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Preface




Thank you for your purchase of this book.

Taking Chances is a
collection of eight individual stories - a novelette, four
novellas, two novels, and a premium-length novel. While the stories
can stand on their own as self-contained tales, the Taking Chances series includes continuing characters and
plots.

There are three problems with too many adult
stories: shallow characters, rickety or non-existent plots, and a
narrow focus on presenting mere narratives fixated on a particular
sexual practice, orientation, or fetish. It is easy to find
'bondage stories', 'lesbian vampire stories', 'gay male werewolf
stories', 'cross-dressing stories', 'exhibitionism stories', and
the like. But what about readers of adult fiction who want literary
stories that just happen to have a high degree of adult
content?

That is why I wrote these stories. I wanted
to write literary tales that are not just narratives about a
particular sexual, erotic, or kinky area of interest. These stories
are written and presented to you with the idea that there are
readers of adult fiction who want intelligent, literary stories
with strong, complex, deep, and developing characters; involving
plots; and a focus away from the intense fixation on a particular
practice or fetish.

An important point regarding these stories.
Too often readers of adult fiction conflate ‘adult’ and ‘erotic.’ I
think that merging is not always valid, and that is certainly the
case for the stories of Taking Chances. The
descriptions of the events in these stories are ‘adult’:
appropriate for adult readers only. But in many instances, they are
not ‘erotic.’ I take ‘erotic’ to mean prose or poetry that creates
a pleasing, pleasurable, positive sexual response. That is not
always the case with the adult activities in these stories.

I wanted to find an original basis for adult
stories, and I believe the premise on which the stories of
Taking Chances is based suits that purpose. The
stories are about contemporary women who for a variety of reasons -
sound or unsound, impulsive or considered - make a bet that, win or
lose, will have far-reaching consequences in their lives and
relationships. That being the case, many of the characters in these
stories - both female and male - have experiences that are not
pleasing or erotic, but simply adult. These are not the stories in
which a character losses a bet, submits to reluctant adult activity
to satisfy the bet, and inexplicably finds erotic bliss. These
stories involve characters presented as flesh-and-blood humans who
have real human motivations and reactions: they are vulnerable to
impulses; and concerned with issues like pride, dignity, and how
their experience will affect their lives, emotions, self-image, and
relationships. That being the case, you will find in these stories
an immense range of adult subject matter and themes: from the truly
erotic and romantic to the depths of kink. What you will get with
these stories are real, memorable, and authentic characters;
engaging plots; and a deeply literary approach to telling
adult-themed stories.

The first seven volumes of Taking Chances were written and published in 2010 and
2011. In 2020 I published Volume Eight - Alicia’s
Bet. Afterward, I revisited the earlier stories, to revise them
and create a more cohesive whole. I think that effort has been
worthwhile and has improved the larger story arc considerably. I
hope you agree.

Happy reading.

 


B. E. Thalia
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Chapter One

In the Basement with
Matthew

 


 


I’m going to tell you my story. Really, I
want to. I just can’t figure out why I want to tell you.

On the one hand, just by writing these words
I’ve got you by your short hairs. (I almost wrote ‘by your balls,’
but I know I’ve got the ladies who are reading this in the same
way. So, let’s leave it at ‘short hairs.’) I know you’ll read
whatever I write. You’ll devour my story. You’ll turn the pages so
you can suck in more. When I’m done telling this story you’ll be
ravenous: you’ll wish the story could go on and on. I know you’ll
touch yourself at times while you’re reading my words; maybe you’ll
even bring yourself off. (Maybe? Believe me, with the stuff in this
story you’ll do it all right.) By my act of writing these words I
can control you, make you subordinate to me, and bring you to
enjoyment and orgasms you’d not otherwise experience. I have that
power over you. Isn’t that the epitome of dominance?

On the other hand, though, my writing this
and letting you read it is an act of submission. When you’re done
with this story, you’ll know things about me and my life of which
only I now know the totality. You’ll know my fears and my shames
and my secret desires. You’ll read about my humiliations and
sorrows. Oh, you’ll hear about some triumphs and satisfactions,
too, and about the time I reached the highest pinnacle of happiness
and love a person can experience. But you’ll know pretty much
everything about me. Only one person has ever been so close to me
as to know what you’ll soon know, and even he never had the chance
to learn it all. Thinking of all the details of my life and psyche
I’ll be revealing to you makes me feel like I’m naked and on my
knees before you, about to be brutally and altogether exposed.
Isn’t that the epitome of submission?

So, why? Why am I writing this for you? Is my
purpose to dominate you, or to submit to you? I think by the end
we’ll have an answer.

 


* * * * * * * * * * *

 


If you know Emily or Ellen, then you at least
know who I am and maybe a little bit about me. I used to be the
‘pizza girl.’ God, how I used to hate being thought of like that!
I’m not in that line of work anymore, but the change is really a
part of my story, so I don’t suppose I should get into what I’m
doing now just yet. So, you want to hear about humiliation? Man,
there’s no time like those first few years after puberty to
experience personally unique and exquisite humiliation. Admit it:
you have some sort of story like what happened to me. Everyone has
something they did at that age that they would never have done as
an adult, or even later in adolescence. You know: the experience
that now when you look back you think, How could I have been
that stupid?

That’s what my incident was like, but it went
way beyond just the stupid thing I did. It got me wondering for the
first time. You throw a stone into a tranquil pond and the stone’s
entry into the water makes a noteworthy splash, but then less
apparent ripples radiate outward. Well, my experience was like
that: the splash was quite the event. Sometimes I’m sure the
ripples are all settled, and then without warning I’m bobbing up
and down to their rhythm and wondering what they’re going to do
with me.

I was fourteen and in the eighth grade in one
of the Catholic schools that serve the Chicago-area
neighborhoods.

My mom and dad made sacrifices to send us
kids there: me; my brother, Thomas, older by three years; and my
sister, Marie, a year younger than me. Even with the scholarships
our family’s financial situation allowed us, Mr. and Mrs. Flores
still struggled to make the balance of the tuition each year. I’d
hear kids almost every day, walking the halls in their school
uniforms, wish out loud that they could go to the public school.
They wanted to be in a ‘normal’ school with ‘normal’ kids. I didn’t
feel that way, though. I was as happy as could be, just entirely
satisfied with where I was and what I was doing.

