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Preface




Thank you for your purchase of this book.

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 premise for
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 stories.

Happy reading

 


B. E. Thalia
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Chapter One


I know what happened to me and how it
happened. No, wait. I suppose that is not the right way to phrase
the matter. That makes the situation sound too much as if some
random event, over which I had no control, befell me. Perhaps the
better way to express myself is: I know what I foolishly got myself
into. Lately, I am beginning to understand why this happened, but I
still must decide what I am going to do about it. That last part
has been on my mind a great deal.

My name is Ellen Ryan. I am a
thirty-seven-year-old married mother of three, and I am only
beginning to dimly understand why I impulsively placed myself in
such jeopardy. Just an insane thing to do on the road?
Sub-consciously looking for an illicit thrill? Vera Farmiga's
character in Up In The Air has come to mind.
Mid-life crisis? I still do not know. I have never been to Las
Vegas. I do not buy lotto tickets. I do not participate in the
office football pool. Yet for some dark reason my mouth engaged
itself, and I found myself in the middle of this experience.

I have a master’s degree and do consulting
and training in a very specialized field. Most of my work is here
in Chicago where my firm’s offices are located, but I travel two or
three or four times a year.

In early February 2010, I traveled to work
with a firm in Baton Rouge, introducing the staff to a proprietary
process they were licensing from us. I was there for the week
before the Super Bowl and had two more days of work on the Monday
and Tuesday after. The mid-thirties-something manager who was my
host on behalf of his firm, Patrick, invited me to his home to
watch the game. His invitation was a thoughtful courtesy. He and
his wife, Roberta, were having a small party and had invited me and
three guys from the office.

Patrick told me he invites some of the
unattached fellows from the office each year in case they have no
other social option for watching the game. Some of them accept;
some do not. He told me it is usually different guys from year to
year as last year's unattached males have often become somebody's
boyfriend this year. Patrick and Roberta's kids were at grandma's
for the weekend and were not being picked up until Monday.

I gladly accepted Patrick's invitation. I
enjoy watching the game each year, although I have no greater
interest in football. Besides, the event would be something to do
with an empty day in a town I was visiting for the first time.

The guys and I had been invited for a couple
of hours before the game to share a buffet meal with our hosts. The
other three guests were all quite young: I would estimate
mid-twenties to thirty. To the extent I cared about the outcome of
the game, I was rooting for the Colts, mostly because they play
home games in the state next to mine. My husband, David, lately has
found following the Colts to be much more satisfying than watching
the gridiron frustrations of our hometown Bears. My hosts and the
other guests were all rooting for the Saints, Louisiana’s hometown
team that plays home games just eighty miles to the south in New
Orleans. As we sat around the dining table sharing good food and
drink, we also shared our different perspectives on the outcome of
the game, and I found myself unexpectedly becoming a little
contentious and stubborn. I suppose I might have been egged on by
their teasing: they made a point of the fact that I was the only
Yankee in the room.

“Well, if you’re so sure the Colts are
winners, I’ll happily put a thousand dollars on the Saints,” said
one of the other guests, Steve, a young man's brashness and
thoughtless enthusiasm animating his voice. He was the oldest of
the male guests, I estimated thirty; and he was a big guy: six two
at least.

“Well, I’d love to take your money
from you,” I replied without a moment’s hesitation, and without a
single thought to the import of what I was saying. Of course, I did
not have the cash to cover a bet of that size. The expression had
leapt from my mouth: a demonstration of my sudden confidence in a
Colts victory, but all four men had taken my statement to mean I
accepted Steve’s wager. The other three quickly chimed in that they
would make the same bet.

“No, no. I just meant I’m sure the Colts will
win,” I said. “I don’t have that kind of cash on me. You don’t
think my company hands out that kind of per diem, do you?”
The next words came out of my mouth as if someone else controlled
my vocal cords. "But that would be quite a pot of money. If you're
all willing to put up a thousand dollars each, then I’d be willing
to bet my ass on the Colts."

Silence fell, and I saw four faces bearing
looks of confused anticipation. Roberta looked troubled.

