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		Amy glared at her line cook and shook her head. As she tossed the pizza she had just made into the oven, a waitress walked in carrying a half-eaten dish in.

		"They said the salmon was-"

		"No, shut up! I'm done with this! You tell the customers they're out of their mind if they think that burger is bad!" Amy screamed.

		The waitress paused, looking at the line cooks in the kitchen. Everyone in the room quietly stared at whatever they were cutting or cooking. She sighed as she placed the half eaten plate in the kitchen sink and walked off.

		"Hey! Did you hear me?! Take that out of the sink, take it back to the customer and tell them it's perfectly fine!" Amy shouted.

		"What? You want me to take the dish out of that sink and take it back to the customer?" The waitress questioned.

		"Are you questioning me, in my OWN kitchen Jen?" Amy barked.

		"Well, no, I'm not trying to ques-"

		Amy raised her arm and shook her head, waving Jen away angrily.

		"Get out, out!" Amy shouted.

		"That's not fair," one of the line cooks spoke up.

		"Oh it isn't fair Riley? I'll tell you what's fair. I want you and Jen out. Out now!" Amy screamed as she stomped her feet.

		Her husband and owner of the BBC Bistro, Sam, walked in, sweat pouring down his head. He looked around, confused, a towel on the shoulder of his black buttoned up shirt.

		"What's going on?" He asked.

		"I'm having a revolt in here! These two want to start something!" Amy shouted.

		"No, we're not," Jen replied, her eyes filling up with tears of frustration.

		"Out! I want them out!" Amy repeated as she angrily threw her cutting board to the side.

		"Wow, what a bitch," another line cook whispered.

		"Excuse me? Would you like to speak up there Kelly?!" Amy screamed as she put her hands on her hips.

		"Oh screw this. I'm done," Kelly said, rolling her eyes and pulling off her apron.

		She walked past Riley and Jen, giving them a nod as she walked out of the kitchen. Riley put her arm around Jen, consoling her and began heading out as well. Sam followed them, looking confused.

		"Wait! Wait girls! Hold on!" He said.

		"Let them go!" Amy shouted as she followed Sam.

		The customers in the restaurant looked up in surprise. Some people pulled out their phones to record the scene while others sat in stunned silence. There was a group of three large black men in the corner taking particular interest in the scene unfolding before them.

		"Yo, check this shit out dawg," one of them said.

		"God damn, white people," another laughed.

		"Hey Jamal, is she the cook?"

		Jamal nodded. He had the lightest skin tone of the three, but he was also the most built. To his side was Jerry, a former linebacker in college with deep chocolate skin, who let himself go slight out of shape, and Marcus, a former basketball star in high school, who was the skinniest of the three.

		"Damn, she looks pretty damn hot," Marcus said.

		"Fucking bat shit crazy though," Jamal replied.

		"How you know?" Jerry inquired.

		"Man, this is the restaurant that was on that show nigga, the one with that crazy white lady," Jamal replied.

		"Damn nigga, chill, I ain't seen it with ya'll. I was out, remember?" Jerry said.

		"Shit, I thought you was there."

		"Nah nigga, I had to go get some shit for yo lazy asses," Jerry replied.

		"My bad dawg, my bad."

		"Oh shit, she just fire them girls?" Marcus questioned.

		"Yeah, just like that," Jamal said.

		"Damn, we should see if we could get their jobs. Get a little extra money and shit," Jerry suggested.

		Jamal crossed his arms and thought about it. The three were new in town and needed some form of income. He had only watched bits and pieces of the television show that had featured the BBC Bistro, and while the owners did seem crazy, it wasn't anything he couldn't handle.

		"Shit, yo Marcus, wave that old man down," Jamal ordered.

		As Riley, Kelly and Jen walked out, Sam turned around and stared at his wife. Amy just turned her nose up and stomped back into the kitchen. Sam sighed, running his hands through his white hair as he tried to figure out what to do.

		"Yo! Yo!" Marcus exclaimed, waving down Sam.

		"Damn nigga, you ain't gotta fucking act like some kid trying to get the teacher. Shit, all you had to do was raise yo hand," Jamal complained.

		"Man, fuck you," Marcus responded with a grin.

