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​ Author's
Foreword

This book contains adult content – and it
crosses various boundaries even for that. If you are too young to
be reading depictions of sexual activity or have limited tolerance
for such content, including activities that are, well, not
‘vanilla,’ let us say, perhaps you should look elsewhere. On the
other hand, if you consider yourself to be open-minded, well, let’s
see... There is nothing here that hasn’t been done before, after
all...

As I have indicated before, my characters are
what they are, and they speak for themselves, not for me. Don't
assume that because one of them presents an attitude that you find
offensive, or whatever, that I'm providing you with MY opinions –
look around and you'll see another character with a differing
viewpoint.

*-*-*-*-*-*

Every character who engages in sexual activity
in this tale is eighteen or older.

Enjoy!

T. H. B.

*-*-*-*-*-*
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Chapter 1

 


​ It was cold --
DAMN cold! I'd stopped off on the way home to get a coffee or a hot
chocolate and maybe a toasted bagel or something. I was going to go
through the drive-thru, but while I was sitting way out on the end
of the line and not yet committed, I saw someone dressed like the
Michelin Man in a snowsuit with a backpack coming along the line of
storefronts, trying to stay under the inadequate cover of the short
storefront shed roofs to stay out of the driving rain. When the
person -- sex was indeterminate -- stopped in front of the coffee
shop and laboriously dug under several layers of clothing for some
money, then shuffled inside, my interest was piqued, so I parked
and dashed in myself. The line at the counter would be shorter than
the one at the drive-thru anyway...

The first revelation -- that she was female --
came fairly quickly. The hood came down and revealed brown hair
tied up in one of those clips and a fairly delicate neck. The hands
that came out of the gloves under the mittens had short, tapered
fingers with red nail polish that had taken a beating adorning the
short nails. I got a profile next, as she turned from counting out
change for a coffee and a cheese bagel, and it was unremarkable, if
soft-looking.

I didn't draw attention to myself by looking
behind me while I was making my own similar purchase, so I was
somewhat surprised when I turned around to see that she had removed
a coat and a sweater and a hoodie and was working legs encased in
heavy leggings out of a ski bib. She was still heavy, but nowhere
near as heavy as she looked bundled up -- but the bulge at her
belly announced that she was AT LEAST six months pregnant -- and
probably more like eight!

I settled in at a nearby table and took my
time looking her over without staring. She wasn't beautiful, but
she wasn't ugly, either – she had a pug nose and wide features. The
four or five layers of clothing over her bust having been removed,
I could see that it wasn't huge or anything -- it was there, and
plenty if you're a member of the 'more than a handful is a waste'
school, which I am. It wasn't on display, either -- the
round-necked thermal top she was wearing didn't display her
cleavage at all. The shape of her breasts was disguised by the top
and the bra and could have been anything. All I could really tell
was that she had two of them. She was a wide-bodied gal, and
probably had a belly, but pregnancy made that difficult to assess.
The ass wasn't huge, but was definitely plush -- and the leggings
didn't hurt the display any. I knew that I'd want to walk along
behind it and watch it sway and jiggle. She looked to be in her
twenties, somewhere. All in all, she was probably a good 'B-' in my
book, without a close examination of her hooters, while others more
concerned with the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Model template would
probably list her in the 'C' to 'C-' range. Of course, there was
the complication of her pregnancy... She was a little threadbare
and a little careworn, but wasn't telegraphing anything in the way
of anguish or despair as she very slowly ate her bagel. She was
just there...

I goofed off for a bit, but I had no reason to
be there. When it became obvious that she was settled in for the
evening, I collected my things and made for the door, dashed
through the freezing rain to my car, and headed home to my
place.

I didn't stop off for supper and I didn't make
any – and I realized that when I looked up from the work I was
doing at nine-thirty. I wondered if the pregnant chick was still at
the coffee shop – and I could pick up a sandwich there, so I
decided to satisfy my idle curiosity.

The rain had shifted to wet, heavy snow as the
temperature dropped. I kicked myself for not planning things better
and almost went back inside, but I went ahead and cleaned off the
car and drove to the coffee shop.

She was still there. I got my sandwich to go
as it was nearing closing time and turned from the counter in time
to watch her slowly get up from her chair and begin donning her
layers of outerwear. Now wanting to draw to much attention to
myself, I went out to my car, which was parked out in front of the
shop, and sat watching as she donned layer after layer and finally
went to the counter and asked for a travel cup for her coffee. I
watched her expose herself to the wintry blast and start tottering
up the street in her thick layers of clothing – and decided to
follow her.

It was reasonably easy. If the neighborhood
had been residential, there would have been a parking ban, but this
was a commercial area and the stores had parking lots. I would
drive a block, park, and watch her pass. After about five blocks, I
sat wondering what I was doing, following a fat pregnant chick who
was probably homeless in a snowstorm. No answers came to me, but I
kept on...

