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When I was a few weeks shy of my eighteenth birthday
I spent a summer with Uncle Burton that changed my life.

Uncle Burton was the Rich Uncle of our
family. We all seemed to have enough money to remain comfortable,
but somehow he seemed to have more than the whole rest of the
family put together—a lot more! Starting a couple of years ago that
had finally started to matter to me, since money buys fast cars,
dates with girls, and other things of a young man's fancy.

Uncle B. lived in this huge old house that my
cousins and I used to think was an ancient castle a thousand years
old. It is actually a multistory mansion built closer to a hundred
years ago, parked on a remote estate. When we were younger we used
to explore it from basement to attic looking for secret passages,
ghosts, and treasure. I can't say that we ever found any. At least
I didn't, until this summer.

I had to spend this summer with Uncle B.
because I was taking extra classes to qualify for the only college
that's acceptable to my family—a college so exclusive that money
and family connections alone couldn't get me in.

Mom and Dad were touring Europe for the summer. I
think they were happy that I wasn't going with them, which was fine
with me. At my age Europe didn't sound like that much fun anyway.
So Uncle Burton was taking care of me, which was also fine with me.
His house was wonderful, even if it didn't seem quite so ancient
and endless anymore. There's something to be said for central
heating and air conditioning, and the other comforts of modern
life. And his staff of a cook, butler, and groundskeeper even picks
up my dirty clothes every day without complaining to me all the
time about it. The only thing missing was Aunt Lonnie.

* * * *

Aunt Lonnie had been with Uncle B. from when
I was ten years old until about the time I turned sixteen. I first
remember meeting her at my tenth birthday party.

She was old—real old. I remember my parents saying
one time when they thought no one was listening that Aunt Lonnie
appeared to be forty-two, which was simply too young for my
uncle. And I remember how she treated me that time, since it was
always the same afterwards.

Each time I'd meet Aunt Lonnie, she would come over
to me as soon as she saw me, tussle my hair, and make all these
stupid comments about how big I'd grown and what a man I'd be
someday. This would go on for about five minutes, after which she
went back to Uncle B. and pretty much left me alone. That was fine
by me because I hated all the fuss.

Although I really wasn't aware of it at the time, I
know now that the rest of the adults remained pretty aloof from
Aunt Lonnie. Each time, after Uncle B. would leave, they'd make
remarks like, "How could he do something like that?" and, "I'm
surprised he still hauls her around," and, "Why the hell doesn't he
just go out and buy himself a sports car and be done with it?" But
nobody would say anything directly to Uncle Burton. I guess that's
because he had so much money he could do whatever he wished. I
wanted to be just like him.

What I most remember about Aunt Lonnie was that she
was nice enough to me, that she was old, and that she had the
biggest, brightest blonde hair of anyone I knew. Great golden waves
of it halfway down her back. I didn't know anyone else with that
much bright hair. I never noticed her chest at the time since I was
still just a kid.

Anyway, a while back Uncle B. quit bringing Aunt
Lonnie along. That was too bad because I was just starting to get
interested in her when she quit coming. Sometimes he would have
another woman with him, some of them very pretty, but none of them
lasted. And none of them made nearly so much fuss over me. That was
good since I was growing up and that kind of stuff is for little
kids anyway.

Fast-forward to my high school graduation summer
with Uncle B. I pretty much had the place to myself. We'd usually
have breakfast together, and then the butler—James—would drive me
to classes. I'd be driven back again by mid-afternoon, but Uncle B.
would be gone by then. He usually returned around nightfall. I
never knew where he went. No problem for me. I had the house and
pool to myself with no one standing over my shoulder about
schoolwork until the evening. Even the staff tended to stay in
their quarters unless I called for them.
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