		Sam hustled to get over to the three black men, carrying his notepad.

		"What you need?" He asked.

		"Whoa damn man, calm down dude. We just had a question," Jamal replied.

		"Question? We extremely busy right now. You see, right?" Sam responded angrily.

		"We just saw them girls leave and we was wondering if you needed to hire replacements," Jamal replied coolly.

		"Replace? You want job?"

		"Yeah man, we new in town and need some money," Jamal replied.

		Sam looked at the three men and scratched his chin. He wasn’t a big fan of colored people. Sam had worked with criminals in the past and the majority were black or Hispanic.

		“I… I don’t know…” Sam said as he debated.

		“What? Is it because we black? That’s straight up racist dawg,” Jamal barked.

		“What? No, I’m not racist. Everyone equal. Can you cook?” Sam asked.

		“Sure can. Worked at Mickey Dees and the King over in New York,” Jamal answered.

		“I can lift heavy shit,” Jerry added.

		“Hm… when you start?”

		“Shit, we can start tonight if you want,” Jamal said.

		“Really? Tonight? Not short notice?” Sam questioned, one eyebrow raised.

		“Nah, we got nothing better do right?” Jamal asked as he tapped Marcus and Jerry.

		“Nope, just four twenty blaze all day,” Jerry laughed.

		“Four twenty? You have to leave then?” Sam asked.

		“Nah, don’t mind him, he’s just being stupid,” Jamal replied.

		“Okay, you start at four this afternoon, that okay?” Sam asked.

		Jamal looked over at Marcus and then Jerry. The two black men nodded in agreement.

		“All right, we’ll see you in a couple of hours. Guess you can dock our meals off our next paycheck,” Jamal said as he stood up.

		“What? You know pay? You must pay! You can’t steal!” Sam yelled angrily.

		Jamal shrugged and pulled out a couple of dollars from his pocket. Jerry and Marcus did the same, tossing some bills on the table and walking off. Jamal counted out his money, tossed it on the table and nodded at Sam.

		“Hey man, calm down. Here you go. We’ll see you in a few,” Jamal said as he led the other two out.

		***

		Jamal, Marcus and Jerry walked in at a little over four. They watched as Sam glared at them, tapping his foot on the ground with his arms crossed.

		“My man, what’s up? We here,” Jamal greeted.

		“You late!” Sam shouted angrily.

		“Ah shit, sorry man, didn’t realize it. We just a couple minutes late,” Jamal replied as he headed behind the counter.

		“What you doing?” Sam questioned.

		“I’m working the counter,” Jamal replied.

		“No, you take orders. Only I touch this,” Sam said as he tapped the counter.

		“You serious? I know how to use this,” Jamal informed.

		“Only me!” Sam shouted.

		“Damn man, calm down, damn. Yo Marcus, you want to take orders or cook?” Jamal asked.

		“I’ll take orders,” Marcus said.

		“No, no, I make rules. I need you to wash dishes. You go back and cook,” Sam said as he pointed at Marcus and then Jamal.

		“Shit, you serious? Dishes?” Marcus questioned.

		“And you, big one, you take orders from customers,” Sam said.

		“Big one? Shit, my name’s Jerry man, at least get that shit right.”

		“Hey! Hey! I call you what I call you, okay? Now everyone to work!” Sam shouted.

		Marcus and Jamal shook their heads as they walked into the kitchen. Jerry sighed and made his way towards some customers reading through their menus. As Marcus and Jamal stepped into the cramped kitchen, Amy looked up and her eyes narrowed.

		“Customers outside!” She yelled.

		“Huh? Nah, we ain’t customers. We the new crew helping you out,” Jamal replied.

		“What? Do you even know how to cook?” Amy questioned.

		“Yeah, shit, I worked at Micky Dees,” Jamal answered.

		“Can you cook more than fried chicken? Or cutting watermelon?”

		“Oh damn, you didn’t just go there. Damn. You racist?” Jamal asked.

		“I’m not racist! Don’t you dare go down that path!” Amy replied angrily.

		“Damn, you started it,” Marcus quipped.

		“What’s going on in here?” Sam asked as he ran in, wiping his forehead.

