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 Preface

 


Thank you for your purchase of this book.

There are three problems with conventional
adult fiction: 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 fiction who want literary stories that just happen
to have a high degree of sexual and erotic 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 sexual and
erotic 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
well. 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

 


My friend Ellen encouraged me to write this.
I feel like I should call her my dear friend. I only met her last
week, but we have each had the ill fortune to fall into a terrible
experience - the sort of ordeal no woman would wish on herself or
even her worst enemy - because of a foolish bet. That gives us a
bond I do not have with any other woman.

When she told you her story, she also told
you about how I had related to her an experience of mine while a
grad student. I could only give her the barest bones of the story
that night, but this complete telling will relate my entire event.
Of course, you remember Ellen’s experience. Hers was like mine,
although much lengthier and more grueling. At least hers had the
advantage of being entirely private. Anyway, this is for you
Ellen.

I am Roberta Selwyn (then Roberta Charles),
and I was at the time of this experience a twenty-five-year-old
graduate student. I attended the same small liberal arts college in
the South for both my undergraduate and graduate work, studying
there for seven years.

Nine years ago, I was in my third year of
graduate study, with only my thesis to complete for my MS degree in
Organic Chemistry. I had taken my BS degree in Chemistry.
Developing my thesis topic involved lab research. At that time, I
was dividing my efforts between my research and work as a teaching
assistant. I was the instructor for four undergraduate sections:
two of Intro to Chemistry and two of Intro to Environmental
Chemistry.

To assist with my lab research the college
assigned me two undergraduate assistants. They were employed
through the school's work-study financial aid program. The boys
were not science majors, but when dealing with work-study students
one seldom found a perfect match of skills. They were sophomores,
and they’d both had two lab science classes. They knew most of the
basics of how to work in a lab, and I taught them the rest of what
they needed to know.

They were nice kids, football players. Our
school was so small that it was not uncommon for sophomores to make
the cut for the varsity football team. These boys were
nineteen-year-old examples of that principle. They lived together
in a two-student room in the dorm; they had lived together freshman
year, too. The boys had become close friends, to the point of
developing a duel personality, exhibiting the traits of Stan Laurel
and Oliver Hardy, the comic duo of the 1940s.

Paul, the heavier of the two, was the
latter-day incarnation of tubby Oliver Hardy, the one supposedly in
charge but who often ended up the fall guy. Paul adopted a deeper
voice when they fell into one of their spontaneous routines. Hank
was slender, and so personified Stan Laurel, the gaunt and lanky
simpleton of the duo, assuming Stan's higher pitched voice when in
character. They seemed to fall into these personae when they wanted
to come to an agreement on some issue or wanted to assure
themselves that they were already in agreement.

I liked to think I was a good boss and that
the boys and I had a good working relationship, but I knew there
were times during the previous months when perhaps I had not
been.

My only real demand was that they call me
Roberta. Since childhood I have detested the diminutive ‘Bobbi.’ My
immediate family always called me Roberta, but I had an uncle, my
father’s oldest brother, I disliked because he always made a point
of calling me Bobbi. He was creepy. He was the sole member of my
extended family who always called me Bobbi. After entreaties from
me and my parents he addressed me as Roberta, except when alone
with me when Bobbi would make its return. That only made him
creepier.

There were times, especially near the
beginning of the semester, when I was probably not a particularly
good boss and pretty short with my two assistants. As I mentioned,
they had basic lab skills, but needed to be trained. I had never
supervised others before. I was stressed. This was research for my
master's thesis. One little error was not critical, but too many
could invalidate the research, and I would be back at square one. I
really did not want to be at the school another semester.

So, I was on them pretty hard at the
beginning, and sometimes I was not too kind in my evaluation of
their lab performance. I recall words like ‘idiot,’ ‘jerk,’
‘stupid,’ ‘imbecile,’ and ‘numb nuts' coming from my mouth. I do
not imagine words like that coming from an older woman were taken
well, and I hoped that the hurt feelings and egos were behind us.
But, then again, I had never actually apologized to them.

As I discovered later, there were some raw
feelings.

I mentioned the boys were football players.
Paul was a lineman of some variety, and Hank was a tight end. Being
sophomores, they mostly sat on the bench. Each year the homecoming
game was with a college we had played for decades. Now each school
regarded the other as a bitter gridiron rival.