She went ten blocks, coming to a spot under an
overpass over a small stream with a wide concrete apron and two
boxed-off sluices on either side of the stream bed. There was a big
cardboard refrigerator box there at this end of one of them,
covering a good part of the opening. She pulled it aside
confidently and I assumed that she was home – but she lurched back
when some bearded guy came out of the opening. There was a short
argument, then the guy pushed her, causing her to fall on her ass,
and returned to the underpass, pulling the box back into place. I
watched her slowly get up and brush herself off. The other opening
on the far side of the stream was carrying some runoff, and would
be useless to her even if she could get to it. I watched her rub
her face and look around before settling her scarf back over her
lower face, then begin trudging off to the right, paralleling the
elevated street, moving aimlessly – and suddenly, I knew why I was
there.

Pulling around the corner, I popped open the
passenger door. A blast of arctic air and a whirl of snowflakes
invaded the car as I leaned over and asked "Why aren't you in a
shelter?"

She stopped and turned to the car, leaning
down, and said, "They're full." All I could see were her
eyes.

"So what just happened?"

I got evicted, I guess."

"Was it your place?"

"It was... Possession is nine-tenths of the
law, though, I guess."

"Get in."

"I don't know you."

"Okay. You don't know him, either, but the
difference between us is that I don't push pregnant women on their
ass in the snow and take their shelter from them."

"What DO you do?"

"I've got a spare bedroom – for tonight,
anyway."

I could see that she was evaluating her
chances of running into a serial killer or whatever. I just waited,
watching her. Finally, she took off her backpack and wedged herself
in the passenger seat with it in front of her. It wasn't
easy.

"Buckle up," I instructed her, which made
things even more difficult, frankly, but I knew better than to try
to separate her and her backpack. I turned the car around and
headed for my place.

*****

I have a modest three-bedroom ranch with a
finished full basement. I wouldn't, but when my folks died and I
inherited their place, my lawyer and my accountant warned me that
if I just sold it, the government would rape me for taxes, so I
sold it and bought a place close to my work and did some
tax-exchange thing. Owning a home is cheaper than renting – if you
actually own it, anyway, and aren't mortgaged to the eyebrows. I
just had repairs and insurance and taxes and utilities… Hmmm… No, I
really think it is cheaper. Yard work and other upkeep were issues,
off and on – I have hay fever and mowing is Hell and I don't have a
green thumb and don't want one, particularly. Landscapers can be
ridiculous, though, so I had cut costs the previous summer by
trying to do it myself. At this point, however, the fact that I
didn't have a golf course for a front lawn wasn't visible, since
the yard was buried under several inches of snow. I pulled into the
driveway and poked the button on the garage door remote and drove
on inside, carefully ducking the snow blower and the lawn tractor
and several other things arrayed along one wall. It wasn't easy
keeping the garage open enough to take a car, especially since I'd
inherited Dad's shop tools. Popping open my door, I uttered the
first words I'd said since telling her to buckle up…

“Let's go inside.”

Once we were inside the kitchen, I dumped the
bagged sandwich on the table and said, “Okay, want anything warm to
drink?”

“Like what?” she asked
cautiously.

“Tea? Coffee? I might have hot
chocolate in those little packets…”

“Okay.” She settled gingerly in a
kitchen chair and said, “Why am I here?”

I rolled my eyes, waving, “Something about the
blizzard outside.”

“You didn't have to…”

“I'm glad you don't think so, I
guess,” I retorted. “How far along are you?”

“Eighth month.”

“How long have you been on the
street?”

“Three weeks.”

“Want to tell me about
it?”

“Do you really want to
know?”

“Yeah. Look, there is a bedroom
down the hall – one I DON'T occupy. You can stop worrying about
THAT.”

She absorbed that, poker-faced.
“Okay.”

“Don't overheat. I don't want your
stuff. There is a laundry room downstairs.” I pointed at the
stairwell. Digging in the cupboard, I came up with some powdered
cocoa packets. “I DO have hot chocolate.”

“Okay.” She started coming out of
her layers, watching me. I dumped the water out of the teapot,
rinsed it, and refilled it, more or less ignoring her until it was
on the burner. She was down almost to what I remembered from the
coffee shop when I turned back.

“I bought a sandwich for supper…”
I waved at the bag. “At the time, I didn't expect
guests.”

“I ate,” she replied.

“More than the one bagel?” I asked
– and we BOTH flinched.

She looked at the logo on the bag. “You saw me
at the coffee shop.”

“Yes. Twice.”

The look she gave me said, 'So you ARE a
stalker!' I didn't move. She sat there watching me for a good
thirty seconds, her gaze unblinking. Then she shrugged, somewhat
fatalistically.