If you’ve heard about me from Emily or Ellen,
then you likely already know I have what they sometimes call a
‘more than ample bosom.’ You know: large breasts, big tits,
gianormous ta-ta’s. The girls have been both a joy and bane to me
in my almost twenty-five years. They started growing early and
didn’t let up for quite a while. You can imagine how it was:
wearing a D-cup bra in the eighth grade. Maybe that was one of the
reasons I was completely happy in Catholic school: no way could
anyone make a crack about my boobs without someone hearing it, and
the speaker eventually ending up sitting on the bench outside
Sister Glenda Cornelia’s office (were the wiseacre a girl) or in
Father Brendan’s office (if the miscreant were a boy) waiting for a
visit with Sister’s cane or Father’s paddle.

I’ve done a few dumb things in my time, but
this all started with the only one that still makes me cringe and
clap my palm on my forehead and think, What the fuck was I
thinking?

 


* * * * * * * * * * *

 


“Hey, Martina!” Matthew spoke from behind in
the smarmy way he’d gotten into the habit of using with me. As the
words left his mouth, he gave me a poke below my ribs to one side
of my back. I twisted out of their way. It was Monday, and I was
walking the six blocks home from school. I mostly made the walk to
and from with my brother and sister, but on this sunny April
afternoon they had gone on ahead. I could see them down the block
just going up the stairs to our front porch. Sometimes I would see
Matthew and his gang of creeps, sometimes I’d not see him, or see
him by himself. Today his four friends were with him. Lately, I
could count on them walking with me part of the last two blocks
more often than not.

I turned my head toward Matthew and smiled.
He might be smarmy, but it wasn’t actually unpleasant. You know how
guys can get around girls at that age. All their insecurities and
doubts and fears are out there. So, I smiled. I had known Matthew
since he moved to the neighborhood in the second grade. He and his
buddies were all eighth graders like me, except Arnold, who was a
year behind the rest.

“So, what are you guys up to?” I asked as I
slowed, turned, and faced them. I wore a backpack, but I was in the
habit of carrying my books in my arms, letting them block any view
of my boobs.

“Nothin’,” Matthew said. “just walkin’ home.
Gonna play some ball later.” One member of Matthew’s cohort gave
him a little push, egging him on to some previously discussed
mischief. None of the friends seemed willing to bring up whatever
might be on their minds.

Matthew’s face reddened. “We were just tryin’
to figure out how you do it.”

I gave him a ‘do what?’ look.

“How you get your arms around all that,”
Matthew said, to snickers from his friends. “You know, we were
thinkin’ you could manage either the books or the boobs, but how do
you manage both?” This question was accompanied by nervous chuckles
from the friends.

A little spark of anger flashed in me. I only
really needed one hand to hold up the books and anyone else would
have gotten a slap or a push by now. This was Matthew though, so I
just decided to use some words and let it go.

“You know, Matt,” I said, some heat in both
my face and voice, “I really think my boobs are my business and my
business only.” Smartest thing I said all that week. I turned and
began to walk again, my house just about a block ahead.

“Sorry, Marti,” Matthew said, and enough
sincerity sounded in his voice that I thought I should at least
turn around and give him a smile to let him know all was forgiven.
I turned, but before I could smile he said, “We were just thinkin’
you’re kind of a show-off.”

I should have turned again and started
walking, but I became genuinely curious about why they thought I
might be showing off and about what.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

Again, I heard the little sniggles. “Well,
sorry, but your boobs. We just think you’re showin’ off.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. There was never
a possibility of any cleavage showing when in our school uniforms,
and the habit of not showing and drawing attention to my chest
applied to my wardrobe choices when outside of school. I even made
sure my blouses were a size too big, both to make sure my boobs
weren’t straining against the material, and so the spaces between
the buttons lay flat. You can’t imagine how happy all that made my
mom. “When have I ever shown anything off?”

“No,” Matthew said, “it’s just that you make
‘em seem so big.”

I know. I should have been on my way again
before the conversation had even gotten that far, but I was now
wondering what was up and couldn’t disengage until I had an
answer.

“Matthew, my boobs are my boobs,” I said.

“We were just talkin’ that you make it seem
like you’ve got such big ones,” Matthew said.

“They’re just as big as they are. That’s
all,” I replied.

“Yeah, well my sister does the same thing you
do,” another boy, Arnold the seventh grader, said. It was the first
time any of the other boys had spoken. “Her boobs look as big as
yours almost, and she wants everybody to think they are, but, well,
she uses a little help to look like that.”

I gave him a blank expression. I really did
not know what he was talking about.

Matthew again took the dais. “We were
checkin’ them out over the weekend,” he said, his voice taking on a
confidential tone. “She’s got a few pairs and keeps the ones she’s
not using in her drawer.” My face must still have been blank
because Matthew went on to explain. “You know, she’s got those
things she sticks in her bra. They’re pretty big and really
squishy.” He put his hands, palms up, at the middle of his chest
like he was cupping a big pair of breasts and hefted the imaginary
boobs up and down.

I did not know Arnold other than as a face
that hung around with Matthew, but I knew his sister, Catherine, a
little bit. She was another eighth grader. Her boobs were not as
big as mine, but pretty good size. I’d had no idea they were
phonies.

“Yeah, her bras are all squishy, too,” Arnold
added. “They’ve got a tag on ‘em says don’t put ‘em in the dryer or
they’ll melt!” All of the guys let loose a volley of laughs at that
incredible information.

“You’re telling me you guys went through
Catherine’s personal drawers and found this stuff?” I gave them a
look that let them know I saw them as barely a step above bugs.

Arnold at least had the decency to look a
little embarrassed. I don’t think he had been expecting outrage
over his sister’s violated privacy to be my first reaction. I now
understood, though, why the year-younger Arnold was in so tight
with the older boys: a guided tour of his sister’s underwear drawer
seemed a sure-fire way to gain acceptance.

Matthew also had a somewhat sheepish air but
pressed ahead. “At least Catherine doesn’t make hers seem as big as
you try to make yours look.”

I was close to speechless. Finally, I
managed, “Well, forget it. These are all me. You’ll just have to
take my word for it. You guys really don’t have enough to keep you
busy.” Now that I had finally discovered what this was all about, I
turned my back to them and started walking away. My departure was
accompanied by a chorus of, “Sure, Marti,” “Whatever you say,
Marti,” “Yeah, we definitely believe you, Marti.” One foot in front
of the other, I proceeded down the street, but I could still hear
their expressions of disbelief almost until I reached our front
walk.

Of course, I just decided to let it go. In
fact, for the next few days I thought of almost nothing else but
how I was letting it go. My pride wasn’t involved. I had nothing to
prove to anyone, least of all to Matthew, whom I was now beginning
to view as a budding little creep.

I did not see Matthew or any of his friends
except occasionally all week. Every time I did, I got a look I knew
the meaning behind quite well. Or I would get a quick,
surreptitious hefting of the imaginary boobs. They had to be
careful about that one in school, as it could lead to a visit to
Father Brendan.

