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Happily Ever 

 

By R. A. Conti 

 

“Jeffy! Oh, Jeffy!” Jefferson cringed when he heard his old nickname. He wanted to 

ignore it. Instead, he turned and saw Aunt Beth smiling at him. 

She was five years older than Jefferson. They spent part of their childhood together. It 

had been several years since they last saw each other. He noticed her face still had soft 

childlike features although she was almost sixty. Her hair was long and gray and flowed to 

her shoulders luxuriously. Jefferson smiled and hugged Aunt Beth. They talked a few 

moments and then drifted apart. 

Jefferson felt during Aunt Ellen’s funeral. He avoided saying hello to too many 

people mainly because he did not know who most of them were. He had been out of touch 

with the family since his parents’ funerals ten years earlier. Many of the aunts and uncles 

looked familiar, but the cousins were tough. They were all grown up. He did not know which 

adult used to be which little cousin. 

Jefferson thought about Aunt Beth as he drove home. He recalled feeling attracted to 

her every time he saw her over the past forty-five years. His attraction did not happen only 

once but many times. It seemed strange he forgot it until now. 

It felt stranger that he could not decide what it was about Aunt Beth that attracted 

him. He thought it might be something in her face or maybe her eyes. Then he realized he felt 

something when she called out his nickname. It was her voice. 

Aunt Beth had a vulnerable hopefulness in her voice. He did not know why that struck 

him. He had felt curious about her in the past but never acted on his curiosity. When he got 

home, he admitted her voice had infatuated him once again. 

He went to visit Aunt Ellen’s husband two weeks later. Uncle Jason invited some 

family members to look at Ellen’s things. He wanted help deciding what to do with them. 

Several relatives were already there when Jefferson arrived. Aunt Beth was one of them. 

Uncle Jason brought out several bottles of liquor. They drank and reminisced about Ellen. 

The guests discovered it was snowing when it was time to leave. The others did not 

have far to go and said they would be okay. Aunt Beth walked toward her car. Uncle Jason 

called to stop her. “Beth, it’s not safe for you to drive. Stay here tonight.” 

She shook her head. She did not want to spend the night with her widowed brother-in-

law in the house where her sister just died. It was too creepy to think about and Beth shivered 

in the snow. Jefferson offered to drive her home. She objected a few times but then accepted 

gratefully. He helped Aunt Beth into his SUV. They waved good-bye to Uncle Jason and 

drove away. 

Jefferson began talking after he felt comfortable navigating the snowy roads. “It was 

great seeing you again at the funeral. In fact, I thought about you all the way home.” Aunt 

Beth sat quietly in an alcohol haze watching the snow falling outside the toasty SUV. It was 

pleasant riding in a big vehicle that rode over the snow instead of pushing through it. 

He interpreted her silence as an invitation to continue. “Afterwards, I remembered the 

strangest things. You know, I’ve always hated that nickname Jeffy. But, when you said it, I 

just about melted into a puddle on the floor. Later I recalled the same thing happened to me 

every time I’d seen you in the past forty-five years.” 

“You melted in a puddle?” Aunt Beth replied. “Wasn’t that messy?” she joked. 

Jefferson ignored her wisecrack and went on. He told her how she affected him 

whenever he saw her in the past. “I would be unable to get you out of my thoughts for weeks. 

Then I would get angry with myself for daydreaming about you and would force the feelings 

to go away. They did for several years until I saw you again at the funeral.” 



2 
 

Beth turned to look at him. “Jeffy, why are you telling me this?”  

“You’re the only person that’s ever had that effect on me. I’d like to find out why.” 

“You know I should probably slap you right now,” she retorted, but she was not 

angry. 

“I feel something when you say my name. I think have feelings for you. I’ve pushed 

them away before but I don’t want to now. Since we’re not kids and we’re both unattached I 

want to find out why I feel the way I do.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“I know. But the only way I can ever understand it is if I can share it with you.” 

He fell silent. She sat quietly confused. How much did I have to drink? Aunt Beth 

asked herself. Am I hallucinating? He’s my freakin’ nephew!  

Jefferson wondered if she was thinking about him or just lost in a pleasant alcohol 

fog. “Are you okay?” he asked. 

“Yes. Well, no. I’m very embarrassed. You’re my nephew! You shouldn’t be saying 

this stuff to me.” 

“I know. But I had to. Are you mad at me?”  

“Well, I really have no idea what you’re talking about. I never looked at you the same 

way.”  

“I know. I’m not asking you to feel that way now. Just trust me. There’s something in 

you that does something beautiful to me. Maybe it’s love.” 

I must be hallucinating! she thought. “Did you just use the word love?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“You didn’t have anything to drink at Jason’s, did you?” she asked. He shook his 

head. She fell silent and he concentrated on driving.  

They arrived at her house. The snow was almost knee-deep. His SUV had difficulty 

entering the driveway. 

“I think it’s too dangerous for you to drive all the way home, Jeffy. You should stay 

here tonight. You can leave tomorrow when the storm’s over and the roads get plowed.”   

“Thanks. That might be a good idea. I wasn’t looking forward to driving home. I’m 

tired anyway.” 

Her house was small and cozy. He complimented her décor although she did not have 

much furniture. She mentioned that she liked things to be simple. 

“Hang your coat there and put your boots near the radiator.” He took off his boots and 

set them aside. His thick gray socks insulated his feet from the cold floor. She offered a hot 

drink but he declined. 

“Look, I’m really tired,” she apologized. “I’d like to stay up but it’s been an 

exhausting day. I don’t mean to be rude.” 

“Oh, don’t worry about it. This is a cozy place to be in a storm. Thanks.” 

“You’ll find blankets and pillows in that closet. Take what you need. The couch is 

comfortable so you should be okay.” She headed toward the bedroom. He thanked her as she 

closed the door. The living room was cold. He thought he should check out the blankets. 

Just then, the bedroom door opened and Aunt Beth stuck her head out. “Did you 

actually say all that stuff in the car?” 

“Yes.”  

Beth mumbled something he could not make out and closed the door. He started 

toward the linen closet. She opened the door again and peeked out. “That’s the coldest room 

in the house at night. It’s always been that way. I have twin beds in here. You’ll be warmer. 

You’re family, right?” 
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Jefferson had not expected her to react to his confession in the car by inviting him into 

her bedroom. He did not know how to respond. She saw his hesitation and felt delighted she 

had surprised him.   

“Are you sure?” He stumbled over the words. “I don’t want to put you out. I’m used 

to sleeping in the cold, anyway.” He smiled awkwardly but could not look directly at her.   

“I’m sure. Let me put on my pjs and slip under the covers. I’ll call you. Put the light 

out when you come in, okay? Oh, the bathroom’s right there.” 

He nodded and went into the bathroom. He heard her say it was okay to come in just 

as he finished. The bedroom felt warmer. Aunt Beth had pulled the covers up to her neck and 

smiled at him. “You can sleep right there.” She pointed to the other bed. 

“Thanks.” He went to the bed, switched off the light, undressed, and got under the 

covers. After he settled in, he whispered ‘good night.’ She was already asleep and did not 

hear him. 

 
 