“What?” I asked.

“You didn't leap across the room…
Besides, where would I go? How would I outrun you?”

“I could give you a big butcher
knife to defend yourself with…”

“…But I don't need it.”

“Right.”

After a moment, she ventured, “Just the one
bagel.”

“The cheese ones are
amazing.”

She smiled, finally. “Yes, they
are.”

“I probably have something around
here that I didn't have to go out for.” I started digging in the
refrigerator.

“Why did you go back
out?”

I grimaced, hiding behind the refrigerator
door. “To see if you were still there.”

“Why? What makes me so
fascinating?” I heard a rustle as she got up.

I kept digging in the refrigerator. “Some
things defy explanation, I guess.” I stepped back to look,
expecting to see her dressing back up, but she was coming around
the table toward me.

“Do you cook?” she asked, opening
the refrigerator door further and gazing inside.

“Not so you'd notice.”

She opened the freezer. “So, microwave
burritos. No wonder you went out.”

“Yeah.” I was embarrassed. “The
bagel and coffee I had when I followed you in tided me over until
it got late, then I made this split-second decision to go
back…”

“…And eyeball the pregnant
homeless chick,” she finished. “Do you have a thing for
pregnancy?”

I sucked my teeth. “If I do, I've never
bothered to do anything about it.”

“So why am I here? Why are you
fascinated?” She threw a hip into me, pushing me out of the way of
the doors. “At least there's salsa. I'll probably get
heartburn.”

“Maybe you ought to eat the
sandwich.”

“Maybe.” She eyed me sidelong.
“What is it?”

“Pastrami.”

“I'll take my chances with bean
burritos.”

“It's protein.”

“So are the beans.”

“Put the sandwich in the fridge,
then, and get out three or four,” I sighed.

“You didn't answer me,” she
chided, removing four burritos from the freezer.

“I don't have one.”

“An answer?

“Right.” 'Yes' or 'no' both seemed
to be confusing responses. I reached for a couple of plates and put
them on the counter while she peeled the burritos from their
wrappers.

“How long?” she asked, placing two
on a plate and turning to the microwave.

“Three minutes at least, if you
don't want the centers frozen,” I replied, “I usually go two
minutes, pull them for a minute to let things kind of equalize,
flip them over, and shoot for two more.”

“Okay.” She poked buttons and the
thing kicked off.

As she dug in the refrigerator for the salsa,
I asked, “What's your name?”

“Beverly.” She asked the question
with her eyes.

“Mike,” I supplied.

“So you followed me around, but
you don't know why,” Beverly mused. “I'm grateful, but…”

“Okay, well, at first, it was for
entertainment,” I admitted. “I saw you in all those clothes and
didn't even know if you were male or female. Then, when you started
coming out of things, the whole pregnancy thing came
out…”

“I thought you didn't have a
pregnancy thing?”

“I don't,” I insisted. “I think it
was the combination of pregnant and homeless that set me off. When
I left the coffee shop, you were definitely on an austerity
kick…”

Beverly shrugged. “You get free refills on the
coffee…”

“Yeah, I can see how that would be
a major draw,” I agreed.

The microwave dinged and Beverly pulled the
plate and stuck the second one in, then fired it off again. When it
was running, she said, “So you came back and watched me leave and
stalked me for ten blocks…”

“I wondered about that, myself, in
process, but apparently, it was about seeing you get home safe,” I
supplied. “Then you got home but you weren't safe…”

“You'd have left if I went on into
the culvert and settled in…”

“Yes. What SHOULD I have done in
that case?” I retorted. “You probably wouldn't have welcomed the
interference.”

She nodded. “When you're right, you're
right.”

“Okay, that's my end. Now let's
hear yours.”

“Not quite,” Beverly replied,
waving a finger. “What's next?”

“We eat. You use whatever
facilities you think are safe. We sleep – separately – I'm not
taking this out in trade. Tomorrow's another day. Seems like you
need a gig. I need a maid. Who knows?” I shrugged. “That's
something I'll let you decide whether you want to pursue or
not.”

The microwave dinged and Beverly swapped
plates, on automatic.

“What do you get out of this?” she
asked.

“I get to know that you and your
baby didn't freeze to death overnight,” I replied. “I can't go
around being a do-gooder, but you were in my face and I couldn't
ignore you.”

“So, facilities?”

“Laundry room, bath, shower. At
the risk of presenting a cliché and undermining the current level
of trust you have in me, I might have an old bath robe lying around
that you could wear while the washer is running. The contents of my
amazing larder tonight and at breakfast tomorrow.”

“And after that?”

“After that we'll have to look at
what you want to do. I've already made what is probably the only
offer I CAN make. The current level of support is altruistic, but
at some point, it will need to be a paying proposition. Having said
that, I want to make it clear that I'm NOT perving on
you.”