Thursday afternoon, three days after my
encounter with the boys and their doubts, I was again a block from
home, almost in the same spot as Monday, when Matthew and his
buddies caught up with me. Obviously, they had made the effort to
catch me up for a reason. I didn’t want to hear it. My arms were,
as usual, tight around my chest and books. Stopping, I turned
toward Matthew, without a clue as to what might come from my
mouth.

With a finger I poked him hard in the chest.
“I’m not showing them to all of you,” I said, starting into the
little soliloquy that would have me still slapping my head years
later. Let something stew for three days and you never know down
what stupid highway it might lead you. Can you believe it? This was
happening without the boys even after me about it day after day!
“You can pick one of you, one, and I’ll show them to him. He can
tell the rest of you they’re real.” The boys whooped and
high-fived. Matthew quickly asserted his alpha-male primacy, and
the issue was quickly settled regarding who the pool reporter would
be. “The rest of you get lost.” The other four boys slowly drifted
off. When Matthew and I were alone I continued. “Your basement
tomorrow after school. Leave the outside door unlocked and make
damned sure I don’t see a one of you on my walk home.”

“Cool,” Matthew said, a smile plastered
across his face.

“Fuck you, jerk-off,” I said and continued
toward my house. It took a lot back then to get the F-word out of
me.

Matthew lived half a block before my house.
There was no question of us going into his house after school
together and getting any time alone. It wouldn’t happen. His mother
stayed at home. She watched soaps and game shows all day long. If
Matthew walked in the door alone, though, he would be all but
forgotten inside five minutes, his mom’s attention fully focused on
whether the current contestant had correctly chosen the actual
manufacturer’s suggested retail price for the bottle of fabric
softener on display.

 


* * * * * * * * * * *

 


Friday morning, I told mom I would be home a
little late: I was going to talk to one of my teachers to get some
extra help on an assignment. I really did make an appointment with
my English teacher, Miss Handel. I had to do that to get the extra
time I needed. I would just keep the appointment, make it short,
and I would have the time I needed for my other task. I would be
home not so late as to get Thomas and Marie wondering and making a
report to mom about a late arrival. As I had expected, mom called
Miss Handel that afternoon, but I was covered.

I got my big boobs from mom. Her name’s
Teresa, by the way. She’d not had my brother until she was
twenty-two. In case you're not in the know, that's late by Catholic
standards. I knew she believed that a daughter with tits as big as
mine could very easily come home pregnant long before graduation,
and I wondered to what degree any close calls on the part of a
youthful Teresa might be informing her opinion. She and my father
clearly thought an illegitimate pregnancy far less likely with me
in Catholic school than public.

At the end of the day, I went to see Miss
Handel, and was a quick study in understanding the answer to the
question I had dreamed up. She was a little chatty, and I
suppressed my frustration at the delay. I knew Matthew would be way
ahead of me.

I was able to take a less conspicuous route
to the rear of Matthew’s house, a way that made sure I was not
going to his house from the sidewalk. The street has eyes. I
slipped from some bushes and made my way to the back basement door
Matthew had left unlocked. I hoped he wasn’t waiting for me in the
basement already, and when I quietly opened the door and stepped
through, I was relieved to see I was alone.

The basement was really a half basement: the
lower half of the outside walls in the back part were concrete with
the wood starting atop them. Sure that I had only a few minutes at
most, I put my backpack and books on the washing machine and began
stepping silently around the room searching on shelves and into
nooks and crannies. I felt behind items and inspected as much as I
could. I did not find the hidden video camera I’d been expecting.
He’d have had time after his arrival from school to quickly get one
in position and running. Had Matthew not thought of that? Or had he
thought of it and decided not to pull that one? Or had my search
been insufficient?

My exploration kept my mind off the questions
that should have been floating around my head: Why was I doing
this? Was I scratching some exhibitionistic itch? Did I want the
submission of baring personal parts of my body for a boy? Had I
decided to do this without any real cajoling or wheedling from the
boys because I knew one of them would be exactly where I told him
to be when I told him to be there? Did I just want the dominance of
control: to know the thought of seeing my bare breasts would make
Matthew my thrall? Those questions are the obvious ones that occur
to me now. But, really, I don’t think I had the self-awareness at
that point in my life to entertain or even conceive those
queries.

Well, I would not have much more time to
hunt. Moments later the toilet on the top floor flushed, and I
heard water rush through pipes nearby. My last search was a general
one, sweeping my eyes around the room for the tell-tale little red
light that would be lit on a camera recording images. Then common
sense took over: surely, if he had hidden a camera, he would have
thought to put something, maybe black electrical tape, over the red
light.

After some minutes more - Matthew undoubtedly
letting his mother think he was turning his attention to some
legitimate pursuit and allowing time for her to fully turn her
attention to the question of the identity of the father of
Jessica’s love child – I heard the knob turn softly on the interior
door to the basement.

Matthew stepped lightly and slowly down the
stairs in almost complete silence. When I’d heard the door open, I
had walked over to take a position in front of the washing machine,
near my things, the bottom of the stairs about five feet away.
Finally, Matthew’s feet were planted on the concrete of the
basement floor, a material that betrays nothing.

“So?” he said. I remembered why I was
there.

I took off my blouse and then my bra and
presented my breasts to him. I let him gawk for a good half a
minute, and then I put my clothes back on and left.
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Chapter Two

A Visit to Sister
Glenda Cornelia

 


 


You see what I mean? By the short hairs.
Right? I can imagine your disappointment at the end of that last
chapter. I fed you that entire story, every word of it true, by the
way. I know what you craved. You wanted all the little details,
didn’t you? You wanted every little sensory input I experienced.
Oh, I told you a little about a few sounds, but you wanted the
smells my nose detected, and the sights my eyes beheld as I
searched. You wanted the sensations I felt as my fingertips made
their way on and between the linens and towels and the canned goods
as I searched for a camera.

Mostly, you wanted to hear about me stripping
myself in front of Matthew. You wanted to hear about the
nervousness I felt as I bared a personal part of my body one-on-one
before a male for the first time in my life. You wanted every iota
of detail about pulling the tails of my blouse from my uniform
skirt and undoing every button. You were absolutely salivating for
the moment I would begin to describe reaching behind my back and
starting to unhook my….

Well, I guess since we didn’t go there on the
last page, we shouldn’t try to go there on this one.

But do you see what I was talking about at
the beginning? I have power over you. You crave my story and won’t
feel satisfied until you have it. Your mistress was cruel at the
end of that last chapter. She didn’t feel like giving you what you
wanted. Not yet. Hey, I’m not a total bitch. Don’t worry. You’ll
get what you want. You’re going to hear every little detail of what
happened with Matthew in that basement. I’m your mistress. I can be
a kind mistress. I promise I’ll give it to you, and a lot more
besides. Just not right now. In a couple or three chapters I’ll
have occasion to revisit that experience, and I’ll treat you to
each facet, every tasty morsel, of that scene.

