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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', 'shape-shifting lesbian vampire stories',
'shape-shifting gay male werewolf stories', 'cross-dressing
stories', 'exhibitionism stories', and the like. But what about
readers of adult literature 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 or erotic 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. That being the case, you will find in these stories an
immense range of adult subject matter and themes: from the tenderly
romantic to the depths of kink.

I also wanted to find an original framework
for a series of adult stories, and I believe the premise on which
the stories of Taking Chances are 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.

I cannot promise you will find your sexual or
erotic 'thing' in these stories. But I can promise you will find
memorable characters, engaging plots, and a deeply literary
approach to telling adult-themed stories.

Happy reading.

 


B. E. Thalia
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Chapter One


David looked at me for a long moment. “Ellen!
You? I mean…. you?” he said, astonishment in his voice. My husband
was looking at me in a way I had never seen, I suppose because the
occasion for a look like that has never existed in our twelve years
of marriage. I waited, anxious to discover in what direction his
reaction would go, my heart galloping. I am getting ahead of
myself, though. The reason for his astonishment does not come up
until much further into this story. So, perhaps I should begin at
the beginning, which involves picking up where I left off.

 


* * * * * * * * * * *

 


Tuesday night, two evenings after my foolish,
unthinking, disastrous Super Bowl bet, I had been beyond exhausted
when I arrived back in Chicago. A couple hours of fitful sleep on
the plane had been far insufficient to be counted as restorative,
but there had been no time for real recuperation. I got what sleep
I could that night, but I had to be at the office early Wednesday
morning. I had been gone for seven working days. The young woman
who assists me, whom I train and mentor, likely had done her usual
fabulous job in my absence, but I knew she could not have kept up
on her own. Work would have accumulated, and I had a lengthy and
detailed after-action report to write about my trip to Baton
Rouge.

I somehow made it through that Wednesday. My
associate and I kept at it and plowed through much of the backlog.
We finally called it a day two hours after we normally would have
been out the door. As soon as I closed the door behind me at our
condo Wednesday evening, shutting the world out of mind until the
next morning, my mental faculties seemed to collapse under the
weight of my fatigue. Sweet David had seen it coming. Our three
daughters and he were just cleaning up the table and loading the
dishwasher.

“Sorry. We didn’t hear from you, so we went
ahead and ate,” David said apologetically. I went to him. He had
known I was unlikely to want dinner, rather craving sleep in its
stead.

“It’s okay. I’m not hungry. I just need a
bath and sleep.” I put a cupped hand to his cheek and brought my
lips to his. He expected a peck and instead found my tongue prying
at his lips, briefly flicking into his mouth. I saw his eyes open
wide and he leaned into the kiss, his tongue entwined with mine. We
tasted and enjoyed each other for a few moments. David’s hands
found my hair, his fingers combing through. To see us you might
have thought we were necking on our second date.

“Yo! Mom and dad are gonna do it tonight!”
exclaimed our ten-year-old daughter, Christina, a wide smile on her
face. Her younger sisters, Katy and Lara, giggled behind their
hands. Christina had not long ago come to an age at which kids
learn that mom and dad ‘do it,’ and understand, more or less, what
that means. She revels in the sophistication she believes that
knowledge bestows. “It’s pon farr night tonight,” she finished,
somehow mistaking David and me for Vulcans in heat.

I bent down to Christina and put my palm
against her warm, fresh cheek. “Not tonight, shorty,” I said. I
leaned in closer to whisper in her ear. “Besides,” I confided, “dad
and I don’t go in for any of that sissy pon farr stuff.”

“No?” Christina whispered back.

“Uh-uh,” I whispered. I made my voice softer,
womanlier, and more confidential. “For us it’s oo-mox. Every
time.”

Christina’s eyes got wide and she put a hand
to her mouth and giggled. I knew she would be watching the Star
Trek episodes with Ferengi in them with special interest, trying to
determine exactly what oo-mox might involve. The three girls ran
off to their room so Christina could share her newly mined
intelligence.

I rose and turned my attention to David. “I’m
going to soak for a while and then turn in. Okay?”

“Sure, Sweetie. Go take care of yourself.
I’ve got it.”

