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Chapter 1—Donnatella
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“Hi, I am Donna. My real name is Donnatella. So you can can call me Donnatella. Ha, ha,” the brunette woman either side of 40 (she wasn’t ever going to admit which it was  to anybody but the Department of Motor Vehicles.)

She shook her head and tried to get going again.

“Hey, my name is Donnatella. My friends call me “Passion” for a nickname believe it or not. Ha, ha.”

“No. No. No more laughing at your own stuff unless they laugh first. Even then. It makes you look like a total goober from the hood,” she said to herself out loud. “Fuck it, let’s go to the meat and potatoes of the presentation.”

She took a deep breath, sucked in her mid-section which was smaller years ago before a child and grinding around chasing money to survive came into her life. 

Why are the people with the most money usually in better shape? 

Donnatella “Passion” Casteel could tell you the answer simply enough: more time, less stress trying to just got by, and more access to better foods. 

But she could list a million of them if you gave her all day and maybe some Oak Leaf Pinot from Walmart (or maybe some good bud.) She quit that stuff, but she didn’t. Sort of like how she quit men, but she didn’t. 

Couldn’t find one whom she was really attracted to who wasn’t ultimately attracted to someone younger, like her teenage daughter.  

Live and let live. Turn the other cheek. Get over it. 

She’d done all those things. But when you are a woman of a certain age, the value you placed in yourself is put to the sternest test, because the value society places in you plummets. 

“Because fixated on female youth and beauty. That’s fucking why,” she snarled into the mirror.

“Wait, that isn’t the speech. You aren’t ever going to get hired that way and you need this job,” Donnatella, Donna for short, said to herself as she straightened her dark suit coat and debated on how low to unbutton her shirt.

“I am Donnatella Casteel,” she said. “I have the exact background and desire to succeed you’ll find in your best legal assistants all around Los Angeles.....”

“Shit, no,” she stopped herself again. “How would I know that? I mean really, that sounds like a desperate thing to say.”

––––––––
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“I am Donnatella Casteel,” she said. “I have always loved the law and the energy of working for a firm. I am anxious to get back into the game after years working clerical for the City of Inglewood.  I am a self-starter. I do the work without having to be asked and I do it according to the specifications of my superiors. You ask me to do something? It’s done....”

She sighed as her big fluffy hair monster of a white cat Fox (named after Los Angeles Laker Rick Fox) came bounding up onto the wood chest in front of the mirror. Fox' back was arched and her meow made it clear she wanted her Donna for a petting session. Like right now.

“Forget it,” she said aloud again to herself. “No one is going to care. It will come down to how much they really need me, how quickly, and whether there is some younger hotter girl there trying for the job. They can look at her all day and figure it would be better than looking at me.”

Donna Casteel. In her mind, a past-her-prime ex-sexy thing now with a pouchy front gut, thighs of cellulite, and saggy breasts. 

But she did have a very rare ability honed to perfection. It was an ability she was unaware of but was on full display in everything she did. 

It was the uncanny ability to defeat herself before she even started. 

It  was not something she even fully grasped in herself as a skill. Because everyone she was around, from her friends, to her mom who lived halfway across the country, to her two living siblings, were all mired deeper in that slump than she was.

The nickname “Passion”, as her friends once called her (and many still did out of habit) was more crude parody and cruel joke, than anything that actually fit

She made her way to a full-length mirror in the little bathroom of her 2 bedroom, 1 bath prairie style home in Inglewood off Manchester somewhere near the LA Forum. 

It was a typical decent neighborhood with occasional break-ins or domestic disputes. A shooting every year over drugs maybe. Some years none. The kind of neighborhood where you chose to live because you likely got a deal on the house as a hand-me-down, or you got it outright free.

It was an old house with old house problems. The drier climate and mild winters of southern California hid a lot of ills in a house that would be big trouble in say Cleveland, Ohio with the freezing nights and howling winds. All in all Donna and her daughter were happy enough there. 

Her daughter was a strange one and she loved her.  But it didn’t look or feel like Donna envisioned it when she was a little girl. They had an uneasy but comfortable peace. When it came right down to it, neither of them wanted the stress or drama of doing anything to make it better by actually talking.

That was kind of the theme for Donna Casteel in the year 2012. There wasn't much meaningful happening in her life. Things were just happening to her. She wasn't choosing and she wasn't acting.

Life was just things she had to do to keep a roof over her head. 

She had to go grab this legal assistant’s job she didn’t want for starters.