		“You hired these thugs to replace the girls?” Amy asked.

		“What? They not thugs! They workers. They work. Now get back to cooking. Customers asking for food,” Sam replied.

		“Damn dawg, she got you by the balls,” Marcus laughed.

		“Excuse me? I have you by the balls! Nobody gets me by my balls!” Sam yelled angrily.

		Marcus stepped up to the owner, looking down at the smaller, older white man. Jamal stepped between them and shook his head.

		“Yo chill dawg, it’s all good,” Jamal said as he looked at Marcus.

		Marcus took a deep breath, nodded at Jamal and headed to the sink. Jamal shot Sam a glare before smiling and looking at Amy.

		“We all good. He’s got the dish washing down. I’ll do the cooking,” Jamal said.

		Amy continued shaking her head as she walked back to the oven. She pulled out a pizza and tossed it onto a plate. After tossing a couple pieces of lettuce on the side, she put it up on the counter and rang up a server.

		Jerry walked in and nodded at Marcus and Jamal. Amy took one look before sighing and cutting vegetables.

		"What's her problem?" Jerry asked.

		"Don't worry about it man. Just take the pizza," Jamal replied.

		Jerry shrugged, took the plate and walked back out, Sam following close behind. Marcus grunted as he looked down at the sink. It was full of half eaten plates.

		"Damn, what the fuck," he groaned as he pulled out a dish and tossed the food into the garbage.

		Jamal began cooking up a burger, occasionally glancing at Amy any time she bent down to pick something up. He nodded slightly, noting that while she was crazy on TV and in real life, she still had a pretty smoking body.

		Marcus continued cleaning the dishes as best as he could, throwing away more food than he expected. The pizza he had wasn't that bad, but it seemed most customers just plain did not like the food.

		"Sup dawg. Another dish," Jerry said as he handed a half eaten plate over to Marcus.

		"Man, what the fuck. Them people not hungry or some shit? We got brothas in Africa that ain't gettin' this food," Marcus complained.

		"Shit, you ain't got nothin' on me. Them customers be brutal. They gettin' all angry at me. But some are pretty cool, they leave a big ass tip," Jerry replied.

		"Oh shit, for reals?" Marcus asked.

		"Fuck yeah man, the last customer left me at least a twenty and some change," Jerry replied.

		"Damn, they share that shit here?" Marcus asked.

		"Fuck, that whole tip better be mine," Jerry laughed.

		Marcus lightly punched Jerry on the shoulder. The two laughed, lightly boxing as Sam walked in.

		"You! You need to clean up plates! We closing," he said.

		"Oh shit, I thought there was still some customers," Jerry replied.

		"They leave. They insult me, they leave," Sam said.

		"They insulted you?"

		"They say food take too long. So I kick them out," Sam answered.

		"God damn," Jerry whispered while shaking his head.

		"Now go clean up plates!" Sam yelled.

		"Yo, what happens to the tips?" Marcus asked.

		"Tips? What tips?" Sam asked back.

		"Shit, the tips the customers leave," Jerry said.

		"I keep. Tips are for my restaurant," Sam answered.

		"Ah hell naw, you ain't keepin' no damn tip from me," Jerry said as he approached the much smaller old man.

		"If you do good job, then you get tip. But no one do good job. You see me? I take all orders! I deserve tip!" Sam yelled.

		"Shit, Jamal, I'm about to beat the shit outta this motha fucka," Jerry said as he looked down at Sam.

		"What? You think you gangster? I'm the gangster! I'm gangster! Come on! I fuck you up!" Sam yelled back.

		"Hey! Step away from my husband! I'm going to call the police!" Amy warned.

		"No! No! No police!" Sam yelled as he looked over at her.

		"You wanna fuck me up? C'mon dawg, come at me," Jerry said as he bumped chests with the old man.

		"I'm calling the police!" Amy warned again as she headed to the phone.

		"No! No police damnit!" Sam yelled.

		"Oh shit, you wanted for something? Or maybe you're illegally here?" Jamal inquired.

		By now, the few remaining workers left, not wanting to be stuck in another shouting situation. They also didn't want to be casualties of war, being fired just because Sam or Amy were in a bad mood.

