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AFFLUENT
INFLUENCE

 


 


My Aunt
flaunted with her reflection in the bathroom mirror as I waited by
its open mouth for her to finish. Her gown was made of silk and
white lace, it sparkled in various places where bright beads were
carefully sewn, and the scarf around her neck was so sleek and
slimline, it dazzled in front of my eyes. But I was distracted from
the grandeur as I jiggled in my spot to hold in my pee which was
threatening to break loose.

 


“Come on Aunt
Flow – I need to go really bad.” I complained.

 


“Just a minute
dear – a lady must always look her best.” Said Aunt Flow as she
sprayed a mist of aromatic perfume upon her throat. “I have a date
tonight and it’s important to set the right type of example so they
know the standard of what they are about to let into their
lives;”

 


“Uh-hu.” I
murmured as I pressed my thighs together.

 


“One day you’ll
be doing this yourself.” Murmured Aunt Flow in a breathy whisper.
“Then you’ll see the importance of it.”

 


“Uh-hu.” I said
once more.

 


At that moment
I heard the front door bang closed, I felt the air change from calm
to heavy and humid. If I were covered in fur the hairs on my body
would have risen until they stuck out straight into the air like
pine needles. I pressed my legs tighter together but it was no use.
At the precise moment Luke yelled out Pamela’s name - my bowels
wobbled, and I felt a leak.

 


“Come on hurry
up!” I screamed as though it were a life or death situation. “Or
I’ll just come in and pee despite your presence.”

 


“Do what you
must – but I swear a few more seconds and I’ll be done.” Murmured
Aunt Flow as she placed the first of several layers of powder on
her pale face.

 


I hurriedly
brushed past her, bumping her on the back more then a little
deliberately. Then I took off the partially wet knickers from under
my skirt and let out my pot of tea.

 


I sighed and
briefly closed my eyes, as a deep relief took hold of me.

 


“I hope I’m not
disturbing anything.” Luke murmured as he leant on the open
door-frame.

 


Aunt Flow
exclaimed a sporadic scream before she pushed Luke back and closed
the door in his face. I never had more admiration for Aunt Flow as
I did at that moment in time. She was commanding, spontaneous, and
courageous. If she could only see the pictures I held in my mind
from the beatings Luke gave my adoptive mother, then perhaps she
may have thought twice. But she didn’t know, and she didn’t think –
she just did what needed to be done, and shut him out, and I
admired her for that.

 


“Some men!”
Exclaimed Aunt Flow. “I don’t know what my poor sister was thinking
of when she married him.”

 


“Well to be
fair – he is a little better then my father.” I said in complete
sincerity.

 


“Your father!”
Snorted Aunt Flow. “Anything would be better then that wild man!”
Aunt Flow put her thin fingers to her lips, and then gasped. “Oh,
I’m sorry dear – I didn’t mean…”

 


“It’s okay –
Pam has called him worse things then that. I know he was… the
modern monster. I saw him – I knew.” I said as a silent whine
sounded off in the back of my brain as I remembered the silhouette
of the person who had fathered me.

 


“It’s funny
though, that he should have such a sweet and mild-mannered
daughter.” Said Aunt Flow as she placed her cool fingers to my
face.

 


My inner child
quietened as Aunt Flow’s icy fingers calmed me down, and brought
back the smile which had dropped as my thoughts became hung.

 


A large barrage
of knocks came from outside the door.

 


“Hey this ain’t
no ladies room; some of us men are dirty from a day of doin real
work, and need to shower!”

 


“Oh!” Said Aunt
Flow as her cheeks turned bright crimson under a very spiteful
glare. “That man!” She exclaimed as she puffed up her chest and
headed toward the door.

 


“Listen here!”
Aunt Flow cried as she opened the door.

 


But her words
stopped their spill as Luke grabbed her arm and tossed her out
through the door as though she were but a stick of plastic. Luke
walked in, slammed the door closed, and tossed the lock to keep the
door in place.

 


“Look at this
woman’s gunk!” He grumbled as he swept aside a few pots of perfume
in order to make space for his elbows.

 


Luke looked at
me and smiled as my pee leaked out from me. The hairs on my arms
rose, and I felt a warm chill which made my skin crawl.

 


“May you look
like chalk – have you eaten yet?” He questioned as he tossed his
greasy shirt off.

 


“I just had
some fruit.” I murmured as I reached for the toilet paper with
trembling fingers.

 


Luke turned the
sink’s tap on, and lathered some soap inside his hands. When they
were filled with white foam, he leant over the dish, and very
roughly cleaned his face and torso.

Black backwater
fell from his skin and stained the white porcelain of the sink.

I glanced at
his body – muscles rippled and curved in various places. It was
frightening to see. So frightening I had to look away. His tanned
hide was the kind of image that could seep into my nightmares if I
looked long enough.

 


I heard Aunt
Flow pound her dainty fists on the hard door. It made a small
consistent sound, which Luke merely smiled at.

 


“She’s a lot
different from Pamela ain’t she?” Luke murmured as he picked up a
towel which hung on the brass racks. “Like she’s been off the
planet for too many years; but I guess that’s what happens when you
work at a library all your life.”

 


I nodded and
glanced dismally at the folded pad of paper clasped in my hand. I
yearned to finish my activity with the final wipe, but
self-consciousness made me pull back. Luke turned his head my way,
and gave me a sidelong glance.

 


“I’ll let you
finish up.” He finally murmured before he tossed the towel onto the
floor and walked out.

