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Chapter One – Truths, Dares and Oyster Shells
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My name is Vanilla Jones.

Let me tell you folks, my bedroom life has sure heated up ever since my husband Jim brought his best friend Hank Rimmer home for a surprise threesome. 

I am not just talking shrimp-on-the-barbie hot. I am talking throw a bucket of napalm onto a hundredweight of twenty year old pornographic paperbacks hot. I am talking dog day hot. I am talking marshmallow and weenies on a campfire hot. Volcanic hot, nuclear hot, seizure inducing nuclear orgasmic hot.

Yeah baby, we got hot!

All right, so I have REALLY got to stop binge watching Akinyele videos on Youtube.

In any case, Jim has been really stepping his game since the threesome happened. I’m not sure if it just charged up his batteries, or if he somehow feels as if he needs to prove that he can do better than any B-Team lover that he brings home to our bedroom. I know just how fucked up that might sound to you but the truth is that a mind can be a fucked up place to live in, and when you combine that mind with the rooms in your heart you are approaching a super-uber-mega-mind-fuck-up.

If I keep on wondering about it I’m going to give myself the mother of all migraine headaches, so I am just leaning back and enjoying the ride.

And it has been one hell of a ride so far.

Just three days ago Jim opened up the front door with a serving tray full of freshly-shucked oysters perfectly balanced over his head. 

First off, I thought just the sheer dexterity that he was demonstrating by successfully manipulating that door knob while balancing that tray full of oysters was pretty goddamned impressive.

His wardrobe was something else entirely.

Jim was wearing nothing but a tall white chef’s hat that looked as if he had just pulled it out of a package, as well as a fancy frilly French lace apron barely concealing his danger zone. That’s about all that he was wearing, unless you want to count that pair of Scooby-Doo fuzzy slippers on his feet.

“Nice slippers, Scooby, “I said. “Should I go and warm up the Mystery Van?”

“Can the sarcasm, would you? I am trying my hardest to be romantic,” Jim told me. “And let me tell you, those floor tiles in the kitchen are freezing cold. We really need to think about investing in a good shag carpet.”

All right, if you REALLY need to know I was totally over-the-moon impressed by his outstanding effort, but I wasn’t going to tell him that right off the bat. I mean, you just can’t give a man that much positive reinforcement at the get-go. A girl needs to make him work just a little before she starts blithely handing out the compliments.

Women, remember that. Never make it too easy for your fellow.

That is a sure-fire way to make him just stop trying.

You have got to set that bar high and make him jump for it.

“So where exactly did you get the cook’s hat?” I asked, coyly. 

“It isn’t called a hat,” Jim corrected me. “It is actually called a toque blanche,” Jim said. “And I will have you know that I single-handedly fought off three knife-wielding French chef ninjas for the honor of wearing it. If you look closely enough you might even notice a bit of wine-stained blood dappled behind my left ear.”

“French chef ninjas, is it?” I asked skeptically.

“French chef ninjas trained in savate kick boxing techniques,” he confirmed.

“Savate kick boxing techniques?” 

“Sure,” Jim said. “Chefs do that.”

I wasn’t buying that for one little minute.

“Okay chef-ninja-Jim, why don’t you give it to me straight?” I asked, flashing him my very best just-exactly-whose-leg-are-you-trying-to-pull kind of a grin. “I want the truth, or you have got to give me a dare.”

Jim grinned his very best I-am-not-afraid-to-die grin right back at me, not missing a single conversational beat.

“How about if I give you a truth and a dare?” Jim replied. “The truth is I bought the hat at a restaurant supply store. The only bloodstain that was actually involved is a paper cut from the five dollar bill that the cashier handed me as change.”

“So that’s the truth,” I said. “Just where does the dare come into this story?”

“The dare will come afterwards,” Jim said, winking suggestively. “For now, let’s get to the kitchen table and get these oysters down our gullets. I’ve got some lemons and horse radish and a bottle of Muscadet chilling in an ice bucket.”

All right, so even if Jim mispronounced Muscadet – which is supposed to be pronounced so that it rhymes with “musk-a-day”, only Jim pronounced it so that it rhymed with “musk-a-debt” – I still had to give him about a billion stars out of ten for his terrific delivery.

“Well, I will tell you this,” I admitted. “If you are trying to get lucky, you are definitely going about it in all of the right ways.”

“That’s good to know, seeing as getting lucky is my actual intent,” Jim said. “Shall we head on in for the kitchen?”

“You bet,” I replied. “I just can’t wait to get you out of that frilly French lace apron.”

So the two of us headed for the kitchen table and we were about two-and-a-half jelly jars full of Musk-a-debt wine and a couple of dozen oysters shared between us into this zinc-enhanced rendezvous when I threw myself at my husband and the two of us landed upon the kitchen table.

It just seemed like the proper romantic thing to do.