No, don’t go skimming ahead. Don’t do that
for two reasons. First, I’m ordering you not to. Second, you know
every bit as well as me that you’ll relish that part of the tale so
much more if you just let it come naturally (That’s what they call
a ‘pun,’ isn’t it? My Creative Writing teacher, Gretchen, likes
when I use those. She says the little bit of humor is good for the
story’s flow and to break tension).

But your imagination has been in overdrive
since the end of that last chapter. You’ve been filling in the
details as best you can. I did the same thing with Emily and Ian
some time ago. They came to the restaurant where I used to work one
night, and I spotted them while leaving the can between delivery
runs. I saw them across the room. It was the first time I had seen
Emily since our encounter in the apartment building lobby when
Marcy had entered her life. I hadn’t met Ian yet, didn’t even know
Emily was involved.

When I see a chance like that, I’m not about
to let it slip away. I told them how Emily’s betting adventure,
especially what she had told me about the prize she could have won
that night, had inspired me. So, I told them I’d made a pool bet
with a guy I knew at a bar near my place: if I won, he had to go
out back and strip and jerk-off; if I lost, I had to go out back,
strip and blow him. Completely true story: both the bet and the
outcome. I wasn’t making anything up. What I told them was: I lost,
so I went out back, stripped, and blew the guy. That’s it.

I could see both with expressions that left
no doubt their brains were practically hyperventilating, supplying
all the sordid and sexy and erotic and titillating details I had
left out. I had them by their short hairs with my skimpy, niggardly
version of my story. I wanted so to draw out the experience, enjoy
my dominance over them, but my boss, Lenny, shouted at me then:
wanted me to get my ass back to work. So, I left them just like
that: wondering, imagining, and their mouths watering. I feel bad
about it now, rotten really, but it gave me a charge at the time. I
know Emily a lot better now than I did then. We’re friends, and I
would never again leave her on the hook like that. You and I are
just starting into our relationship, though, so I don’t mind
letting you twist some. It actually makes me a little hot.

Now, don’t worry: you’ll hear every smidgen
of the encounter Matthew and I had in his basement just a little
further along in the story. You know what, too? I know for certain
you can’t even imagine the circumstance that led me to repeat that
story in so much detail.

Oh, and that story about going out back of
the bar. I’ll have occasion later to go into what happened then. I
don’t know what stories Emily and Ian made up in their heads, but I
think I can be quite sure they weren’t even close.

And I know what else you’re thinking: you
know something about me now. You know the single stupidest thing I
ever let myself get roped into. I mean: let some eighth-grade boys
get me to take off my shirt and bra and show one of them my bare
tits? Just because they said they thought my boobs are really
plastic bags full of silicon? Now I feel that little bit of
subservience to you. I know you did something that stupid when you
were around that age, but I don’t know what your stupid thing was
while you know mine. I’m okay with that. I still think I’m ahead,
at least for now.

 


* * * * * * * * * * *

 


I don’t suppose it takes a rocket scientist
(or a theologian) to figure out what happened next. It didn’t
happen, though, until Thursday of the following week.

English class was just about twenty minutes
along and the room was utterly silent. It was the period just
before lunch. We were doing self-assigned reading. The first half
of English class on Thursday was saved for in-class reading of a
book we chose from an approved list. I was reading Till We Have Faces, C. S. Lewis’s last novel. I had just
finished the chapter that ends with Orual shocked to shit when she
looks up and sees sacrificed Psyche standing on the other side of
the little rill in the God’s valley on the sacred mountain.

The door to the hallway opened and into the
room walked one of the office go-fers. She had a note in her hand
that she tendered to Miss Handel. She was a lay teacher rather than
a nun. We had more of them every year: as the number of nuns
diminished, they moved to administration and left the classroom
teaching to hired civilians.

Miss Handel was all right, like most of the
lay teachers. She was always fighting to put new titles on the
approved list. Like the one I was reading. I think most of C. S.
Lewis’s stuff is mostly geared toward protestant religious themes.
Not quite what the diocese wants to feed the kids. But they also
have to try to keep the lay teachers happy, so they don’t decide to
go off and make a real living in the public schools. I guess adding
C. S. Lewis wasn’t too much of a stretch. I mean, it’s about
religion and God and that sort of stuff, so maybe the powers that
be decided not to split hairs quite so much.

Anyway, I’d looked up when the door had
opened, but had quickly returned to my reading. Miss Handel cleared
her throat, but still I stayed focused on my book, wanting to find
out what emotions and speech might pass between the reunited
stepsisters. I suppose everyone else glanced up, any distraction
welcome. Miss Handel cleared her throat a second time. When I
finally trained my eyes on her she was gazing straight at me, and I
felt the same shock right to my core, although for a different
reason, that Orual had experienced. My face flushed and my heart
began to gallop.

Miss Handel held the open note in one hand
and said, “Martina, Sister Glenda would like to see you.” I know
Miss H liked me, and she had a sympathetic countenance.

“And may God have mercy on your soul,” came
the voice of one of the boys on the other side of the room. There
was a little bit of tittering.

“That will be enough, Kevin,” said Miss
Handel, “unless you’d like to take a walk to see Father Brendan.”
The snickering ceased as if a switch had been thrown.
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Of course, my stomach had dropped to my feet
as soon as Miss Handel had conveyed the note’s message. Now as I
walked down the empty and silent hallway my guts had not managed to
elevate themselves. I had known right from the second I’d told
Matthew that I would meet him in his basement that somehow - for
some reason unknowable at that time, by some mechanism - this
moment would come. I had prayed it wouldn’t, hoped earnestly that
somehow payment for this particular transgression would not visit
me, but I had always known in my heart of hearts that there was no
escape. Or had escaping been my hope? Was a visit to Sister Glenda
a subservient ordeal I was secretly hoping for?

I just wondered how bad it would be.

If you got called to Sister Mary Agnathia’s
office you’d likely bombed a test or were getting close to flunking
a class. A visit to Sister Glenda meant only one thing: the
righteous wrath of the school and diocese, in the form of her cane,
was about to be visited on your bare posterior for some misdemeanor
or felony. I prayed she would view my lapse as being in the former
category rather than the latter.

I walked into Sister Glenda’s outer office,
the change in surroundings immediately apparent. I’d left the
echoing, tiled hallway and had entered a small room with thick
carpet under foot that muffled almost all sound. The carpet was an
accoutrement the school could never afford at present and must have
been a holdover (and likely a treasured one to Sister Glenda) from
bygone years. The school’s maintenance people had fought a good
fight to extend the carpet’s life, but it was getting a well-worn
look.