“You’re nominated for sainthood.”

I had gotten home long past short-person
bedtime last night so tonight I made a detour to their room. I
broke up their giggling huddle to give them the hugs and kisses
they need and are still young enough to openly crave. I sat on the
floor with them, engaged them, and heard details from each of their
last week at school. Then a tub of hot water and bed beckoned. I
kissed them each one more time and made my way to the bathroom.

I reclined in hot, sudsy water. I had settled
into the tub after determinedly avoiding any glance into the
bathroom mirror. I do not use bubble bath often, usually choosing
bath salts, but tonight the bubbles were in mounds, occasionally
flying into the humid air when my hand or arm descended through
them. For the first time I was able to really sit back and
objectively evaluate the damage from my disastrous Sunday
night.

I began exploring with my hands under the
suds. They went first to my vagina. I gently felt around my vaginal
opening, and I was encouraged: the soreness I had felt Monday night
was almost gone. You know how it is, though: we all have that
troubling, all-seeing, all-knowing eye in our brain, the one that
can place us again in the moments of beauty and comfort and joy in
our past, but that can also, unbidden, deposit us in the moments we
would choose to forget and never visit again. As I felt around my
vagina that eye went to work.

 


Leather cuffs circle my wrists and ankles,
the two clipped together on either side. I’m atop a beautifully
detailed coffee table made from the cross-section of an immense
tree trunk. My bound-together wrists and ankles make it impossible
for me to move or to do anything other than passively allow
whatever use anyone chooses to make of my body. My head is resting
on a pillow on the table’s surface. My ass end is in the air, the
highest point of my body. The images have duality: I see them like
a movie, but also feel as if I’m in the body I’m watching: I feel
the cloth of the pillow against my cheek and the leather of the
cuffs around my wrists and ankles. Someone is behind me. Patrick is
behind me. My vagina is full of Patrick’s cock, and it is moving
inside me. It withdraws from my body and begins to uncomfortably
push into my ass. I groan with the discomfort and a tear leaks from
my eye. I see the morbidly interested Steve watching my face
closely. A chilling, creepy contemplation. A smile of satisfaction
plays across his features. I see a flash, like a couple of blank
white frames intermixed with the images in a movie. I’m on a bed,
my wrists in steel handcuffs, Patrick’s cock in my vagina. Another
flash and I’m on my knees in a living room. The taste of cum is
strong in my mouth and it coats my tongue as I look up at the smug,
satisfied face of Adam. He is speaking. “Oh, man you are one hot
little cocksu...” Another flash and then the most troubling image
intrudes, one that my conscious mind would choose to banish
permanently if it could. But my guilty subconscious has secreted
the image away, like a dirty magazine shamefully concealed between
the box spring and mattress of an adolescent boy’s bed. That boy
would get pleasure from the images in his magazine, but this image
brings me nothing but grief and pain. I see myself in the same
living room, now on Steve’s lap, held there with my wrists pinned
to my hips by Steve’s powerful hands. Then the pain. Something
immense - Steve’s cock - is up my ass. I’m impaled on it. Then the
terror. The phallus slips inch by inch into me, and I know any more
will be too much. I’m sobbing and crying out, “please, Steve, no
more, please, I’m begging....”

 


I blinked, trying to dismiss the image, but
the sound of my remembered words still reverberated softly: in my
ears or only in my mind, I could not tell. I found my fingers had
backed away from my vulva. They were now at my mouth, my teeth
biting into the second knuckle of my forefinger. I hesitated, not
wanting to take the chance of recalling to my mind more images like
the last one. Nonetheless, I felt compelled to complete my survey.
My fingers traveled next to my backdoor. Again, I was relieved to
find soreness that, although it lingered, was nearly gone. And it
had resumed its tight dimensions. My fingers left my bottom then. I
pushed aside soapsuds and gazed down at the sharply defined, red
marks that adorned my breasts.

