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I shifted my feet; the long wait in line
wasn't doing my back any favors. Hell, when didn't my back hurt
these days? I was 34 weeks pregnant, and huge! The temps were
pushing 100 F again, which didn't help matters any, either. Bloated
and sweaty aren't my favorite things to be.

 


Thankfully, I was almost at the front of the
line. I hoped they wouldn't run out before I got in; I was
starving! The line moved again, putting me finally at the front. I
looked around cautiously – people who came to food pantries like
this tended not to look at each other, I'd found. Maybe it was the
shame of needing help, I don't know. I wasn't too embarrassed;
maybe it was being only 18, but I didn't mind asking for help when
it was needed.

 


It's not like I set out to get here on
purpose. I didn't plan on getting knocked up by a random hookup,
having to drop out of school and go to work when my family refused
to help me (other than dad offering to pray for my 'whore soul', as
he had called it), then losing my job when the damn pandemic and
this fucked-up economy put my boss out of business, and finally
finding out nobody wants to hire someone who's going to squeeze out
a pup in a few months. I never thought I'd have to do the things
I've done to get by these past months, but I'll always find a way
to survive. For me and the kiddo! My hands covered my abdomen
protectively; it was such a natural thing anymore, I barely even
realized I was doing it.

 


I felt like someone was watching me. Gazing
around, I saw an older man looking at me. Not just glancing, or
noticing, but staring right at me. He wasn't in line; he stood by
the exit door. I looked back at him just as frankly, just to have
something to do. I cocked my head and he smiled. He was pretty damn
cute for an older guy, too. Still had all his hair, and the hints
of gray around his temples was pretty sexy. I smiled back, then
rubbed my hands over my swollen belly.

 


“76 through 80!” the woman called, and I
stepped forward. I gave her my number tag and she let me in. I
grabbed a shopping basket and a plastic trash bag. It was time to
see what I'd be having for dinner.

 


Twenty minutes later, I walked toward the
exit with an assortment of off-brand canned fruits and vegetables
as well as an assortment of day-old pastries and assorted bread.
The big score of the day was that I got some fresh veggies; enough
to make salads over the next day or two – well, today, anyway, I
thought as I looked at the lettuce that was already kind of
wilted.

 


I'd better scarf that down today, I
thought, and save the canned stuff for -

 


I was busy looking over my food and collided
with someone.

 


“Oops! So sorry.” a man's voice.

 


I looked up to see who had spoken. It was the
guy – the exit door guy – I realized. I'd forgotten all about him
in the heady rush of acquiring things with a caloric value.

 


Not only was he cute, he was well-dressed,
too. Not flashy, but the clothes sure didn't come from
Wal-Mart.
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