She couldn’t have felt more ambivalent or uninspired by it all. But that state was so normal at this point in her life, she just went with it. She plopped down on her couch in the living area which connected with the dining area which connected with the kitchen. With so much of this and that piled up on the table, next to the couch, and near the two openings to the kitchen, there was no real way to know where one room ended and one began.

She put her head back and let her mind drift while she petted Fox the big and lazy, but lovable ball of fur.

She thought often of how life was seemingly so promising all those years ago. 

She had a man whom she believed loved her. He had an entry level job out at the airport. Baggage and stuff. Right out of high school. She was beautiful, young, and very pregnant.  

By miracle they even had their own little apartment closer inside the City. A bunch of blocks south of the University, but on the East side of the 110 freeway. It was a start. She could have had any man she wanted back in those days. A daring seductive mix of Italian, Black and Filipino in a five and a half foot frame. She was no athlete but didn’t need to be. Likewise, she was no great scholar, but it never mattered. 

She had Darry (short for Darrigan Casteel) and he had her. 

The first time he laid eyes on her at the very beginning of Junior year, she knew. She was sitting outside in a group of her friends and in he walked into that little  hornet's nest like he was the king of the school yard. He talked only to her and didn’t care if it offended them.

He was tall, sort of lanky, and looked Hispanic, but it could have been Asian. 

He was no pin-up model but he had presence. He looked into Donnatella’s eyes and  she melted. Deep down she was sold. All he had to do to cause her to fall harder and deeper for him was to keep whatever he was doing.

Life was deceptively simple in those days. It’s that way for most young people in love. You were together and you loved it, so you just began to be together more and more. 

Donna got tons of sexual experience but scant life experience. She never realized that it was even remotely possible that the man she fell for when she was seventeen, would be gone and out of her life when she wasn’t even twenty. 

He was on to the next girl.

Now she daydreamed about that first meeting often. Not because she had a deep longing for Darry, but because she wondered why she made the choices she did. 

She had that one saving grace of emotional intelligence going for her. 

It was no small gift.

She actively wondered how her different choices could have caused things to turn out differently. She at least believed things could have been different and it was her fault that she wasn't happy.

She didn’t know it at the time while sat there dreading another interview for another crappy job. But this mental habit would stand to give her opportunities to experience things her lack of formal education, state of financial “brokeness”,  and general attitude of malaise, should have never allowed her to experience.  

The future was potentially very bright but she had no way of knowing it.

What she knew as she emerged from her daydream, is she would never make it to Carson for her interview on time. plus the damn cat had left white hair all over her black skirt and suit coat.

Deep down she just wanted to go back to sleep and blow off this interview.
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Chapter 2—Love, Sex, Sadness
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Across from the Los Angeles Forum, basketball arena for the Lakers back in the late 90s, there was a restaurant that could best be described as one part Waffle House, one part Dennys, and one part health code violation waiting to happen. 

Breakfast was served around the clock and everything was heart-cloggingly greasy off the griddle, no matter what was ordered. It was called “All Night Cafe”

It attracted mostly locals but since the Lakers would practice sometimes at the Forum rather than their training complex in nearby El Segundo, you’d get a special very rich visitor or two.  Professional basketball players. The catch of all catches for poor women in Los Angeles or similar big cities.

Seems even your most well-off athletes wanted a taste of home. For a woman working the second of her three jobs like Donnatella Casteel, the brushes with celebdom did a lot to break up the monotony of mostly oddball and poor tipping Inglewood locals.  

Inglewood was and remains a city which had passed it’s prime many years ago as a destination suburb for the well-off middle and upper class in Los Angeles. Situated strategically between the central city of Los Angeles and the more well off communities to the South and West such as Hermosa Beach and Palos Verdes, Inglewood had slid slowly into a place for people looking for nothing in particular except to get by and get by safely. 

The  population was either older, retired, and getting by,  or young and struggling. Over time, it had acquired a reputation as a spillover community from the urban roughness of South Central Los Angeles. 

Thanks to the generosity of her mother who had moved out and let Donna and and her little daughter Brea have her small two bedroom dwelling, Inglewood was home. 

The “All Night Cafe”,  wasn't a bad place to supplement Donna Casteel’s income. She worked weekly as a clerk with the City Water department collecting payments, and handling incoming calls from people explaining why they couldn’t pay a bill. 

She worked nights as a babysitter/nanny for a family out by the beach.

In between. she held the mostly uneventful drudgery existence of a short-order waitress to low-income clientele. But at least it was clost to her house.