		"No police! You, all of you, out!" Sam yelled.

		"Not till we get paid for our work," Jamal said.

		"You criminals! You no deserve pay! Out! OUT!" Sam yelled.

		"Man, this fucker be crazy if he think some niggas gonna be workin' for free," Marcus said as he tossed the half eaten plate into the garbage.

		"No pay!" Sam continued.

		Sam threw a punch at Jerry, a huge mistake. Jerry quickly sidestepped the fist and grabbed his wrist, wrapping it around his back and pushing the old man against the counter. Amy screamed and shoved Jamal from behind.

		"Damn, what the fuck," Jamal grunted as he turned around, glaring at Amy.

		"I'm gonna knock yo ass out," Jerry said as he pushed Sam's arm up.

		"Nah dawg, I got a better idea," Jamal said, his eyes remaining on Amy.

		"What?"

		"Just tie his ass up to a seat," Jamal replied.

		"The fuck?"

		"Marcus, help Jerry tie that racist mother fucker up," Jamal ordered.

		Marcus nodded and rushed out to the dining room to grab a chair and whatever he could find to tie the old man up. Jerry continued to hold Sam in place, trying to figure out what Jamal had planned.

		"We get paid in cash, which you guys refuse, grass, which I know ya'll don't have, or..." Jamal paused as his eyes roamed the blonde cook.

		"ASS!" Marcus yelled.

		"What? What do you mean?" Amy asked, astonished.

		Jerry and Marcus began tying Sam up to a chair and plopped him over to the side. Sam struggled, trying to fight the plastic zip ties that were placed around his ankles and wrists.

		"Fuck you! Fuck you!" He shouted.

		"Nah, you ain't gonna fuck us, yo wife is," Jamal laughed.

		"Excuse me?" Amy questioned with a look of disgust on her face.

		"Well, you refused to pay us. We have to get payment somehow. Unless you want US to call the cops. Maybe they'll ask for your husband's paperwork," Jamal replied.

		"No! No cops!" Sam repeated.

		"You see that? He's really scared of the cops," Jamal said while crossing his arms.

		"And you want me to have sex with you... savages?" Amy questioned.

		"Oh, there you go with that racist shit again. We ain't savages. We've shown nothin' but patience with you and your hubby," Jamal replied.

		"I am not racist!" Amy yelled.

		"You know, we could probably add that to our list if we call the police. Your husband took a swing at Jerry over there. That's a hate crime, straight up," Jamal said.

		"Please! No police!" Sam pleaded.

		"Plus, we ain't askin' for much. Just a blowjob," Jamal said.

		"Each," Jerry made sure to add.

		"Excuse me? That's disgusting! I would never... God would never allow such a thing!" Amy replied.

		"What you talkin' about? It means you ain't cheatin'," Jamal replied.

		"Yeah, blowin' ain't cheatin'," Marcus agreed.

		"I..." Amy hesitated and looked at her bound husband.

		"Aight, I guess it was too much to ask. Go on, call the police, we'll be right here waitin'," Jamal said.

		"No police! Damn! No police! Let me go! I fuck you up myself!" Sam yelled angrily as he struggled against the zip ties.

		"Hell nah, we ain't violent niggas. You be watchin' too many of them rap videos," Jerry replied with a grin.

		"Yeah, we law-abiding citizens and shit. We'll just call the police and get this cleared up," Marcus added.

		Amy bit her lower lip as she thought through her options. Before she met Sam, she had blown men before and it was that difficult. At most, men lasted about five minutes. As she eyed the three black men, she figured she could melt them away in fifteen minutes, tops.

		"And that's it? If I do what you say, that's it?" Amy questioned.

		"That's it, just like that. Unless you want more," Jamal replied.

		"In your wildest dreams. I would never do anything more," Amy said.

		"So, you agreein' to our terms of payment?" Jamal asked.

		Amy glanced at her husband who shook his head and tried to move his arms. Jerry and Marcus were holding his shoulders down. They weren't trying to hurt him by any means. In fact, it seemed as though they were preventing him from falling back in the chair and hurting himself.

		"No! Don't do it! Just let me go! I'll fuck you all up!" Sam yelled.