The boys worked for me on Tuesdays and
Thursdays for two hours in the afternoon. The Tuesday before the
homecoming game they were talking as they worked. Although
benchwarmers, they had a great reservoir of team spirit.

They were talking about how our football team
-- their football team - was going to win on Saturday next. It was
a jointly-held, circular, self-reinforcing delusion: they were the
better of the two teams and therefore they were going to win; and
they were going to win because they were the better of the two
teams. Why it constituted a delusion will become apparent
presently.

I listened to them go on like this off and on
for a while as they performed their tasks. Finally, I felt I had to
say something. I brought up our college's website and clicked into
the athletic department area. When I was armed with righteous
truth, I decided the time was right to set them straight.

"Look, guys," I said, coming around the
waist-high divider which separates my workspace from the lab area.
"You’re going to lose on Saturday. Sorry, but I just thought I’d
save you the trouble of dreaming up these absurd fantasies. This is
only your second year here. This is my seventh, and in the years
I've been at this school we’ve never beaten this team. It's worse.
I just looked it up on the athletic department's web page. Our team
lost this game for five years before I got here. This will be the
twelfth time in a row we’ll lose to them. Sorry."

"Well, well, well, my good friend," said
Paul, falling into his Ollie persona, his voice dropping. "What do
you think of that, Stan?" On the word 'that' he poked
Hank/Stan lightly in the chest, causing him to sway back a little,
the joke being that his body was so thin and insubstantial it
rocked to the slightest touch.

"Why, I'm sure I don't know, Ollie," Hank
returned, his voice thin and reedy like Stan Laurel's. "I suppose
she hasn't paused to consider fully how faithfully we've been
exercising and how diligently we've been practicing."

"My thoughts exactly, Stan," said
Paul/Ollie.

"Oh, c'mon, you two," I said, "this year is
going to be the same as any other year. Every year the San Diego
Padres go to spring training thinking they’re going to win the
World Series. It doesn't happen. It's the same principle."

"Do you suppose she, an alumna of this fine
institution, has no faith in her dear old alma mater to win this
year, Stan?" Paul/Ollie asked Hank/Stan in his deeper voice.

"I think it's entirely possible she may not
have thought the issue through thoroughly, Ollie," opined
Hank/Stan.

"Just the thought that was on my mind,
Stan," said Paul/Ollie.

"Very funny, but you guys are just out in
la-la land," I said. "Look, the first time you guys were here for
one of these games was last year and we lost 31 to 17." I
emphasized each word of the next sentence. "That…was…a…close…game."
I continued at a normal speaking pace. "I just looked this up. Over
the last decade we've lost to these guys 43 to 7, 37 to 2, 53 to
11, 47 to 0. One year we lost 87 to 3. Even I’d forgotten how bad
it was."

They were looking at me with blank
expressions, clearly unconvinced and unimpressed.

"Okay, you guys," I said. "Look, I'll happily
bet you a hundred bucks each you’re goin' down on Saturday."

They looked at each other, then they
simultaneously reached into their pants pockets and turned them
out, showing them to be empty. These guys really had their routine
down.

"Why, Stan," said Paul/Ollie, "I don't seem
to have a C note in my pocket. Do you have one?"

"My, my, no, Ollie," crackled Hank/Stan. "I
don't have a C note in my pocket either. I would venture to say we
don't have so much as a sawbuck between us."

"Exactly what I was thinking as well,
Stan," returned Paul/Ollie.

I could not help being entertained by their
routine, but I felt a big pang of guilt for the thoughtless bet I
had proposed. These guys were impoverished undergrads. They did not
have a hundred bucks to piss away on some silly bet. And the
thoughtless, running-off-at-the-mouth, talk-first think-later older
woman in the room had reminded them of their penury: had succeeded
in insulting them yet again.

"Okay," I said, trying to recover and smooth
things over, again without actually apologizing, "but I'm ready to
roll you guys on this one. If you guys want a bet on this game,
then you decide what the bet is, and I'll take it."

I went back to my little cubby. I checked
their work periodically over the rest of the afternoon. Sitting at
my workstation I would sometimes look up and see them talking to
each other, thick as thieves, occasionally looking in my direction.
When it was time for them to go, they came over to see me. Hank sat
in a chair in front of my desk, leaning his forearms on the
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