The boredom all changed one Saturday morning when two tall white men wearing matching warm-up outfits came rolling up in a dark Ford Bronco and entered the restaurant looking for some breakfast.

Donna took the order and although she was a fair sports fan, she didn’t know the identity of either man. She assumed they were basketball players because of their height and their nice car. She did her usual decent and pleasant job taking their order from a corner booth. One of the players, was named Mikel Torexion and he was just there for a tryout. The other was was a little more well known. 

Chris Talion was a last man on the bench for the Lakers but wouldn’t likely hold that spot the next season.  He was handsome with dark hair and a Hollywood jaw. T

hat day he didn’t say much but tried to make jokes with Donna who was a little too tired to care.  Turns out he had heard about this pretty waitress from a couple of his buddies who weren’t with the team, but had come to the restaurant. 

They told Chris the stats. She brunette, dark, sexy, and with a great body and as the guys in the group liked to say, a  “slammin” booty.

Chris acted shy but it was all an act. He didn’t have a serious girlfriend because it wasn’t necessary. Every night there would be set of willing beautiful young women of all shapes, colors, and sizes waiting outside the player’s exit at whatever arena the team was at. These women would require no more than a pulse in return, provided you were a pro basketball player or “baller”.

It was that easy and Chris Talion was enjoying the lifestyle to the fullest during his season on the end of the Laker’s bench.  There was always room for more and he put his eyes and mind on Donna right away.

When he asked her for her number, she was flattered and didn’t try to play like there was a reason she couldn’t or wouldn’t. Having received word from the dishwasher in the back that he was a pro and Laker, Donna knew her odds of ever seeing him again were pretty low. Bottom line: playing hard to get wasn’t a good idea when a catch like that was on the line

He called that night after their game ended at around ten and  her along for a burger and a drive to the coast. She readily agreed. That’s how it was. A poor woman and guy with lots of money and prestige asking you out, you didn’t quibble. Donna told herself she would never jump in a car with a man she didn’t really know, but here existed one of the very acceptable exceptions.

If she didn’t, some other girl would.

Donna Casteel was looking hard for a better life in her early 30s when she met her baller. 

That night after they reached the coast, he drove them to a seaside bar in Hermosa Beach where they downed drinks. 

They got along famously. 

Donna had some sports knowledge and even more street smarts. She could always talk about everything.

She talked about it being her dream to start her own business (hair and nails salon) and he talked about nothing much but how interesting she was. He was a Stanford grad so he did have a brain. Clearly. But he wasn’t on the date for the intellectual exercise. 

Chris saw what  he wanted and he bided his time figuring he’d get it that night.

After about an hour and a couple drinks apiece, Chris suggested they go find a local room and spend the night. Donna put up little resistance. 

Out of that night of passion, a relationship that lasted for well over a decade was born. It was still continuing but with an ugly subplot on the day Donna headed out to Carson for her job interview.

Donna had nothing to lose and was rolling the dice that this one great catch could be something more.  She knew what she was doing. She figured that maybe if she played along and rolled the dice it might become an actual relationship.

It did. TFor large chunks of time, Chris, though no longer a Laker, would crash out at Donna’s small home. He even moved in for a spells beginning in 2011.

This cohabitation is where the relationship took a permanent and unsavory turn of events. But it was also the starting point of the path to real passion for Donna Casteel.

...

Donna always saw herself as a hands-on and caring parent who loved  her daughter Brea with all the passion she could in the limited time she had in her day. Being lower middle class with little formal education and no great earning prospects in the future, she either kept working jobs she hated or go on welfare.

Like a lot of people from her economic status, she qualified for a lot less “free stuff” than she thought she could. She knew because she checked. One clerk put it to her straight. 

You don't just come down and fill out some paper work and sit on your duff for eternity.

So she worked and she worked hard. She worked, like so many in her position, without any real hope of ever not working that hard.

Her dreams were going nowhere.  She quickly aged beyond her ability to get them met by a man with money. Her basketball player catch wasn’t in the habit of giving out money to his girls. 

He believed (and correctly as it turned out) that you didn’t have to actually spend any money on women if you were rich. You just had to give them a smell of the bread baking. They’d simply hang around hoping for a taste.

But as time went on through the middle part of the 2000s, Chris’ money dried up. Not only  was no longer making the big salary but for a while here and there he was no longer making any money. Yet he spent money like crazy. He behaved like the good times would never end, even though they already ended years before. 