The chamber contained a secretary at her desk
(not really: it was someone’s mom volunteering), and on one side of
the small room a wooden bench (for miscreants) and on the other
side a couch with a coffee table (for visiting parents). Over both
the door from the hallway and the door to Sister Glenda’s inner
sanctum part of the space between the top of the door and the high
ceiling was occupied by a transom window about the width of the
door. The windows were operable, and you could tell the panes in
them were some sort of very thick glass with beveled edges used
decades ago. The transom above the door to the hallway was open,
letting drift in some muted sounds. The window above the door to
Sister Glenda’s office was shut.

There was another offender already on the
bench: Catherine, Arnold’s older sister, the one with the defiled
underwear drawer. I sat at the other end of the bench. We both
looked up and exchanged a glimpse. Involuntarily, my glance dropped
for a moment to her silicon-sac-augmented chest. I immediately
brought my eyes back up to hers. I thought that I now knew
something about her that gave me an edge, a bit of dominance over
her. I smiled, delighting in the fact that she had no idea what I
knew.

However, a knowing grin also spread across
Catherine’s face, and that’s how I knew just how bad it was going
to be. Catherine, of course, was there for the same reason I was:
to be punished for something. That knowing smile told me her
chastisement was going to be nothing compared to mine. It also
conveyed to me the idea that she knew exactly why I was there:
exactly what I had done. If Catherine knew then the whole school
either knew or would know before the end of the day. Her knowledge
made me feel subservient and subordinate to her.

I hung my head as Sister Glenda’s secretary
picked up her phone. I wasn’t eight feet from her, but still I
couldn’t hear her words as she whispered into the device the news
of my arrival, her one hand cupping the mouthpiece. An undertone
that low was very bad news indeed.

The secretary put the phone down, shook her
head a little to straighten her hair, and said, “Sister Glenda will
see you now, Miss Flores.” Shit. I had top billing. Go straight to
the head of the class. Catherine gave me an amused smile but
remained silent, and that feeling of subservience to her washed
over me again. I knew she was thinking that after Sister Glenda was
done with my ass her arm would be too tired to do much damage to
Catherine’s.

I approached Sister Glenda’s office door and
was reassured by its solidity. This building had a cornerstone with
the year 1901 on it, so everything about it was more than ample.
The ceilings were all, I don’t know, probably twelve feet high. The
moldings around the doors and windows were massive. The doors were
thick, robust wood, and Sister Glenda’s had no rippled or frosted
glass window.

This writing is for my Creative Writing
class, so my teacher, Gretchen, is checking this over. I mean,
look, I’ve got a little community college under my belt, but I’m no
kind of writer, so she helps me with the prose. She said to say the
door was oak. I told her I have no idea what kind of wood the door
was made from, but she said just to say it was oak since that would
convey to your mind the idea of a door that was substantial and
bulky and difficult for sound to penetrate.

Okay. So, I approached the darkly stained oak
door. Reaching out I turned the massive brass knob and timidly
pushed the door open. Then I realized being timid and slow would
likely just piss-off Sister Glenda even more, so I tried to push
the door smartly. I closed the door behind me, the object seating
back in its frame with a satisfyingly firm thunk and the latch
clicking into place. I walked without hesitation into her office
and came to a stop a foot in front of her desk.

Sister Glenda’s attention was focused on some
papers before her, and she was shaking her head slightly and
muttering under her breath. I hope I haven’t given you the
impression that Sister Glenda was some old, haggard, shriveled nun.
She wasn’t. If you thought that it was just an assumption on your
part. I mean, she seemed old to me at that time, but really, she
could not have been past forty, and thinking back now from the
perspective of someone in her mid-twenties, I realize she was
probably around thirty-five. Occasionally, she would be at school
dressed in civvies, so I sometimes had a chance to get an idea of
what she really looked like. She was some inches taller than me:
about five feet nine, and quite thin. She had this weird hair:
something in the middle between being a dark redhead and an orange
redhead, if you get the picture. Anyway, today she was in full,
severe nun regalia, not a lock of hair peeking out anywhere.

I stood before her desk with my head bowed
and my hands, one holding the other, at their natural arms’ length
before my skirt. I stood there for what seemed a long time. Likely
it was not more than about thirty seconds. Without glancing up
Sister Glenda swiveled her computer monitor so I could see the
screen. She clicked her mouse briefly and turned her attention back
to her papers.

Horrified, I saw myself on the screen
standing in Matthew’s basement. I watched with a feeling of
complete mortification as I stripped myself to the waist and showed
him my boobs. I saw that after I was bare, I had unconsciously
lifted my chest and stuck out my breasts toward him. I’d had no
memory of doing that, and certainly had not done it intentionally.
Had I? Tears began to leak from my eyes.

Considering the angle from which the video
was shot, Matthew must have secreted the camera somehow up among
the joists or beams. I had not even thought of looking for a camera
up high! Sister Glenda must have known exactly the length of the
incriminating segment (I guess most people would call it ‘the good
part’), and as I was picking up my bra from the washer in the video
she reached out, adjusted the cursor, and clicked her mouse again.
The video disappeared from the screen.

“Sister….,” I began.

“Silence,” Sister Glenda said. She spoke the
word softly and firmly. I shut my mouth immediately. “God the Holy
Ghost resides in that body of yours. Your body is His holy temple.
And you believe it to be perfectly all right to bare God’s temple
naked for a boy.” She spoke the sentence as a statement rather than
a question. None the less, I foolishly tried to answer.

“Sister. No, I don’t….,” I said, trying to
find some suitable explanation. I did not have to bother.

“Silence,” Sister Glenda said again in that
same cold tone. “Do you know how girls become pregnant outside the
holy sacrament of marriage? They take their clothes off for boys.
That’s how.” The word ‘sister’ formed on my tongue, but I stifled
it back down my throat. “Taking off their clothes for boys is how
big-titted girls like you become knocked-up sluts and whores and an
abomination before God.” So that’s what this was about, at least
part of it. Involuntarily, my head came up and my eyes found Sister
Glenda’s chest. In her habit, Sister Glenda’s scrawny bosom was
entirely hidden. She saw my glance and her lips became two thin,
tight lines. “Well, I, for one, don’t want to see you become an
abomination to God,” Sister Glenda said. So, she was going to frame
this in terms of just doing me a big, fat favor. Sister Glenda
pushed her papers aside, rose, and came around her desk. Her cane
was already in her right hand. Whether it had been in her hand
under the desk all along, or whether she had picked it up from
where it had been leaning against the wall somewhere behind her
desk as she moved, I hadn’t noticed.
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Chapter Three

The Wrath of Sister
Glenda Cornelia

 


 


“Bend over the desk,” Sister Glenda
commanded. I obeyed instantly. My distance from the front of her
desk was perfect so that I came to rest with my forearms and palms
flat on her desk’s smooth, cool surface.

