just do one more—one more little bit of fun before we all go off to college.”

“Exactly! Sadie even said that she was going to take care of the snacks, just like always.”

“Oh, God! I would kill for some doughnuts right now.”

“We’ll get some after this,” said Bea. “She was always so cool about getting food. Even though her Mom never lets her eat that stuff, she always made sure that we had good snacks.”

Elena smiled. “That’s Sadie’s style. She was always on our side, even when we got...bigger.”

Bea sighed. “I used to wonder, you know...”

“About what?”

“Like, I always wondered if Sadie was just being nice to us because we were friends before. I mean, when we were in kindergarten we all hung out and played together. Then the two of us got fat and...”

“You were wondering if Sadie was just nice to us because we were friends before?”

“Yeah,” said Bea. “None of the other kids were nice to us. Now I realize that she’s just always been cool. No one else ever invited us over to their houses. None of the other girls even wanted to be seen with us.”

“Even when Sadie was a cheerleader, she said that we were her best friends,” Elena smiled. “She didn’t try to hide it. She even snuck us treats when we were supposed to be on a diet.”

“Ugh, don’t even say that word out loud. As soon as I get to college, I am never going on another diet again.”

“I know, right? You heard about the Freshman Fifteen? I’m going to turn it into the Freshman Fifty.”
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