Many times it was Donna throwing money his way.

When she’d become exasperated and ask him why he wasn’t out putting that Stanford degree to good use, he would always fall back on a tryout he was having with some team. 

Then he’d disappear like he didn’t want to talk about it. He's always come back a week or so later claiming he had impressed some team. At one point, he went to Europe for a spell and another time he went to Asia for a couple months. Both times he made a few bucks but then never seemed to have any.

He'd soon return to Donna’s life and Donna's bed.  Chris, Donna, Brea, under one little roof. 

Donna working harder than ever. She was constantly hearing rumors she would lose her job with the city. This was the one she couldn't afford to lose because it had the benefits for her and Brea. 

The stress was enough without feeling like you were being used by the guy Donna got with because she envisioned him being able to make her life easier.

Everywhere she turned, Donna felt like she was trapped by her lack of money.  It was an awful feeling but one that hung over Donna Casteel’s life since the day Darry walked out the door and left her on her own with baby Brea.  

She knew the dream of running her own business was the key to breaking out from the cycle. 

As time wore on, the idea of being a businesswoman became a bitter taunt of something that was never going to happen.

One thing Donna knew about being in the working poor: dreams, such as starting a business to make decent money and provide a better life for your family, were fleeting. If you  pursued them, you often did so at the expense of something else. If you failed, you had no safety net to protect you. 

Donna couldn’t afford to lose and when you can’t afford to lose, you can’t really try to go into business. Not on your own and not without the clear path being illuminated by someone who knew it.

Donna was caught in an endless cycle of fear. The world grew around her and seemingly prospered while she struggled. 

Donna wasn’t a bitter person but she was a pessimist.

...

Brea Casteel was almost nothing like her mother. Not that they didn’t get along. They did. It was really impossible not to get along with Brea because she was fully and completely non-confrontational. She lacked any edge whatsoever. 

She rejected, for whatever reason and no one really knew why, things like make up or the latest fashions. She read, and read a lot, but even that had a certain mystery to it. 

What was she reading? Why wasn’t she spending her spare time with her friends being a high school girl?

It wasn’t a lack of physical beauty. Brea had her mom’s complection only slightly lighter skinned. She had a small nose and brown to black hair that fell wherever because she let it do so. 

She just seemed like she was indifferent to the whole concept of trying to create beauty. She dressed in oversized corduroys and pullover long sleeve shirts or t-shirts. She wore a rubber band in her hair.

She was kind to her mom and did what she was told. She never showed much interest in boys or partying. Donna knew she had some friends.  But for a 19-year-old girl, her existence couldn’t have been any different than Donna's at that same age. Donna was an alpha dog and one of the most outgoing and popular girls in school.

Brea brought home great grades but did nothing practical with them. She didn’t seem to care about going to college but she was quietly filling out applications to both schools and scholarship endowments left and right. This was just her and her way. Rather than talk about it, she’d go do it. She always would stay out of everyone’s hair in the process.

Wispy and non-athletic, Brea was hardly a hit with the boys. It wasn't hard to figure out. She didn’t respond to their signals of interest with any of her own. She came off as cold.

She would have loved to have a boyfriend. Brea told one of her friends once when they were getting really high in her friend’s backyard over in Hawthorne that she wasn’t going to go out of her way to do anything “abnormal” to make it happen. 

Brea called it “not bending to social pressure”. People who knew her called it downright weird, even going so far as to say she was mentally disturbed.

When one of her counselors at school (who was desperately trying to get Brea into a magnet program for the gifted) told her people thought she was mentally infirm, she responded: “let them think what she want.”

To Brea, this was just more judgmental behavior from judgmental people.  This behavior she detested more than anything. To her it was just one more reason not to seek out and connect with people.

She believed the  connections she was making were of greater depth. There just weren’t many of them. This was fine. Because to Brea, secrecy was paramount. The people she met and the lives they shared together were always on her terms. 

She could be powerfully attractive because she was so intelligent and also so difficult. If you were a woman, you’d sense your own mental superiority being let into her inner circle. If you were a man, you doubtlessly saw an understated beauty who would never fail to turn you on by her appearance, despite her outward indifference to “being made up”.

Donna had always taken a hands-off approach to raising Brea. She found her brilliant but complicated. Something that Donna found to be total happenstance and having nothing to do with her parenting. She figured the girl would find her way, whatever it was. As it was, Brea was not a lot of trouble. She was also very light in the expense department compared to what Donna could have seen with other girls her age.