“Pull your skirt hem to your waist,” Sister
Glenda intoned. Again, my obedience was instant and unthinking. I
had felt a flash of sexual heat as I had bent over the desk. Now I
gathered my skirt up, all of it, front and back and bundled it
around my waist leaving a strip of bare skin between the skirt
material and the waistband of my underpants. As I began to bare
myself, that sexual tension gripped me tighter, and I felt arousal
spring into my loins. (Yes, ‘loins’ seemed the right word
considering my present location and company. Gretchen, too, said it
was a good word choice. She called it ‘an inspired usage,’ although
I think she was just being overly enthusiastic to encourage a
novice writer.) I thought, I have no choice but to submit to
this woman! and my stimulation spiked yet again.

“Lower your underpants to your knees,” said
Sister Glenda. I had been caned once before, in sixth grade, by
Sister Glenda. Just five swats for some little something I don’t
even remember now. She always called them ‘underpants’ rather than
‘panties,’ and I suppose that was appropriate since the ones we
were required to wear under our uniforms were indeed underpants:
big, white granny bloomers. Occasionally, I wore something sexier,
but you’d better do it on a day you did not have Phys. Ed. and pray
you did not otherwise get caught wearing anything that might stray
anywhere in the direction of ‘panty’ territory. It occurred to me
one day earlier in the week to wear some real panties, but I had
thought, You better not. I guess I had known this moment
would come sooner or later, and I did not want to be caught with my
ass in the wrong underwear when it did.

By the way, I’m trying to relate my real
thoughts and reactions from that time, as best I can recall them. I
was fourteen, and the term ‘panties’ had sort of a naughty, sexy
cachet to my recently post-pubescent, Catholic girl mind. But I’m
twenty-four now, so don’t worry, girls, I’ve gotten with the
program. These days anything that doesn’t have long legs, is worn
beneath my lower outer clothing, and that would have my cooch
inside I’m totally down with always calling ‘underpants.’

Heat suffused my body as I reached up and
began to peal down the waistband of my underpants. I pulled the
material over my ass and started it down my legs. As the reinforced
material pulled from my crotch it did so in a hesitant and sticky
way, and I realized my extreme arousal was now manifested
physically. My underpants now around my knees, my legs separated
enough to keep them from dropping to the floor, I began to
luxuriate in the heat I felt, and the word submission echoed
in my mind.

My enjoyment was cut abruptly short when
Sister Glenda said, “You’ll receive forty. I hope that will teach
you to keep your clothes on in front of boys.”

Forty! I remembered a girl a few years before
who had pushed one of the teachers and had gotten fifty. I had
never heard of anyone getting more than that. Forty! That was
almost as bad as it gets. Words began to form, but I knew speaking
or protesting or pleading in any way would only add to my
punishment.

“Yes, Sister,” I said, my ass bare and
waiting for the cane, my submission complete. I wondered in a
desultory fashion how many I would be getting if my boobs were
smaller or Sister Glenda’s bigger. Thirty? Twenty? Ten?

I expected the first stroke to fall but
instead Sister Glenda said, “Warm in here, don’t you think, Miss
Flores?”

No, I didn’t think it was warm at all. In
fact, I had been feeling chilly even before my ass was bare.
Perhaps some solar radiation would have helped, but the room was
gloomy. Although the sun shone brightly that day, Sister Glenda’s
shades were down to within six inches of the windowsills. There was
no question, though, of contradicting Sister Glenda, especially
while bent over her desk, ass bare, and waiting for the cane.

“Yes, Sister.”

“Mmmm, yes, I think so, too,” she said.
“Let’s do something about that.”

Sister Glenda moved to the wall behind her
desk. A framed picture under glass, a full-size reproduction of da
Vinci’s Virgin of the Rocks (the London version
rather than the Paris: not a surprise since the later rendering of
the composition includes haloes), was immediately behind her desk.
I could see myself and a good deal of the room behind me dimly
reflected in the glass. The infant John the Baptist had his hands
together, but whether praying for a merciful encounter with Sister
Glenda or putting in a good word with the big guy regarding
forgiveness for my cumbrous transgression I could not tell. Mary,
the baby Jesus, and the Angel Uriel seemed otherwise occupied and
apparently didn’t have an opinion on the matter.

Sister Glenda’s office spread out much wider
than the antechamber outside. There were windows in the wall to
either side of the picture. She moved to these in turn and, keeping
the shades drawn, cracked them open to about the height of the
shades’ hems. Then she moved behind me. After a moment I heard a
slight squeaking. I dared a glance over my shoulder and saw Sister
Glenda to one side of her door. She was looking up and operating a
long instrument that ran up the side of the door frame to the
transom window above. She was briskly turning a crank and the
window was slowly pivoting at its center, opening. It finally
stopped when the glass was parallel to the floor: as open as it
could be.

So, my submission and caning were to be the
next thing to public. The one scrap of comfort I had taken in all
this was that Sister Glenda’s thick door, the closed transom window
above it, and her sound-absorbing carpet would keep the sounds of
the cane, and my suffering, in the room. The cane was no more
painful than a paddle, and had the advantage of being less noisy,
but it wasn’t entirely silent either.

“Well, that’s better, now isn’t it?” Sister
Glenda asked as she stepped toward me again. By now I had resumed
my face-front pose.

Her question was certainly rhetorical, but I
responded with a “Yes, Sister,” anyway, thinking, You fucking
bitch! Just because I’ve got tits and you don’t you’ve just gotta
humiliate me. Fuck you!’

The first stroke came without warning, and a
burning line was across my ass. Sister Glenda was widely and well
known for not tapping a victim’s ass with the cane to get her aim
as, I suppose, some did. She would bring the cane close, but not
touch the object of her attentions, the better to make strokes
entirely unexpected.

My first instinct was to reach back and rub
my wound but moving out of position was not permitted and only
elicited more strokes. I lowered my head and waited for the second
stroke. It caught me a little higher than the first about ten
seconds later, and that same heat was striped across my ass. I
counted seconds as best I could and was on eleven when the third
whack impacted my ass in a location that seemed to coincide with
the first. That one drew from me a little “mmmmm” sound.