		"Don't listen to your husband. This deal is between us," Jamal said.

		"What if I pay now?" Amy asked.

		"Well, you could. But we re-negotiatin' our deals," Jamal answered.

		"What? You can't do that!" Amy replied.

		"Shit yeah we can. We our own union. I'd have to talk with my niggas, but I'm guessin' at least... what... five Benjamins an hour?" Jamal asked as he looked back at Marcus and Jerry.

		"About right. For each of us. Plus tips," Marcus replied.

		"Fuck you! Fu-"

		Jerry grabbed a rag and tied it around Sam's mouth, interrupting him. He continued to try to mumble as he shook around in the chair. May watched her husband and then glared at the three black men. She'd have to humiliate them and finish them off as fast as she could.

		"Fine. Let's get this over with," she groaned.

		"Oh shit, you hear that Marcus?" Jerry laughed.

		"Shit, you ever been with a nigga?" Marcus asked as he made his way towards her.

		"No," Amy replied.

		"See? She racist. She don't like the niggas," Jamal laughed.

		"She about to get some nigga in her," Jerry said as he walked over, unzipping his baggy jeans.

		Amy shook her head and crossed her arms while tapping her foot on the tiled floor impatiently. It didn't matter what the color of their skin was, all men were the same.

		"Get on yo knees," Jamal ordered as he undid his belt.

		Amy begrudgingly got on her knees and waited, glaring up at the three black men.

		"Why don't you do the honors and pull my beast out?" Jamal suggested.

		"Beast? Really? You think very highly of yourself. Typical," Amy replied as she reached up and undid his zipper.

		She pulled down his dark, baggy jeans and paused as she stared at his black boxer briefs. There was clearly something thick between his legs that ran down his left inner thigh. Her eyes widened as she realized it was his manhood.

		"That's not..." Amy whispered.

		"Yeah... you like what you see?" Jamal asked, proudly looking down between his legs.

		Amy was speechless. If it was indeed his member, it easily out measured her husband in a multitude of ways. She wondered if it was a sock, or something he placed there to play a prank.

		"It's a prank," she whispered as her eyes lit up.

		"It's a what?" Jamal asked, leaning forward slightly.

		"A prank. This is some kind of prank, isn't it? I should have known! What? If I pull these boxers down, is a banana going to come popping out?" Amy asked as she looked around.

		"What the fuck... This bitch really be crazy," Marcus said as he shook his head.

		"Why don't you do the honors and see?" Jamal asked.

		Amy confidently gripped the waistband of his boxer briefs and yanked them down to his ankles. She yelped as his big black rod popped out, grazing against her nose. She nearly fell back in complete surprise as she stared at the thick, lengthy black cock swinging right before her.

		"Oh my... Oh my God..." Amy whispered.

		Her breath brushed by his crotch, making his cock move ever so slightly. She couldn't believe that a man's member could be so large. It was inhuman.

		"What... what is... what is this...? This can't be... real," Amy stuttered.

		Even Sam grew quite at the sight, just as surprised as his wife. Marcus and Jerry quickly followed, pulling down their pants and boxers. Amy yelped again as she saw their large members swing out from between their legs.

		"OH MY GOD! You're all devils! Demons!" Amy yelled as she fell on her ass.

		"Nah, you just never seen nigga meat," Jerry replied.

		"Wh-what?"

		"Yeah, all niggas be like this," Marcus said.

		"That's... no... I never..." Amy couldn't formulate a sentence as her eyes darted from one big black cock to the other.

		"It gets bigger," Jamal said.

		"No... that's not possible..."

		"Yeah, go on, spit on it and stroke it. Wake that beast up," Jamal said as he reached down and helped her back on her knees.

		Amy couldn't believe it but her crotch grew warm and wet at the thought. She had never met a man with such a large member before. She wondered what it would feel like within her hands... or even between her legs.

		"No, no, stop thinking about that," Amy whispered to herself.

		Jamal grabbed her wrist and placed her hand on his cock. Amy wrapped her fingers around it and admired it. She leaned in and sniffed it, a part of her wondering if he would smell like chocolate.

		"That's it, now spit on it," Jamal ordered again.