Conversely, Donna was forever fixated on things Brea could care nothing about if you forced her at gunpoint. Things like the latest shoes or how to apply mascara.  

Donna never stopped chasing her youth through the rebirth of her appearance. She had a natural curiosity that was never satisfied. She was chatty and had a quick cadence, and often a poor attention span.

Where Donna came off as high energy and engaging, Brea always appeared lethargic.

When asked about her mom one day by her counselor during Junior year, Brea remarked that she loved her and Donna was a great mom. The relationship might have been one of the only semi-normal things in her Brea's life. 

This was the “puzzle of Brea” as Donna called it. Together they lived under the same roof but wholly separately in spirit, personality, and outlook. As it turned out, it was this long-standing acceptance of each other’s differences and lack of any great need to force themselves on the other which kept their relationship intact during whatever trauma.  

...

Donna never asked how it got started, but she knew. He had a lot of extra time on his hands while Donna was off working her day away. Brea was home earlier in the day from school. She never worked and wasn’t particularly active. 

Donna knew Chris was never faithful. Do she could hardly act surprised when she surprised them in Brea’s bedroom one afternoon. 

The interesting part was how it all came to pass. 

They had begun “fooling around” as Chris called it to his hoops buddies or “having sex” as Brea described it to Lacey her friend from Hawthorne.  Neither of them were in a social support structure that would give them the faintest idea what they were doing was wrong.  She certainly wasn’t going to learn it from Donna who didn’t believe in getting deep with people about sex or their morals. This belief extended to how she raised her young daughter.

One day Chris was laying around the house when Brea came home. He’d been thinking about it for a while. This skinny young girl with model features and a somewhat aloof bitchiness (as he saw it). She was never with a guy. 

One big thing he knew was Brea would never say a word to anyone who would let it get back to Donna.  He and Donna were stilling having sex most every night he was there. le.

Brea came home. She did her usual of not saying much to the people there and went right to the fridge to search out a snack. Chris came into the kitchen and playfully bumped into her on his way by to get a glass from the cupboard.

For the first time in weeks that Chris could recall, he saw skinny little Brea smile.  He invited her out back to chill and share a bong. They did and after she got high, he put a lip lock on her. She reciprocated. 

Before long they were in her bedroom and the former pro jock was peeling off Brea’s clothes. They made love a couple times. Each time, they separated a few minutes after and went about their way. There was little discussion beyond clarifying that they wouldn’t be letting this get out to anyone. 

Brea loved the feeling of his large muscular frame cradling her and putting her into different positions. He loved that it passed the time for a few hours and she was so young and tight. 

It was indulgence in their carnal pleasures and nothing more.

As strong-willed as Brea could appear, her clothes would come off for him almost instantly every time she got home from school. They’d go on and off for a couple hours, then part. No cuddling or tender kissing in between. Not that the the love making was distant or hurtful. On the contrary.  She loved it really slow from him and he loved that she loved it.

“He is so attentive when we’re doing it,” she told a surprised but not indignant Lacey one day when they  were smoking. “I feel like I am the most important thing in the world. It is totally addicting.”

“Are you sure your mom won’t find out?” Lacey asked.

“No, but I am not worried about it,” Brea said with no indication she was worried about it. “I don’t think they are in love. My mom doesn’t seem like she cares to be much of a lover anymore. She’s gotten all frumpy. Put on weight everywhere. She comes home all dog tired and doesn’t seem like she cares to fuck anymore.”

Brea was not above rationalizations for behavior which by most measures was wrong, not to mention  completely self-indulgent. But this was her self-centered side. Her heart was never in much of anything for herself, so forget it ever being in anything for others.  

Donna’s passionate nature didn’t run to her daughter except in one distinct area. Chris could attest to the similarities.

“The daughter isn’t near as good a lay,” he told one of his buddies who still worked for the Lakers. “But she’ll do whatever I ask and looks pretty hot naked.”

Right before the whole sordid thing came to light, it was clear Brea was struggling with the emotional aspect of everything that was happening.  

She talked with another friend she knew from high school whom she was not as tight with. She said she thought she might have been falling in love with her liaison partner.  The obvious carelessness of sharing that sort of information with someone she didn’t fully trust or know, indicated that Breat was a  confused young woman.

When the girl began to blab it to another friend or two, things got up the chain fast. It was a sordid live triangle. Here was a “sort of” celebrity, a student, and that student’s mom who was well-known and well-liked.

