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Donna






I’ve always been just another girl in the
trailer park.






It's not low self-esteem or any other trendy
buzzwords that come out of the mouths of people with more degrees
than real life experience. It's just the truth. Knock on the door
of half the run-down shacks and trailers in America, and you'll
hear a story like mine.






My Mama had me too young. Barely sixteen and
along I came. My father made an attempt to stick around for a
couple years. On this side of the tracks, having a kid in high
school was almost a badge of honor, at least for the boys.






But when 18 rolled around, and the wide
world beckoned, it looked a lot more appealing to him than
shackling himself to one woman and a baby for the rest of his
life.






I can’t really say I blame him.






The whole town made me very aware that we
were the worst kind of trash from a young age. With a high school
education and a toddler to feed, Mama spent her days slinging
grease at the local diner, and her nights spreading for any man who
would have her.






They never paid much attention to me. I got
a few empty beer bottles thrown at me over the years, and more than
a few nasty words. The type of men she brought home didn’t want to
deal with “someone else’s brat.” And the real truth was, I was fine
with them ignoring me. I wasn’t looking for a Daddy anymore than
they were dreaming of adopting me.






Then I grew up.






I was a late bloomer, but when 18 rolled
around, suddenly the looks changed. I wasn’t just a gangly teenager
interrupting their time with my mother. Suddenly, I was all long
legs and tight curves, and their eyes followed me around the
trailer.






All except Justin.






Justin lived in the trailer next door. In
this part of the country, poverty didn’t discriminate. Justin’s
father was a drunk, and his mother spent every extra dime they had
calling those psychic hotlines. Neither of us had room to judge
when it came to screwed up families.






Mama’s last boyfriend had gotten tossed out
on the street after she caught him staring at my ass one too many
times. I’d like to think it was some long dormant maternal
instinct, but I know the real truth.






She was jealous. Too many years of hard
living had aged her and seeing those men staring with open lust at
my tan skin and generous curves, the daughter that she still blamed
for every hardship made her seethe inside. The only thing that kept
her from kicking me out was that I’d had one job or another since I
was 14, and my wages kept the lights on.






She’d always barely tolerated my friendship
with Justin. Teenage boys were nothing but trouble as far as she
was concerned. We’d been looked down on my too many people in this
redneck town for Mama to give anyone the benefit of the doubt,
especially a man.






Unlike most of the men in the trailer park,
Justin actually had a job. He’d worked part-time as a mechanic
since before it was legal for him to have a job, and once he
graduated he went full time. He could never quite get the engine
grease out from under his nails or the scent of diesel out of his
hair.






In his spare time, Justin did whatever
chores he could at my house. Mama may have been rude to him, but
she didn’t slap him around like his own parents, so he spent more
time camped out on my sofa than he did in his own house. Mama
treated him like a stray cat, but as long as he kept fixing
everything that fell apart around our trailer and asking for
nothing more than a helping of whatever was warming on the stove,
she let him hang around.






Justin didn’t have the harsh, jaded look
most of the men in this town got once they hit 15. Justin was a man
who could have had prospects outside this worthless little town.
Why he hadn’t run off already, I had no idea.






***






The apple fell pretty far from the tree when
it came to me. Not only had I escaped the small town trap of teen
pregnancy, but I’d made it out of high school still a virgin.






Not that anyone believed it.






The boys at school had been trying to slide
their hands between my legs long before I filled out. My Mama was a
slut, so even if I was still skinny and titless, they figured I was
a sure thing.






But I didn’t want any of them. They all
seemed to be echoes of my father and Mama’s endless stream of
boyfriends – guys who peaked in high school and would never make
anything of themselves. Even when teenage hormones had my panties
growing damp as a football player fumbled with my bra, I kept my
knees clamped together.






Of course, the problem now was I was an
adult, the one person I really did want to give my cherry to was
sleeping in the wrong room. Justin had been spending more and more
time camped out in our living room. He’d even snuck friends over a
few times, something that never bothered me until one of those
people was a girl.






Her name was Sandy, and she was the opposite
of me in every way. Her skin was milky pale, and her hair fell in
golden waves around her face. She lived in one of the nice houses
in a subdivision on the other side of town, but she couldn't resist
slumming it with Justin.






She wasn't his girlfriend, and they weren't
in love. I'd caught them once before, and Justin had smirked and
said, “A guy’s got needs” before cocking his head at Sandy and
adding, “So does she.”
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