		Amy leaned in and spit on his shaft, watching as her spit slowly made its way down his lengthy shaft. Her hand moved on its own, wrapped around the spit and gently stroking the slick shaft. Jamal grinned and nodded in approval.

		"That's it," he groaned.

		Amy could feel his manhood slowly harden within her palm. It throbbed as it hardened, the tip quickly moving up and towards her face. Jerry reached down and grabbed her other wrist, pulling her hand up to his cock.

		"Yo, give me some attention to," he said.

		Amy turned her head and spit on Jerry's thick cock, marveling at the girth of his manhood. It was definitely thicker than Jamal's, but still extremely long. She gently stroked at his cock while stroking Jamal off at the same time.

		"You still got Marcus over here you gotta pleasure," Jamal said as he tapped Marcus on the shoulder.

		"Suck on my cock while you stroke these fools off," Marcus laughed.

		Amy gasped as she looked at his long ebony cock. It was longer than Jamal and Jerry, though not as thick as they were. She couldn't imagine something so lengthy fitting into her mouth.

		"You're going to choke me with that," Amy commented.

		"That's the point. I wanna hear you gag on it," Marcus replied.

		Marcus grabbed his shaft and pointed his cock at her lips. Amy could taste his salty member as she licked her lips and the tip. Her heart raced as she opened her mouth and slowly moved forward.

		"Go on, suck on my nigga dick," Marcus groaned as his hands moved behind Amy's head.

		Amy gently suckled at the tip, her lips tightly wrapping around the head of his cock, right where it met the shaft. She knew it was the most sensitive part of any man's member. She used her tongue to flick back and forth, teasing the sensitive underside of his cock.

		His member hardened in her mouth, quivering as she continued to suck on it. Amy was amazed as she watched the cock grow, somehow getting even longer. If she had placed her elbow at the base of his cock and bent her arm towards herself, his cock most likely ran longer than her forearm.

		Her body grew warm at the thought. Somewhere in the deep, dark recesses of her mind, she wondered if something so long could fit between her legs. The lips of her sex clenched tightly at the thought.

		"Come on, get deeper," Marcus groaned as he pulled her head in towards his crotch.

		Amy gripped tightly onto the two cocks in her hands as she moved forward. The long black cock made its way deeper into her mouth, hitting her throat. She immediately gagged and tried to pull away, but Marcus kept her head steady, consistently pulling her towards his crotch.

		"Don't give up yet, damn, you barely even a third way," Marcus groaned.

		Amy panicked as his cock blocked her airways. It tickled the back of her mouth as it pressed in deeper into her throat. His hardening shaft continued to press against her throat, making her choke. She let go of Jamal and Jerry, placing her hands on Marcus' legs and tapping at his thighs as she struggled.

		"Mmph! Mmmph!" Amy gagged, trying to say something.

		"Yeah, that’s it, let me hear you gag on my nigga dick," Marcus groaned as he tilted his head back.

		Amy's spit slowly rolled down his shaft, pooling around his fat black balls. She continued to gag, the sounds of her choking on his cock filling the small kitchen. Her vision blurred and she began to see spots form before her eyes as she tried to breathe in through her nose.

		"Damn dawg, you about to knock her ass out," Jamal laughed.

		"Nah, can't have that," Marcus said as he released his grip.

		Amy pulled away immediately, gasping for air as her lungs sucked in everything. Her spit flew all over the tiled floor and onto Marcus' legs as well. Tears welled up against the corners of her eyes as she continued to gulp down air...

		"Damn girl, take yo time," Marcus laughed.

		"Shit, if she sucked yo cock like she suckin' now, you'd be done," Jerry laughed while clapping.

		Amy had to spit on the ground to clear her throat. She couldn't believe she was struggling but considering she had never seen any members like the three black men, it wasn't a surprise. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand and looked over at her husband who was still tied to the chair and struggling angrily.

		"Damn, you gonna ruin that uniform of yours. You should take that off," Jamal suggested.

		She looked down to notice that he was right. The front of her black button up chef's jacket and her black pants were covered in her spit. It was soaking through bit by bit.

		"I know what you're trying to do... But you said blowjobs only right?" Amy confirmed.