I did the math: about ten or twelve seconds
between each, about five or six per minute. I could expect about
seven or eight minutes of this. As I continued to count seconds, I
heard the same ominous swish I’d heard three times so far. I
flinched, expecting the pain again, but felt nothing. Again, the
swish came, and I started, but no pain. I had been staring at the
desktop or the lower part of the picture frame behind the desk. Now
I raised my eyes and could see Sister Glenda dimly reflected in the
frame’s glass. She was pacing back and forth a short distance, and
she again swished the cane through the air and a smile appeared on
her face. It quickly vanished as she noticed I’d not flinched that
time. Bitch!

She came to a stop behind and to the left of
me, and I continued to watch her reflection as she drew the cane
back and back. It was high above and behind her head when she swung
it forward. That stroke, harder and less accurate, produced pain
that screamed up my nerves and crashed into my brain. The stroke
had fallen on the bottom of my left ass cheek and continued
diagonally onto the top of my right thigh. At that I let out an
“ahhh” amidst a loud exhale of air. When the stroke had hit, my
counting had just reached forty seconds, so I now knew she was
going to stretch out my punishment for ten, maybe fifteen,
minutes.

As Sister Glenda continued with my caning,
each stroke was like that last. One more time I kept my head up and
watched her reflection as she drew back the cane as far as she
could and swung it with all her strength, pivoting her body. The
next one came at twenty seconds and a loud sob jumped from me. I
imagined I could feel the cane quivering as it rested on my ass for
a moment after making impact, its momentum and energy expended on,
and transferred into, my buttocks, but the wood still reverberating
and vibrating from the event. Of course, perceiving that vibration
was impossible, but the imagined sensation stayed with me for the
rest of my caning.

Neither I nor Sister Glenda counted off the
strokes aloud. As she proceeded past ten and toward fifteen, I
could not have managed to keep count. The pain was sinking in then
and I couldn’t focus enough to keep numbers in order. I assumed
Sister Glenda was so rigid and anal about the whole process that
she would keep count and not exceed the number she had decreed in
sentencing me.

By what I imagined was about a dozen and a
half, I emitted a high-pitched tone from the depths of my throat
after each stoke. As a few more strokes fell I realized I was no
longer up on my forearms. I had dropped: my chest on the desktop
and my arms bent and flat. My hands, I realized, were balled into
fists.

The word Submission occurred to me
again, the only coherent word I found myself able to form in the
blinding pain that had become my consciousness. I was prostrate
now, flat on my front, my ass hanging way out in back, bare and
striped. Submission. I was in utter and servile submission
to the woman behind me. She had me miserable and powerless before
her, bared, my ass hers to punish as slowly or quickly she
chose.

As another stroke or two fell (I supposed and
hoped I was past halfway by then), those high-pitched squeaks took
on an edge of panic. Now that I was flat on the desk, I found it
easy to not move out of position. Every time the cane fell, though,
the words “Oh, God!” wanted to escape my lips along with a grunt or
screech of pain. I knew I could not let leave my mouth anything
that could remotely be construed as blasphemy.

Without warning Sister Glenda now made up for
her earlier lackadaisical pace. Yet another blindingly painful
stroke smashed into my now tender and punished buttocks, followed
by another, just as hard, about two or three seconds later,
followed by another, and another, and another, and another. I was
beyond any awareness of myself as a person. By some incredible
instinct, one part of my brain was able to count each of those
rapid strokes, even as I tried to project myself out of my body to
escape pain I had never imagined or experienced.

Finally, at thirteen it stopped. There was a
long pause, and I became aware that my eyes were overflowing with
tears, my nose was blocked with snot, and that I had been emitting
some combination of unrestrained, panicky crying and screeching. My
ass was pulsing, hot and blistered. I was sucking air into my lungs
and expelling it, in and out, quickly. I was completely unnerved,
and I knew my eyes were wide and showed my fright.

As the interval from the last stroke drew
out, I found myself moaning, and I realized it was not just from
pain. The immediate agony was subsiding enough that I recognized
just how freely I had been sobbing. Catherine and somebody’s-mom
out in the vestibule could clearly hear the extremity of my
suffering. Anyone out in the exterior hallway, I was sure, could
also hear me at some reduced decibel level and would know that
someone was in Sister Glenda’s office getting the thrashing of her
life: a punishment beyond even what Sister Glenda typically meted
out. Within the hour, I knew, absolutely everyone in the school
would know that someone had been me and would have heard a detailed
portrayal of how I had blubbered with shame through my
punishment.

By now it had to be lunchtime, and kids could
circulate freely about the building. I saw a picture in my mind of
the knot (knot? More like a small crowd) of kids huddled below the
open transom window above the hallway door to Sister Glenda’s
warren. Some would be listening in horror; others would be amused;
others would be snickering. Generally, the faculty and staff did
not mind kids congregating outside Sister Glenda’s office to listen
to a caning, if any sounds were apparent. I guess they figured
witnesses to the execution would be less likely to commit murder.
The kids just had to make sure they did not openly display too
great enjoyment over another’s suffering.

Without warning another stroke fell across my
ass. I didn’t scream. Now, and for the rest of my punishment, I
simply cried: deep miserable, uncontrolled. I hoped and prayed that
I was now well into the thirties and, based on that assumption, I
visualized the end of my suffering emerge in the distance. After
that, the last strokes fell again as they had at the beginning:
about one every ten or fifteen seconds. Each one brought renewed,
wretched sobs. I could feel, though, that that last half-dozen or
so landed in new territory: across my upper thighs or near the top
of my ass crack (those, on the tighter skin there, were painful at
an entirely new and dizzying height from the strokes that had gone
before).

I sensed that Sister Glenda had done such
damage across the soft middle part of my buttocks that she had to
find new territory in which to finish or risk breaking my skin and
drawing blood: an absolute no-no. If she did that she would be
removed from the role of girls’ disciplinarian. She would not get
fired (how do you ‘fire’ a nun?), but she would be moved to another
school or assigned other duties here. However, she ended up, she
would be on a much shorter leash than I’m sure she wanted. So, she
was being careful now as she lashed my ass for the last times.
Suddenly a new and completely unexpected sensation was on me:
Sister Glenda’s hand on my shoulder.

“You’re finished, Miss Flores,” she said. She
moved around her desk. She replaced the thick, terrifying,
three-foot-long cane in its spot. I now saw it hung just to the
left of the picture frame, a loop of leather at the top end over a
nail. She sat back in her chair but removed a bit from the desk as
I was still sprawled across the top, my head near the middle.
Slowly, I began to push myself up. A string of saliva and snot
connected my mouth and nose to the pool of those substances on her
desktop. As I came upright, Sister Glenda tsk-tsked. She pulled
some tissues from a nearby box. I reached out for them, expecting
she planned to hand them to me. Instead, she wiped up the mess on
her desk and tossed the wet tissues into a waste basket.