A a woman who worked for the City who had a neice at Brea's school,circulated things to the degree it made it’s way over to Donna one day. That’s just how things worked with sex, secrets, and well-known people.

None of what she heard surprised Donna.

Her ego was bruised. But the normal parental type response when you have a man staying in your house preying on a young girl barely of age, would be some level of concern for your daughter. Maybe also some rage for being cheated on.

Donna wasn’t even too sure she was interested in putting a stop to it. 

But She did want to see them squirm and feel the ultimate embarrassment. After all, she was working three jobs keeping food on the table. They were contributing nothing and fooling around behind her back. She had to do something and make them feel some pain.

If doing things like this indicated someone who was not engaged in the normal duties and responsibilities of being a good parent, Donna didn’t care. She never pretended to be one.

Her plan was hatched.
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Chapter 3—Dream On Dream On
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With the day off already arranged, Donna was betting that Chris and Breat having sex was a pretty regular occurrence. 

The funny thing is she wanted to ask how her blabbing co-worker how long the affair had been going on., but thought that it would make it look like she wasn’t properly outraged. 

News getting around that she didn’t seem upset would just invite more gossip.

Donna was hurt, but there wasn’t any deep animosity. It bothered her mostly that these were two freeloaders being highly disrespectful to her and her hard work. 

She worked really hard doing things she totally hated. People had better respect the time that went into that discomfort and the grit it took to not totally give up.

––––––––
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She spent the morning the day before piecing together the contingencies. She needed to guarantee that Chris the couch potato was gone for a significant amount of time during the morning. She was flying blind a little bit on where these trysts were taking place, but she assumed it was in Brea’s room because a woman could  always tell if if there was funny business going on in her bedroom. She scrolled through her memory bank and nothing stood out. So it had to be Brea’s room.  

She had a friend who worked in the city call and invite Chris to a mixer at ESPN Zone downtown near Staples Center where the Lakers play and dropped a couple big names who would also be attending. Chris, in his perpetual laziness, always thought there was huge value in being at places where other much more accomplished famous people were. Even though he was years removed from an NBA career, he was still hitting the parties and get-togethers and still reaping nothing from it.

Maybe it was the lack of action on the follow-up. When an opportunity presented itself but it seemed a little too much like work, he would just blow it off. Better to keeping smoking down, nailing one of his many willing women, and dreaming about hitting it big away from the game.

Donna’s friend agreed to set up Chris and get him downtown for the morning because she had been two-timed by him as well. Something she shared with Donna as she gleefully agreed to help out.

He returned home to Donna’s place (he hadn’t had his own apartment or house for two years) at about noon seething that he had been duped. He needed to chill and hopefully Brea would be coming in around two from school. He went out back on the patio, took a seat in a small wobbly unbalanced iron chair, and got high on some fresh stuff he’d picked up Northwest of USC in a little neighborhood he hung out in off the Santa Monica freeway.

He heard a bump from the direction of Brea’s room but was too tired out to get up and check. 

He decided to have a sandwich and maybe a grab a nap before his little lover returned from school.

He often sat and contemplated the idea of getting caught by Donna. He felt like he could talk her into letting him stay no matter what. His level of respect for her and her authority was beyond low.

He went in and flipped on the TV, setting it to Fox Sports LA, and turned the sound down. 

The cat wouldn’t leave him alone as he tried to grab some quick recharging shut-eye.

“Weird,” Chris said to himself. “Damn thing always hides out in one of the bedrooms.”

His stoned state meant he wasn’t moving fast enough mentally to put this oddity together with the strange loud bump noise he’d heard from the direction of Brea’s room earlier.  He calmly nodded off with the window’s open on a sweet, slightly breezy Southern California day in September.

Brea came walking in about her usual time and put her books on the kitchen table loud enough to hopefully get some physical acknowledgement from Chris she was home.

She’d spent the day fending off a couple more advances from “little boys” (as she referred to them) from her school. Her interest in boys was never lower. After all,  she looked forward only to the physical pleasures and emotional high of making love with Chris everyday soon after she walked in the door.

She finally spoke up when she noticed Chris wasn’t even acting like she was there.

“I want that big crank of yours,” she said. “Mommy has had a long day.”

Donna could overhear all of it and she started to seeth because it was the very phrase she would utter after a hard day’s work. 

“Little bitch is mocking me even,” she thought.

Then she started to smile knowing what was about to come would make it all the more sweet.

Within a few minutes she could hear Chris moan and say “Oh yeah...” over and over.