		"Hey, that's what we negotiated. Anything else is on you," Jamal replied.

		She unbuttoned her jacket first and pulled it off. The three black men grinned as they noticed she was only wearing a bra underneath. She stood up, pulling off her pants next, showing off her tight little silk panties.

		"Damn nigga, look at dat ass," Marcus said.

		"Yeah, good choice, that'll help me pop," Jerry added.

		Amy's face turned red in a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. Sam had a habit of leaving the lights off when making love and rarely, if ever, had a chance to see her body and compliment it.

		"Aight, my turn," Jamal said as he gently pressed down on her shoulders, getting her back on her knees.

		Amy obliged, getting back down, her bare knees touching the cold tiled floor. She reached up and stroked his thick shaft, feeling it throb within her palm. With her tongue, she gently rolled it around the round tip of his cock. She was actually starting to feel a bit of enjoyment as she teased his hot black cock.

		She wrapped her lips around the tip, sucking in her cheeks while stroking the remainder of his shaft. Her tongue continued flicking around the head of his cock, teasing the sensitive underside as well as the tip. Her spit rolled down his shaft, helping her stroke his shaft faster.

		Marcus got on the ground, laying down on the floor and pulling her ass back towards his crotch. Amy pulled away from Jamal and was soon straddling Marcus. Her panties were the only barrier between her wet sex and his long, hard, black cock.

		"Hey, only blowjobs," Amy repeated.

		"I know, don't worry. I'm tryin' to help you. Rub my dick with dat ass. You can even keep yo panties on," Marcus replied.

		She felt his hot shaft between her legs, right against her covered crotch. Her body grew hot as she slowly moved her hips back and forth, rubbing his shaft with her sex. The small layer of protection that her silk panties offered only enhanced the feelings of pleasure as they rubbed against the lips of her sex.

		A soft moan escaped her lips as she continued stroking Jamal's cock. He scooted forward, placing the tip of his cock against her lips. Amy slowly leaned forward, taking his cock into her mouth again.

		Jerry made his way to her left side and pulled her left arm over to his crotch. Amy began stroking his thick cock while sucking on Jamal's. Her hips moved on their own, grinding her crotch against Marcus' rigid shaft.

		Her silk panties clung to her wet pussy lips as she moved back and forth. She grew more and more excited with each thrust of her hips. As her hips moved faster, so did her hands and head.

		Sam grunted angrily as he tried to fight out of his bonds. His muffled cries were quickly overlapped with the loud gagging noises of his wife sucking on Jamal's thick black cock. His eyes widened as he realized that she was enjoying it.

		Jerry grinned and gently unhooked Amy's bra. The straps began falling down her shoulders as she continued to move her hips back and forth enthusiastically. Her bra slowly fell lower and lower until her nipples peeked through.

		"Oh, damn, look at them perky nipples," Jamal commented.

		Jerry reached down and teased her left nipple with two fingers. Amy pulled away and looked at him.

		"Hey! Only blowjobs!" She said.

		"Aight girl, calm down. I was just trying to help you," Jerry replied.

		"Help me?"

		"Yeah, if I play with dem nipples, it'll help me cum faster," Jerry said.

		"Really?"

		"Yeah, kinda like how you be grindin' on Marcus there. It all helps," Jerry said with a shrug.

		Amy paused and thought over what he was saying. It was true, the more excited they were, the higher the chance that they would orgasm. She pulled off her bra and tossed it to the side, letting her soft, supple breasts freely move about.

		"Okay, if it helps..." She said as she leaned back in towards Jamal.

		As her lips wrapped back around his glistening member, her hips began to move again, grinding her wet crotch against Marcus' throbbing member. Her silk panties were practically useless at this point as they were now lodged between the puffy lips of her sex. She could now feel his hot throbbing member against her skin.

		"Damn, she is wet! Look at them panties nigga, they be changin' colors cause she so wet," Marcus laughed.

		"Damn, I bet dat pussy tastes good," Jerry said as he licked his lips.

		Amy's ears twitched as she heard him. She did enjoy having a man's face between her legs and it had been quite some time since she had last felt a man's tongue against her sex. Her body grew hotter at the thought and she began thrusting her hips back and forth faster.