 


I’m on a bed. No, not really. I’m on Jason
and Jason is on the bed. His cock is buried in my pussy. Steve’s
cock is in my mouth, taking it, owning it. Jason’s mouth is on my
breasts, his hands at their sides squeezing them together, as if
he’s drying his face and my tits are the hand towel. Now his mouth
is on my breasts and I feel warm wetness as he licks them. Then I
feel discomfort as a part of one areola is pulled into Jason’s
mouth between his teeth. I feel it there for a moment and then
experience a sharp shock of pain as he sucks hard on that patch of
skin. I can feel blood rush into the void when that skin is
released from his mouth, blood from broken capillaries making a
small pool under the epidermis. I know I’ll see a red mark there
when I have a chance to look. Again, I feel the sucking and then
the little jolt of pain. This goes on time and again, alternating
from one breast to the other. Jason is concentrating on my wide,
wide areolae, devoting his oral attentions to them, and leaving his
marks there. I’m resigned. There’s nothing I can do to make it not
happen....

 


I moved my breasts to examine all sides and
began to count. Six little red marks on my left breast and seven on
my right. They were slightly faded but still well-defined and red.
I wondered how long it would be before they faded completely.

The bathroom door opened suddenly. My heart
skipped a beat, and blood rushed through me as the shock rocketed
through my system. I quickly sloshed suds over my chest to conceal
my breasts and the tell-tale marks they carried. I had meant to
lock the bathroom door. How could I have forgotten? It is
uncharacteristic of me to do so, but I wanted to avoid just this
surprise.

“Katy and Lara are off to bed, and Christina
just finished her homework,” David reported as he unzipped, took
out his dick, and loosed a stream into the toilet.

“Thanks, Darling,” I said. “I’m about done
here and then I’m into bed.”

David’s stream was diminishing. As the last
little bit left his dick he came up on the balls of his feet and
bounced a few times, shook his dick. Is it possible that really
makes any more pee come out? He washed his hands, toweled them off,
and turned to gaze at me lovingly. Then what I had feared an
unlocked door might invite happened. David moved to the tub and sat
on the edge.

“I missed you while you were down south,”
David said. He smiled a little, slid down from the rim of the tub
to kneel on the floor, his face a foot from mine. He came up some
and leaned over the tub, his lips seeking out mine. I returned his
kiss, our tongues playing at each other. My eyes were closed as I
enjoyed the kiss and the emotions behind it. Then my eyes startled
open as I felt David’s hand on my right breast, caressing it, his
thumb rubbing my nipple. His eyes were still closed. Without
breaking the kiss, I looked down to see his wrist into the suds,
his hand and my marked breast underneath, concealed.

He had noticed my flinch. “That hurt?” he
asked, pulling back.

“No,” I said. “No. I think maybe I’m heading
toward my period a little early. You know how they get a little
sensitive.”

“Oh, sure, sorry,” he said, withdrawing his
hand. “Well, I’m off to get Christina into bed.” He got to his
feet, gave me another smile, and backed out the door.

Tears came to my eyes, hot and bitter ones. I
had to bite into my washcloth to keep my sobs from filling the
bathroom. After the initial outburst, my miserable tears continued,
welling uncontrolled and copious from my eyes, but I had mastered
any audible signs of my misery. I had said it, hadn’t I? The lie I
had prepared in the bathroom at Roberta’s. Never had I been
unwilling for David to see or touch my body. Now guilt and shame
consumed me as I thought of how I had just made an excuse to keep
his hand and eyes off my breasts, an excuse long in the planning.
All because of the snake bit bet I had made in Baton Rouge.

Even through my misery I could feel the pull
of the wager in me: the alluring tickle, intoxicating and
addicting, I had felt in my viscera as I had watched the game that
evening, my fate riding on the outcome of some football game, my
body’s immediate destiny at the mercy of chance. Before I left the
tub, I reached down one more time and probed at my vagina, not
really surprised to feel slipperiness there. Where could it have
come from if not my musings on the bet I had made during my trip
and the arousal that the thrilling, tantalizing suspense had
kindled in me? I realized my mind was segregating the two aspects
of that event. On the one hand was the terrible and shaming result
of the bet, a personal disaster with consequences I could not yet
know. On the other hand, was the wager itself: the mixture of the
risk assumed and the hope of winning, a combination of ideas and
feelings I had never experienced before, but that I now found
caused in me an exciting thrill, both of emotion and of sexual
arousal.

I belatedly locked the door, toweled off, and
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