Then after a few more minutes, footsteps coming towards Brea’s room. From her vantage point, she could see only one set of bare feet: They belonged to Chris. Then right away there was a deep and fairly loud recoil of Brea’s twin sized mattress.

“You been eating more girl?” Chris teased her. “You seem heavier.”

Bread giggled but said nothing.

Chris’ voice tone became more serious. 

“You still on the pill right?” Donna  saw Chris’ feet launch to his tip toes as he was clearly leaning forward onto the bed.

Donna rolled over slightly to get a better angle and grabbed both of Chris’  feet.

He jumped forward onto the bed and out of being inside Brea.

“What the fuck?!” he yelled.

Donna popped up from under the bed with a smirk on her face and came almost instantaneously to her feet.

“I want you all to know, the gravy train of free is over,” she said in a clear unemotional tone that was all business. “I am going to need some rent or I’ll have Carl get busy with eviction papers. You better start coming up with ideas.”

She  turned and walked away feeling as empowered as she ever had in her life. She had just given her supposed boyfriend and her daughter the shock of their lives. They lay there totally naked, both physically and mentally, on her daughter’s bed.

“By all means,” Donna said walking through threshold and turning right. “Finish what you had going. Don’t mind me.”
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Chapter 4—The Streets of Gold
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“You did what?!” her co-worker who had given Donna the tip couldn’t believe her ears. 
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There was something about what Donna did that seemed to open her world. It made her almost sociopathic in her lack of concern for social norms and what other’s thought. 

That wasn’t why she hid under her daughter’s bed and surprised her and her lover who also happened to be Donna's current boyfriend. She didn’t seek much in the way of results beyond making sure those two knew it was time to pay up or move out. She also wanted to shock them a little. Hopefully at the very least, they would remember it.

Actually that afternoon after she walked out the door and left Brea and Chris behind, she hopped in the car and went for a drive west out towards the beach. There was this thing that went off inside her. A realization. She knew that if she could look at what she had just seen, keep her composure enough to do what she did, she might have had more courage and power than she previously knew.

When her mom drove off, Brea laid back on her bed but didn’t put her clothes on. She didn’t pay it much mind herself either. The surprise really took her for a ride, but in an odd way it normalized the relationship with her mom. 

Brea had always been about avoiding conflict. If anything would have instigated conflict between mother and daughter, getting caught like that would have been it.

Instead Donna sent the clear message, intended or not, that she was not going to let the relationship fall into something filled with hate, regret, and general discomfort. 

Donna served notice that even though discomfort would be part of their interactions for quite some time, the relationship would carry on and carry on under the terms of Donna’s choosing.  

To Donna’s coworker, this all seemed odd but she wasn’t going to pass judgment. She wasn’t going to do that to Donna’s face anyway.  Now was time for fact-finding for some future gossip.

“You held it together girl,” the co-worker said. “I am super impressed.” 

Donna wasn’t totally impressed after the fact. She had the big picture in mind and when she let that rule her behavior in the moment, it kept her composure for her. Automatically.

“I don’t know,” Donna said acting like it didn’t feel like any big deal. “I was just really relaxed. I don’t hate my daughter. She’s just a kid. Besides so is Chris clearly. They deserve each other. She’ll get sick of him and dump him when she becomes a woman. He won’t dump her because he’s isn’t with her. He’s with whomever he can grab onto with minimal effort. It was me, now it’s Brea.”

“What are you going to do with him?” she asked.

Donna looked dead ahead over her co-workers shoulder. She had a customer and needed to go. 

“What I said,” Donna said quickly as she got up to go to the window. “I need some rent money. Come up with it. Stay. Go ahead and fuck my daughter anytime you and she are in the mood.

....

“She’s gone,” Brea said laughing slightly. “Why don’t we just finish? I know one thing: it sure would add spice to the sex.”

Brea was posing. She was actually scared to death. Not about  her mother and the potential fallout from what just happened. She was scared it would end with Chris. She was growing needy and starting to actually feel like it all had a future. She was too clueless and immature to know what kind of future. 

The problem was Brea didn’t have any idea what being together meant. 

Chris sat down in a little wooden chair near the very door Donna had just exited. Although Brea and  Brea’s tight little body was laying back on top of her bed, he wasn’t feeling anything but shame and fear. Shame for thinking he had betrayed the trust of someone he not only respected but loved. 

For all his ability to get what he wanted from women, Chris never felt anywhere near protected like he did with Donna. That'another thing that made her special.
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Chris sat in the chair unable to move.