Faster than you could say “Giddyup cowboy” I quickly skinned myself out of my Capri silver-gray riding breeches and I climbed on board, enthusiastically riding Jim like he was an Andalusian stallion. I am not quite sure how he managed to hang onto his fancy French lace apron but the Scooby–Doo slippers had both been soundly kicked to the kitchen floor. I had just settled into a full-on reverse Texas cowgirl, complete with an accompanying enthusiastic rodeo clown yee-haw.

Unfortunately, the table didn’t last for more than eight whole seconds before the legs broke and we hit the floor. To give Jim his due credit, he kept on humping for a good half a minute before the pain got to him.

I spent the next hour picking shards of oyster shell and walnut laminate from out of his back and his bottom. The two of us were laughing and kissing and moaning in between mutual outbursts of spontaneous ouching; and then, after we I had finished treating all of the mighty chef-ninjas numerous abrasions we headed upstairs and banged our way into chef-ninja orgasmic paradise.

Sure, I had to launder the blood and oyster juice out of the sheets, and our bedroom smelled like horse radish for a good week afterwards, but what the hell. If you can’t have fun during sex you are doing it wrong.

Only the kitchen ninja misadventure is not the story that I intend to tell you here.

What I want to tell you about is what happened one week later, when Jim brought me a heaping double helping of chocolate sauce for my oh-so-vanilla sundae.

Let me tell you how that whole particular sexy adventure went down.
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Chapter Two – Popcorn, Beer and a Four-Way
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The whole thing started in the bedroom. 

Jim had greeted me at the door. Hank Rimmer, Jim’s best buddy and best hump-buddy, was standing there with him, so I knew that they were up to no good. The two of them stood there grinning like two boys who had just used their mother’s hope chest and half of her prized bedroom linen to build themselves the world’s biggest blanket fort before wrestling a wet cat inside of that blanket fort.

Jim was holding that damn blindfold that he had talked me into wearing the first time that he had brought Hank over for a three-way.

“Nope,” I told Jim. “I don’t believe that I want to wear that this time around. That particular novelty has worn off. No sir, if we are about to get up to no good, which I am pretty sure that we are about to do – then I want to walk into this with my eyes wide open.”

“Got it” Jim said. 

Then he turned to Hank.

“Plan B?” Hank asked.

“Plan B,” Jim said.

Hank ran off upstairs. I heard the bedroom door open and close.

“Should I be worried?” I asked Jim.

“Trust me,” Jim said, tossing the blindfold over his shoulder to the floor.

Then he gallantly offered me the crook of his arm.

“Will you accompany me, my lady?” Jim asked.

“Why certainly sir,” I said, with my very best Southern belle simper. “Lead me to the orgy.”

And that’s exactly what Jim did.

He led me up the stairs and opened the door.

“Lady’s first,” he said.

So I walked on inside.

There were at least a dozen candles lined up all along the bedroom dresser, as well as a fire extinguisher thoughtfully sitting beside the dresser. I guess that Jim wasn’t planning on a recreation of the oyster incident this time around.

It is good to know that your husband can learn from his experiences. 

The candles must have been scented, because I was certain that I could smell the unmistakable odor of freshly popped popcorn.  The lights were dimmed and the curtains drawn shut.

I guess we didn’t want the neighbors watching, now did we?

Jim had some soft jazz playing, which was his idea of mood music. At least it wasn’t anything out of Jim’s Frank Sinatra collection. Me, I would have been just as happy with something more along the lines of some early L.L. Cool J or maybe and old-fashioned mix tape of Drake tunes, but then I’m a modern girl. 

Cause I want you, and I need you, and I’m down for you always – yeah, yeah.

And oh yes, I really ought to mention that tall and sexy black man standing next to my bed. I certainly mustn’t forget about him.

The black man was wearing a pair of faded denim jeans and a skin-tight black t-shirt that nicely showed off his hard broad pectoral muscles, his carved and symmetrical and very pumped biceps, and a set of hard washboard abs – only I have got to tell you that at moment in time I was pretty sure that I wasn’t thinking about any of those particular muscles.

If you really need to know the truth of it, I was actually wondering just how big and hard that love muscle hung between his long and incredibly lean pair of legs was going to turn out to be. I had heard all of those stories about how well-endowed black men can be, but if you really need to know, I have never quite managed to find out the truth of those stories for myself

I guess tonight was going to be my lucky night..

“The last time that we three did this thing together, you asked me for a helping of chocolate for the next time,” Hank said. “So here’s your chocolate, as requested. How do you like him so far?”

The black man eyed me boldly with a cool and sexy dark chocolate gaze that was so rich and steamy that I could readily imagine him stepping out of a gigantic vat full of chocolate sauce, like some kind of deep ebony sex terminator – or maybe that dude from the Old Spice commercials.  For a moment I felt a little bit dizzy and maybe even giddy. The room kind of swayed around me and I wondered if Jim hadn’t
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