My husband’s coworker had called me after work today.  He was at the hospital.  The secretary had seen him collapse as he bent over to pick up a file that he had dropped on the floor of the accounting firm he worked at.  He just doubled over and sank to the floor.  I don’t remember much from that moment on.  I just remember rushing to the hospital, with an annoying panic clutching at my heart and my stomach.  I remember trying to hurry there, but feeling a sort of dread for what I would find when I reached his side.  
He looked so weak in the large hospital gown.  John was never big to begin with, being only 5’8” and weighing a little over 140 lbs.  But here, he looked so frail…I felt like I could break him if I tried to.  Laying my hand across his pale cheek, I tried reassured myself that he was going to be alright.  I brushed my lips over the faint scar on his upper-lip, a souvenir from one of his ex-girlfriends in college.  Smiling wryly, I remembered Suzanne.  She was an Amazon. He was with her when I first met him in Maryland…
It was a cool, New England day, halfway into autumn.  I had just rolled out of bed and was heading down the North Campus, when I saw the strangest couple that I had ever seen in my life.  The woman was HUGE, phenomenally gigantic.  Six feet, three inches, at least, with bright orange hair and muscles the size of a linebackers.  But she wasn’t the one I was interested in.  It was the guy.  
He didn’t suit her at all; he looked like a dreamer, with his sable brown hair, lanky, slightly flowing limbs, and quiet, dark clothing.  But it was his eyes that struck me.  Something about his stare attracted me to him like I could not begin to describe.  It was as if he knew my soul; as if he were the other part of myself that I had somehow misplaced, somehow left behind, somehow lived without.  Now that I had seen him, I knew that I had to have him.
Therein lays the problem.  He was already otherwise attached.  Bah.  No way could I conquer the Amazon.  
He had a class with me…I remembered his name from the time he got into an ethical debate with the sociology professor.  It was what first attracted me to him; his ability to think.  I’ve had numerous relationships before, but never with a guy who cared so much about the world or the lives of others.  He was so passionate with his ideas and his philosophies, and his beliefs, all of which centered on not him, but the general good.  It made me wonder if he would transfer those beliefs onto a relationship.  
John.  John Gresham.  That was his name.  And soon, it was mine.

On our wedding night, he was so nervous.  Being Catholic, he thought it wrong to do anything “sinful” with even his intended bride.  It bothered me a little, but it more made me examine myself.  

I had lost my innocence right before my college years, lost it with a man that I found attractive, and had deemed worthy of this gift of which I so sought to cast aside.  Being labeled an “Ice Princess” was awful.  Now the boys on the track team couldn’t say that of me, Janice Vogel: Non-Virgin.  

He was twenty-four;  I was eighteen.  
I wasn’t sure why I did it.  Or why I picked him.  But we finished the act, and it was neither horribly unpleasant nor wondrously intoxicating.  So I stored it away as a pleasant, slightly guilt-ridden experience.  

After him, I had two more guys, both of which lasted less than two months in between my sheets.  

Until John.  John was different, with his righteousness and religiousness.  After dumping his Amazon for me (ME!  The elation, and the joy, and the infatuation I developed after he asked me out…I worshipped him.  Even though she did beat him soundly, and gave him five stitches over it afterwards), I snapped him up immediately.  I would have slept with him, since sex never seemed that important to me.  At least not at the time.  My past experiences were impassionate, or at least not on my part.  I mated like a snake; dry…and unrushed, the crest sweet, but never earth-shattering.
But he made me wait, and showed me differently.  From that first night on the beaches of Tenerife, sex with him was making love.  It was luscious and achy; it was climactic and unsettling; it was ecstasy and bliss.  It was yet another way for us to worship each other, mind and body and soul.

Joyce came three years later, our little bundle of joy.  She came screaming and kicking and oh…how she made us cry and laugh and sing.  But we lost her.  They said that it was some childhood illness.  I never could tell.  But John was never the same afterwards.  I think that he saw Joyce as the physical manifestation of our love.  But she left us, and took his heart with her slowly, slowly, slowly….
So it has been the two of us…and it may soon be the one of me.  Alone again.

*End Part One*

I watched his eyes flutter open, the pupils dilating for the sudden exposure to light.  Blinking like a sleepy child, he shifted his unfocused gaze to me, trying to concentrate his vision on my face.  The pained expression I wore must have frightened him, but 

