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Truth of the matter is I haven’t seen my aunt Nadine more than five or six times in the past fifteen years. So it came as a real surprise when she called me out of the blue one day asking — no, begging — for my help.
While it’s true I never did have much time for uncle Pierce, even though he’s my dad’s younger brother, I didn’t exactly hate him, either. At least not until I saw what he’d done to the house and aunt Nadine herself that August evening when I turned up at their place unannounced. I’d told my aunt I’d come over soon as I could, but we’re talking a four hour drive south of Houston, so we both knew that wasn’t going to be quick.
My aunt and uncle’s house is your standard single story two bedroom on a half acre of garden. The flower-beds had turned to weed, which surprised me, given that aunt Nadine’s always been a keen gardener. Pierce’s black Suzuki truck was parked with its hood half inside the garage. There was lawn furniture, boxes, pictures and crockery piled up around the front bumper. And some stuff, mostly clothes, books and CDs had been scattered across the front lawn.
When I pushed open the gate I found myself standing on a garment I recognized. It was the pale blue mini dress with flower prints all over it that I’d seen Nadine wearing at my dad’s 40th birthday party when. I could still remember how she’d looked in that dress, her long red hair brushing her shoulders, those long, fine legs in shiny suntan pantyhose, exposed to mid thigh. I even remember the rope soled sandals, with their high heels and white straps across the insteps and ankles of her beautiful feet.
“Hey, Zach, what the hell are you doin’ here?”
Uncle Pierce was wearing an oil-stained boiler suit and his curly dark hair was more disheveled than usual. He used a rag to wipe clean the monkey wrench in his right hand. His words were friendly but his tone was flat.
“Hi, uncle Pierce, just visiting a friend,” I adlibbed. “Got himself a job to make some dough before he goes to college.”
“Huh.” My uncle mumbled the word, clearly not interested. “So you thought you’d just drop by?”
“Yeah, passing through is all.”
He scowled darkly, tossed the wrench into the toolbox at his feet. Behind him, beyond the roll up garage door I saw the silhouette of his BMW bike, a machine I envied him for owning. Almost as much as I envied him being married to Nadine. And having sex with her, my naughty back brain added, not without a twinge of guilt.
“Well, don’t be expectin’ supper nor nothin’. We’re kinda in the middle of stuff here.” He waved his hand around, taking in the mess on the lawn. “As you prob’ly noticed.”
I frowned, scratched the back of my neck, unsure what to say to that. But then I made the mistake of asking how aunt Nadine was.
“She ain’t here,” he growled under his breath and crouched down to close and latch the lid of his toolbox. He picked it up and turned away. “Best you take off, kid. For now, anyhow. Maybe I’ll catch you later for a beer, okay?”
A movement in the corner of my eye. The bedroom curtain twitched, a quick glance of Nadine’s face peeking out at me. She mouthed the words, “Wait for me,” and pointed towards the corner of the street.
As Uncle Pierce hesitated at his screen door, he craned his head around to say, “I’ll be at The Oxbow around nine, and the beers are on me. If you’re minded.”
I remembered drinking Coke at The Oxbow, a downtown bar that used to allow kids with their folks at the picnic tables out back. I’d never been inside the place, though. Still wasn’t old enough now – and wouldn’t be for two more years – but I looked 21, and Pierce would vouch for me. If, like he said, I was minded. Which I wasn’t. Right now I was minded only to see my aunt Nadine, find out what was going on.
“Sounds good, uncle Pierce. See you around nine, then.”
I took off at a fast pace to the corner. A quaint picket fence ran down the sidewalk of the first cross street: Nadine and Pierce’s neighbors, the Andersons, an old couple with old fashioned tastes. They’d even put fake clapboard sidings on their house, to give it that country and western style. Cheesy.
Hunkering down with my back to the fence, I waited for no more than quarter of an hour before I heard the click of heels drawing close. First thing I noticed rounding the corner was a woman’s slender calves in suntan pantyhose. The feet were shod in black open toed leather pumps. Raising my gaze past the well defined knees and several inches of exposed thigh, I stood and waved a greeting.
My aunt Nadine looked as young as ever, her long blonde hair held behind her ears by twin tortoiseshell combs, to display her big hoop ear rings. Her plain black cotton dress clung tightly to her firm, plump breasts, and the erotic bulge of her small belly. She’d had two kids, after all. But her figure was still great, and the small swell of belly was somehow more alluring than if she’d been completely flat.
She rushed towards me and wrapped her arms around me, crushing her to her chest. Her perfume smelled sweet and musky. Though the musky scent might have been her’s alone.
“Hi, aunt Nadine.” I muttered uncertainly. “Are - are you okay? I mean, after I got your call and all.”
When she pulled away and held me by the shoulders at arm’s length I saw my answer. Her left eye had the shadow of a fading bruise, though the mascara mostly concealed it. The crimson lipstick on her full mouth would also draw attention away from the injury.
Anger flooded through me as I asked the obvious question. “Did he do that to you?”
“You don’t know the half of it, kid.” She rummaged in a handbag and produced a cigarette and lit up.
As she puffed smoke into the air, I said, “When did you start smoking?”
“Few months back,” she said, and smiling slyly at me, added, “A girl’s gotta get her pleasures any way she can.”
# # #
It was past midnight when I climbed into the truck beside aunt Nadine. She’d encouraged me to meet Pierce for a beer, explaining that he would for sure follow that up with a lot of whiskey. By the time he got home he’d be too wasted to hear them leave. I was careful to take heed of her warning that I stick to two beers at most, otherwise I’d be of no use to her.
While I wanted to punch out Pierce’s lights for beating his wife, I knew he’d get the better of me in a fight. Not that it would worry me if he did. So long as I got a couple of shots in first. If it wasn’t that aunt Nadine wanted me in one piece I might just have taken a shot.
She was already behind the wheel with the engine idling when I climbed in to the passenger seat. I was startled to see she had her hair down, and was wearing an extremely tight Hard Rock Cafe t-shirt, denim shorts that cut into the tops of her thighs, making them bulge slightly, shiny tan pantyhose and a pair of white strappy high heeled sandals.
Catching my surprised – and probably hungry – look, aunt Nadine gave a short laugh. “He wants me to dress like a nun most of the time, so if I’m leaving by God I’m going to dress like white trash.”
As she climbed behind the wheel I noticed that her toenails were painted a dark crimson color beneath the reinforced toes of her pantyhose. Luckily the cab light went off as she engaged the gear and reversed up the driveway. Otherwise she might have seen my hot blush and the fat bulge in my pants.
I managed to say something along the lines that I couldn’t think of anyone who looked less like white trash. Maybe I also said she was beautiful, but I was so excited and shy at the same time I was barely aware of what I was saying.
Certain I’d made an idiot of myself, I felt her put her hand on my knee and squeeze it once before returning the hand to the wheel and hitting the accelerator.
“And if you’re uncle Pierce was even half the man you are, Zach, I’d be a very happy married lady right now.”
I gave what must have been a weak, uncomfortable smile. At the same time I was thrilled by the compliment, though not fully sure what she might have meant.
As we drove into the night, she answered the question I hadn’t been able to ask. “You’re probably wondering why I called on you, Zach. Instead of a anyone else, I mean.”
I lowered my head. “Well, yeah, I guess…”
She patted my knee fleetingly, then said, “Well, you remember that time couple years back when you told Pierce to stop shouting at me and he looked like he was going to hit you, or me?”
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