Then I was upright, standing again before her
desk at a distance of a foot. My hands were at my sides, my knees
weak, and I felt incapable of further effort or movement. My
underpants were still at my knees and my skirt was still gathered
around my waist. Sister Glenda looked up at me, my face, then her
eyes dropped very deliberately down my body and came to rest on my
exposed bush. My pubes then were thick and black. No girl at school
dared to be caught changing or showering in physical education
class, or here in Sister Glenda’s office, with anything other than
a natural crop of pubic hair. I was aware of her gaze as she stared
at my hair-obscured but otherwise naked vulva for long seconds.

Again, sexual excitement washed through me as
I stood before her. Now it was not just my ass bare and open to her
gaze, but my sex. I thought that I really should pull up my
underpants. My hands began to move but then rested again at my
sides. I deliberately yielded to her, decided to endure the
humiliation and submission of allowing her to gaze at my nakedness.
My insides went soft, and I felt as if I needed to pee, as Sister
Glenda continued to contemplate my naked crotch.

Her eyes took on a sparkle. The irony was
obviously lost on her: I was bare before her, and she was indulging
the enjoyment of ogling my nakedness, a situation almost identical
to the one for which she had just mercilessly caned me. The scene
drew out second after long second until we were far past the point
where my allowing her to view my nakedness, and her ravenous
staring at it, could be construed as just some misunderstanding of
expectations about when I should be again covered. I saw her tongue
dart out and briefly wet her lips. I don’t think she was aware of
the action. Her face was deeply flushed.

“Pull up your underpants, Miss Flores,” she
finally directed in a voice that had a slight quaver to it,
returning her eyes to her desktop and emitting a slight sigh. I
slowly drew my underpants back up from my knees, taking them wide
around my punished ass and placing them gently against the
chastised flesh. Finally, I let my skirt drop back into place and
smoothed it. “What you just endured was infinitely better than
burning for eternity in Hell,” Sister Glenda said. Her voice began
with that same tremor of arousal in it, but as she spoke and
returned to more familiar ground it reverted to her usual firm and
uncompromising tone. “I hope you’ve learned the importance of
keeping your clothes on around boys, Miss Flores.”

“Yes, Sister,” I said, my voice dull and
mechanical, my ass pulsing.

“If I see you back in my office again I will
not be pleased.”

“Yes, Sister.”

“Now get out of here.”

“Yes, Sister.”

As I turned the doorknob, Sister Glenda
added, “You are to go to the rectory confessional and confess your
sins to Father Brendan. Go there immediately.”

“Yes, Sister,” I said for the last time. I
opened the door and stepped back into the outer office.

Catherine’s and the secretary’s eyes were
fixed on me, first on my face but then dropping. I suppose they
were trying to envision the red, striped mess my ass must be under
my skirt and underwear. I began to swipe at my tears and snot with
a sleeve of my blouse. It was all I had to use for that purpose.
Catherine knew she had nothing to fear from the quasi-secretary.
She let loose with a set of soft snickers, aware of the open
transom window above, and said softly, “Guess you’re not gonna be
airin’ out those big udders of yours for a while. Gonna start
keepin’ the fun bags to yourself? How’s your ass?”

The phone on the secretary’s desk buzzed. She
picked up the handset and listened briefly. “Sister Glenda will see
you now, Miss Martin,” she said.

Catherine moved toward the interior door, and
as she passed me, she gave my ass a light slap and giggled softly
again. “I always keep my big girls under cover,” she said. “Maybe
you should think about doin’ the same.” She gave me a wink.
Yeah, I wonder why you never air out your silicon bags. The
door closed solidly behind her, and I just stood there for a few
moments gathering my wits, continuing to dry my face and bring
myself back into a presentable state.

Finally, I picked up my books and hugged them
to my chest. I reached out and began to turn the knob on the door
to the hallway. As I opened the door, I heard a soft squeaking
sound behind me. I looked back and up and watched as the transom
window above Sister Glenda’s door slowly shut. I opened the outer
door and stepped into the hallway. The group of kids who had been
listening to my punishment had loosened considerably. I’m sure some
had already left, others were drifting off, and the real
dead-enders were still loosely about the portal.

I endured their comments, laughs, and smirks
as I pushed through them. The long hallway toward the rectory
stretched before me. I stepped off toward my next appointment.
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Confession with Father
Brendan

 


 


You see? Your mistress is a kind one. Wasn’t
that last chapter just what you’re here thirsting for? Didn’t it
hit the spot exactly right? Don’t worry. If you obey me and keep
reading, there’ll be plenty more of those treats to come before the
end of the story. We still have to get to that scene in Matthew’s
basement, don’t we? That’s coming right up very, very soon; in this
chapter, in fact. So, you see? I’ll take good care of you.

In the years since that day, I’ve
occasionally wondered about the young Sister Glenda. You really
don’t see all that many young nuns these days. I’ve wondered where
the school got her from and decided maybe she’d come over from the
Episcopalians: maybe the Catholics acquired her for three altar boy
prospects. Ellen is a big baseball fan and tells me stories from
time to time. I considered that perhaps it had been the Catholics
that had traded Sister Glenda to the Episcopalians, who had gotten
a good look and sent her right back. The thought brought to my mind
the story Ellen had told me about Harry Chiti, a catcher with the
Cleveland Indians. In 1962, the Indians traded him to the New York
Mets, then in their inaugural season, for ‘a player to be named
later', a not unusual arrangement. He played fifteen games for the
Mets, performing so poorly that they sent him back to the Indians
as the player to be named later. Thus, Harry Chiti became the only
player in baseball history to be traded for himself.

I love working with Ellen and Emily. I can
count on some interesting story every day. Especially, I love the
bond that is growing between us that really got its start that
Saturday evening of Fourth of July weekend when we had gathered at
the club to witness Marcy and Brooklyn pay off their bet. I’m
beginning to appreciate how Emily and Ellen are helping me take the
last steps back into my life.

By the way, Gretchen likes these little bits
I write at the beginning of the chapters where I step out of the
story and talk to you directly. She says it’s a great device for
developing rapport with a reader and propelling the story forward.
And she says some of what I write in them is a thing called
‘foreshadowing.’ I guess. I mostly like to do it just to yank your
chain, but I don’t know that I’ll do it every time.

Well, I suppose it’s time to get back to the
eighth grade, at least until I’ve finished telling you about the
present misadventure.

 


* * * * * * * * * * *

 


I walked through the hushed halls to the
rectory, where there was a single confessional in a small room. Of
course, there were three confessionals near the front-right of the
main sanctuary where Mass is said. Those
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