 


I sighed a sigh
of relief as Aunt Flow came bustling in working her tongue around a
few long, elaborate, words. I stood, and pulled my underwear up, as
she ranted on more to herself than anyone else. It was when I moved
to pass her that she caught my arm with a firm and unusually strong
grip - that was when I realised she was no longer talking to
herself; that was when I realised that her attention had diverted
to me in the past seconds.

 




“My dear, this
is a time to be honest with me. A man, who closes himself inside a
room with a young lady only half decent, usually doesn’t care for
the laws of respectability. I need to know – has he ever… and don’t
be alarmed when I say this; but has he ever made any un-gentlemanly
advances toward you?”

 


“No.” I said
almost instantaneously. “I’m more like a ghost to him then anything
else.”

 


“Well, as long
as he keeps his intentions for the right person – that’s all that
comforts me.” Said Aunt Flow with a soft sigh.

 


She then looked
into the mirror and grimaced.

 


“My oh, my; how
I must hurry! My date will be here to pick me up very soon.”

 


I lifted an
eyebrow and turned around to collect some study books from the
inside of my room. I knew Aunt Flow could be bustling through it
for a good part of the next hour, and so I moved to find a quiet
space in the house where I could mentally focus.

 


 


I sat in the
low-lit kitchen, and tried to concentrate on a book I had borrowed
from the local library. I had barely digested the first few lines
when Pamela came through the front with a couple of brown bags in
her arms.

 


Pamela glanced
over and welcomed me with a smile.

 


“Help your poor
ma here dear.” Pamela called, even though we both knew she was not
my real mother.

 


I smiled and
stood up. My steps creaked the old wooden floorboards underneath my
shoes. After a toss of my head I held out my hands to accept the
first bundle of groceries, but a shout broke my concentration; and
after having jumped almost a centimetre off the floor I closed in
my arms – but they were too late – the brown bag flew down to my
toes like a cannon ball. Pamela gave a shriek as she heard eggs
break inside the bag.

 


“May, you are
clumsy!” She sharply retorted.

 


“I’m sorry
Pam…” I began as I leant toward the mess - but a quick tug on the
back of my shirt pulled me back, and I felt the bang of hard wood
against the back of my legs.

 


Luke glanced
down at Pamela as she knelt by the fallen bag; he shook his head
and laughed.

 


Pamela bit him
with an opening remark.

 


“You think this
is funny you pig?!” She spat as though the sound of his amusement
was venom to her ears.

 


“In a way.”
Retorted Luke as his smile greatly faded.

 


“Well laugh
when you give me your beer money so I can spend it on more
groceries. May has spoilt twenty-four dollars worth of food.”

 


“Well perhaps
you should have stopped belly aching, and just put the bags on the
table.” Gunned Luke as he placed a hand on my shoulder.

 


I felt Pamela’s
anger circle as she stared at me with refuelled hate. If there ever
were a moment when I thought she had regretted ever adopting me, it
was at that moment. I felt my heart turn cold, and for a moment I
couldn’t even breathe. I had an image of me being placed into a
taxi and being driven home to my father’s. My womb seemed to shrink
at it. I wanted to cry, but I couldn’t. I wanted to beg for
forgiveness, but I was too heavy to move. So instead I stole a
glance toward Luke whose dark eyes were cemented on Pamela. No hope
or appeasement lay there. I felt the lead hoop us as we each fought
our warm feelings for each other, until the room was drenched in
nothing but coldness. I felt my skin frost on the inside of me –
perhaps Luke felt it too, for in an instant he squeezed my shoulder
with his fingers, and the sensation melted into a mere essence of
damp cool.

 


No one dared to
breathe a single word; no one moved. The moment had frozen time,
and created a freeze cell, which just sat there; however a knock on
the door awoke us, and broke the spell.

 


“Who the hell?”
Cried Pamela as she charged her gaze toward the front door.

 


“Oh, that is my
gentleman friend.” Whispered a voice from across the room.

 


All three of us
turned our heads to find Aunt Flow sauntering through the room,
with her make up plastered on her face, a feather boa covering her
arms, and looking incredibly overdressed for the occasion.

 


“Where the hell
are you going?” Murmured Pamela in a tone lined with envy.

 


It had been
years since Pamela had seen a dress of that quality - she had
forgotten the luxury of having them on hand. She hadn’t even
realised she had missed it until that point in time.

 


“Out to
dinner.” Said Aunt Flow, with a generous smile.

 


“To dinner…”
Murmured Pamela with a frown. “Don’t you think it’s a little
extravagant?”

 


“Not at all,
why I believe…”

 


“You can spend
all day tomorrow telling your sister what you believe – your date
is waiting.” Nudged Luke with a throw of his tongue.

 


“You’re right
Lucas; thank-you for reminding me. Your man hasn’t yet lost all of
his common sense.” Aunt Flow informed Pamela who had left the
fallen bag alone in order to stand aside for the movie-star in
front of her eyes.

 


Aunt Flow
stepped cautiously to the door, each step broke the wall of silence
around her. She opened the door with a gentle pull, to reveal her
date who stood with flowers in hand under the yellow porch
light.

 


I stepped
forward a little in order to view the stranger, whose eyes bulged
at the sight of his date.

 


“Shall we
depart?” Aunt Flow whispered with a heart-lightened smile in shine
across her face.

 


“Yes please,
ma’m.” Stammered her date as he wiped his sweaty hands on the side
of his pants.

 


After a
swallow, he bent his elbow to let Aunt Flow's arm link inside of
it. She laughed, and pushed the door to let it close on its own. A
few seconds is all it took before the couple were banned from our
eyes.

 


Pamela ran to
the window to peek out after her sister. Her head craned to the
right, and her eyes narrowed in strain in order to view them.
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