“You are sure a kinky one,” he said with less admiration and playfulness than he intended. “We’re done. For now at least. We have to get serious about making some money. I think Donna will do exactly what she just said.”

“Awe, you are letting me and it down,” Brea said as she rubbed herself just above her clit. “I’ll maybe do it myself later. You are thinking too damn much here. Mom has her rules. Big deal. But we can still hook up.”

Brea was desperate to hear more indication that Chris wanted to be around her. It was a tight rope. She had to be careful not to blow up her pose of the indifferent woman with a little girl’s experience. The woman said she didn’t care. The truth was the little girl was really frightened of not being able to control the situation.

Chris got up and made his way to the front room. He was too shocked to know what to do next. His clothes were not wadded on the floor and furniture like he left them. They were neatly folded on the kitchen table. Donna. 

Same as all the many many loads of laundry Donna had done for Chris over the years.

There was a very real sense inside of Chris right then as he put those clothes on that it was time to grow up and time to look again at who was providing real value to his life. It wasn’t the nineteen year-old pleasuring herself on her bed.

It would take more than one incident and one fleeting moment in his mind to make the real changes that would need to be made. But there was little doubt for Chris the seed was planted. He had been a helpless shell of an adult for so long mostly because it was so easy.  
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Despite it all,  they were still together. Despite it all. They were still a team. A very unlikely team, but a team.

As dysfunctional as it might have appeared to anyone who knew what happened in the home of Donnatella Passion Casteel in September 2012, their togetherness was real and it was their greatest asset. 
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Chapter 5—My Baby Girl
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Diary Date October 10, 2012.
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“I haven’t written in a while, many months, because I have been working a lot. I have been 

worrying even more.  
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Last month I found out my daughter and my boyfriend have been fucking  in my house. No idea 

how long that’s been going on. I guess I don’t really much care. I was hurt but not in the way I thought I’d be. 

My first thought was I didn’t want to let them off the hook by doing nothing. But the something I decided I would do was pretty mild. I wanted to scare them. I wanted to let them know I could live with it. I wanted them to know there would be no more free rides in the house. If they wanted to go at it, they needed to get their own place.

I don’t know how much longer it would have went on with Chris anyways. I haven’t been enjoying the sex because I could tell he hasn’t been enjoying the sex. I know how guys can be. They see a younger thing with a better body, less flab and wrinkles, and they want to sleep with her. Chris hasn’t been interested in me for months, I didn’t want to face it. Or maybe I didn’t have time?

I wasn’t putting any energy into him. Same for us as a couple probably because it had run it’s course. It all was just such a habit. I remember when I was growing up and had a good time making fun of my parents and other older people. How they seemed so boring and how they did mostly the same things all the time for their work and their fun. No way was that going to be me!

Well life can take you where you don’t want to go very easily. Like me. I got a job because I needed one to support me and Brea. I could never just quit because I needed the money from the job. 

I tried to get further ahead for us, so I got three of them. Well my whole day is planned at that point. Heck my whole week. Heck my whole life! 

Before I knew it, my life was one big boring habit just like what I used to make fun of with my parents. I found out the reality that it’s not their fault. It’s about starting out playing from behind with money and never being able to catch up. 

My life ambition goes from pursuing my dream to run my own salon for women, to just not being on the streets. Being poor is ok, but being a bum is not. I couldn’t be a bum even if that is what it might take. I’d have my day back. I could pursue my dreams from the ground up with no big responsibilities hanging over my head. Like paying for the house expenses, food for Brea and I, making sure there is gas in the car and the right papers on it to keep it on the road. All those things cost money and they take a lot of my time to make the money.

I could never let Brea down. She is my baby girl. She is blameless for everything in my eyes. I have never been a great mother to her. It’s the truth and it hurts to admit it. It isn’t the fact that I didn’t buy into all the stuff about how you have to teach them right from wrong and morals.

I mean come on! I don’t think morals  would have made any difference in whether or not she decided to starting letting my boyfriend screw her. I think maybe feeling really wanted and important might have made a difference. She was banging for the same reason I was banging Chris all that time. We both want to feel wanted and loved. 

I failed to give that to her. We don’t communicate and never have much because when it didn’t look like normal mother daughter personality type stuff like I always imagined it, I quit. It looked like work and I totally gave up. 

I did the provider and cool friend role. I let the hole she had in her life from not having a dad around grow bigger and get worse. I abused her by neglecting
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