“What do you mean, Ellen?” Patrick asked.

A lightheaded feeling engulfed me; my stomach
was turning, and I felt giddy as I said, "Simple. You guys put up a
thousand dollars each. The Colts win and I take the cash home with
me. If the Saints win" (and here I almost faltered but somehow
continued, my incredulity at the absurd words emerging from my
mouth masked by a contrivance of sophistication) "I'll strip naked
and my body is yours until tomorrow morning. It’s all I’ve got to
cover the bet with. Anything you want, any way you want it."

I could not believe the voice speaking those
words was mine. My sagacity, in which I take no small amount of
pride, had utterly abandoned me. I also knew, though, it was
my voice and that those were words that for some dark and
unknowable reason wanted to come out of me. I felt high, like I’d
had a couple glasses of wine too many, and I recognized the source
of my intoxication as the incredible, reckless risk I was
taking.

I looked at Roberta and said, "Of course, I
don't mean that Patrick should participate." There are women who
shock and fluster easily. That night I discovered Roberta is not
one of them.

"If you’re serious, he'll take the bet,"
Roberta said. "His birthday is next week, and this will be my
little present to him. Of course, if he blows a thousand bucks on
those damned Saints, he can hardly expect any other present from
yours truly."

Patrick looked at me hard and asked, "You're
sure about this, Ellen?"

He showed a look of skepticism. This was not
a proposal he could ever have expected to come from the mouth of
the consummate professional from Chicago. On the other hand, maybe
he assumed this was simply the kind of thing we urbanites amuse
ourselves with in the big city.

I told him, truthfully, I could not believe I
was doing this, but I was entirely serious about the bet. I would
gladly take the money home with me if I won. If I lost, I would pay
off my end of the bet willingly and consensually, if not
gladly.

I specified several conditions and was
frankly amazed and bewildered at how my mind seemed to have a
naturally ability to cover the bases quickly and thoroughly. I
wanted four thousand dollars in cash on the coffee table by the
kickoff. If I lost, they were done with me by 7:00 a.m. since I was
to lead a 9:00 a.m. training session. There would be absolutely no
pictures or videos. I would do oral bare (even flavored condoms in
my mouth make me sick to my stomach), but that vaginal sex required
a condom.

The young man who had first offered to risk
his cash on the Saints, Steve, asked, "Condoms for anal, too?"

I had not even thought of that! My husband
and I do anal only infrequently because I do not care for it, so
the act ends up a birthday and Father's Day treat for him if he
wants it. Often, he takes a pass. As the expression goes: any
resolute answer is better than the most profound pondering.

"Yes," I said, "condoms for anal, too." I
thought I said it in a very nonchalant way while thinking, Oh,
my God! If I lose this how many times will I have to take one up my
ass tonight?

There was an exodus as all four of them left
to drive to the nearest ATM to get the cash they required. After
they were gone, Roberta and I sat on stools at the kitchen island,
she picking up little bits of turkey and putting them in her mouth.
I had learned earlier that she is a lab manager with a firm that
does a wide variety of drug and chemical testing.

"So, what’s this all about, Ellen?" she asked
with a neutral voice.

"God, Roberta, I have no idea," I said
truthfully, looking into her eyes and shaking my head slowly. "It
just tumbled out of me. I've never done anything remotely like
this, and I have no idea where this notion came from. The last bet
I made with my husband the loser had to make dinner and clean up
the kitchen for a couple days.” I felt my face flush. Did she
believe my claim that this was far outside the norm for me?
Somehow, I felt she did understand, and that I could be candid with
her. “But it's giving me a hell of a thrill I've never felt before.
I want to win the bet, you know, prove that I was right, and I want
to win the money, but I'm also terrified of losing. It's an
interesting, I don’t know, I guess you’d call it ‘tension.’ I
wonder: what will I do if I lose?"

Roberta met my eyes with a steady gaze and
said, "You're a big girl, Ellen. What you'll do is take off your
clothes and do what you agreed to do. When you lose a bet like this
it
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