Beverly eyed me sidelong. “So, a little
charity for the ugly fat pregnant chick.”

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, THAT's a trap! If I
argue your description of yourself, then I stick myself back in the
'possible perv' column.”

She grinned a little. “So I'm not
pregnant?”

“I won't argue that. You're not
ugly.”

“I'm not beautiful.”

“You're STILL not
ugly.”

The microwave dinged; it was swap time again.
Beverly put the finished plate on my small kitchen table. “But I AM
fat,” she insisted.

“You know, I don't think I'm going
to discuss that or my opinion on it,” I replied, “That MIGHT keep
me out of trouble.”

She snorted. “…And it might not, since it
suggests that you might be into fat chicks.”

“Ugh!” I rolled my eyes. “Let's
move on to you.”

She was quiet while the last few seconds ran
out for the microwave. She extracted the plate and took it over to
the chair where she'd done most of her garment removal and settled
in. I let it ride, settling in across from her after collecting
some knives and forks. About the time I opened my mouth to prompt
her, she said, “How did I get here? A bunch of stupid mistakes,
basically.” She sliced off a hunk of burrito and put it in her
mouth, wincing because the uneven heating of the burrito made the
beans TOO hot. I cut a piece of mine and blew on it, warned by her
wince.

“My parents were really strict,”
she began, after swallowing that first bite. “When I went off to
college, the first thing I did was run wild. My grades took a hit,
which pissed Mom and Dad off, and they put me on probation for a
semester, so I throttled back, but I didn't stop – I just did more
studying and paid more attention to grades. By then, I had a
reputation as a party girl and the contacts, so I was getting
invited to all the right parties…” Her face twisted some, “…Or the
wrong ones.”

I didn't say anything – I knew we hadn't
gotten there yet. We both took a bite or two, and she continued,
“Going home to the folks that summer sucked – I decided that I
would probably move out if I could the next summer. But I didn't
make it that far. I jumped in with both feet in the fall and got
REALLY wild for a couple of weeks, playing catch-up, then throttled
back… and a couple of weeks later, I started having morning
sickness.” She sighed. “My folks were bullshit – and the fact that
I didn't have a guy to pin it on made it worse. I figure it
happened at a frat party that ran most of one weekend, and I
couldn't tell you who I was with or how many. I was high part of
the time and probably passed out part of the time and even when I
was sober I wasn't alone… They cut me off and kicked me out, so I
found a couple of jobs, but after the holidays, both employers cut
back and I ended up out of work. Unemployment didn't cut it and my
landlord wasn't a forgiving sort – he didn't like the people that
came to visit and party and he REALLY didn't like seeing me party
my ass off and then not come up with the rent. So, about three
weeks ago…” She shrugged.

I decided not to say anything prejudicial –
she seemed to know where she'd gone wrong. “Shelters?”

“They're good for a meal,
sometimes, and a bed sometimes, but on a night like tonight,
everybody comes in and there's only so much to go around. And it's
every man for himself and women and children need a man to watch
out for them. Me, I'm a liability. Nobody wants to hook up with me
and end up with a kid on his hands. I got covered overnight a
couple of times, but everybody who is there has a reason, and those
guys generally only wanted something quick in return and were
generally carrying baggage I didn't want to mess with.”

That she'd fucked for protection came in loud
and clear, but that wasn't my business, either. It was what she had
to give – and probably ALL that she had – so who was I to get high
and mighty about it?

“Are you still drawing
unemployment?”

She nodded. “For now. But that's the OTHER
downside of the shelters. They know who you are and when you get
paid – even how much, more or less. I got mugged a week ago Friday.
They didn't get it all, but they got most of it. I only have maybe
ten bucks to get me to Friday.”

Today was Tuesday – clearly she was on short
rations. The burritos were disappearing rapidly, now that we were
up to date.

“Well, you're good through
tomorrow morning, if nothing else,” I ventured. I didn't want to
commit either of us to something she wouldn't be interested in. I
turned on the little TV I had in the kitchen and we watched the
weather – which was going to suck for at least another 24
hours.

After she had wolfed down the burritos, she
sat back and asked, “So, what was this maid thing?”

I shrugged. “I'm probably not the world's best
charitable institution. I'm hearing that you need work. I don't
like to clean and I can't cook worth a damn. Money and an employer
might get you a new place to live.”

Beverly nodded. “It might. I might manage to
get back on track. It would take some time…”

“It's late. Why don't you shower
or do laundry or something and we'll talk about it in the morning,”
I suggested. “I have no idea what you're going to need in the way
of salary, for instance.”

“Okay. About that
robe?”

“Yeah, give me a minute. In fact,
come with me.” We hit my bedroom for
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The Problem Child

Mike and Beverly started out kind of shaky. Things
got better — but then they got a LOT worse.
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