		A part of her hoped that Marcus' cock would accidentally slip into the folds of her sex. Unfortunately, her panties were in the way, though, judging by Marcus' cock, it probably wouldn't have made a difference. She paused and stood up suddenly.

		"Hey, whoa, what you doin' girl?" Jamal questioned.

		"Hold on, I need to get this out of the way. It's giving me an annoying wedgie," Amy said as she peeled off her panties.

		"Oh... damn... look at dat pussy. Damn..." Marcus said as he admired her from below.

		Amy got back on her knees, making sure to put her bare, warm crotch atop of Marcus’ long hard shaft. She gasped as she felt his warmth permeate through her. Her pussy lips pressed against his shaft, feeling it throbbing as she began to move her hips again.

		Her juices covered his shaft as she wrapped her lips around Jamal’s thick cock again. She reached up and gripped onto Jerry’s, twisting her hand as she stroked off his member. Jamal tasted salty, but also somewhat sweet, a bit of an aftertaste of cocoa butter. It was much more pleasant than her husband’s strange, old man scent.

		“Look at dat dawg, she gettin; into it. That’s it, grind on dat dick,” Jerry laughed.

		Amy let out a muffled moan as she moved her hips while slobbering on Jamal’s thick black cock. She squeezed tightly onto Jerry’s cock as she felt a warmth build between her legs. Her toes dug into the unforgiving tile as she grinded her pussy hard against Marcus’ trembling black cock.

		Her clit rubbed against his big balls each time, only driving her even harder. She surprisingly felt an orgasm slowly creeping through her, building up bit by bit as she continued to rub her pussy against the shaft of Marcus. Jamal seemed to notice as he ran his fingers through her hair and began thrusting his hips.

		She gagged, her spit falling onto the floor as she choked. Her mouth struggled to get past even a third of his shaft as she continued sucking as best as she could. She couldn’t believe that Jamal had not yet climaxed.

		Amy tried to pull back as Jamal’s cock blocked her airways but failed as he held her head in place. Tears formed in her eyes again and her vision began to blur. The lack of oxygen only seemed to heighten her other senses, making the warmth between her legs spread faster.

		She let out a muffled moan and arched her back, grinding her pussy tightly against Marcus’ long hard cock as she felt the warmth explode. Her entire body trembled as she felt the climax overtake her senses. Marcus reached down and squeezed her ass cheeks, making sure to keep her moving.

		“Oh shit, look at dat dawg! She cummin’ on dat dick and it ain’t even in her!” Jerry exclaimed excitedly.

		Jamal released her, letting her almost collapse backward as she gasped for air. She trembled while squeezing and holding onto his and Jerry’s cock. Her nipples were rock hair, pointing straight up towards the ceiling as pleasure flooding her.

		“Oh God… Oh God! Oh my God!” Amy screamed as her climax peaked.

		“Damn, she got hers before we got ours,” Marcus said from below.

		“Damn, I wanna taste that pussy,” Jerry said as he leaned down and lifted her onto her feet.

		Amy yelped as he hoisted her up into the air, while spinning her around. She was soon upside down, her ass towards Jerry’s face, her legs wide open, giving him a clear view of her wet pussy. Marcus quickly got on his feet and helped Jerry, his rock hard cock waving right in front of her face. She moaned as she felt Jerry’s warm tongue slide into her wet pussy.

		“Oooooh…” She moaned.

		Marcus slid his cock into her open lips, sliding in as deep as he could. She immediately choked and tried to move back, but with her being upside down and held up by Jerry, there wasn’t much room for movement. Jerry held her up as though she was weightless, his tongue gliding along the lips of her sex before pushing in again.

		Amy’s legs trembled as Jerry’s long tongue slid around inside her pussy. It felt as though it was as long, if not longer than Sam’s penis. It was, of course, more dexterous, able to swirl around inside her.

		She felt the familiar warmth starting between her legs as she felt Jerry’s tongue explore her sex. Jamal grabbed her left ankle and pulled her foot up towards his lips. He licked one her toes before sucking on them, sending a strange, yet pleasurable feeling through her. She continued to let out muffled moans as Jerry’s tongue twirled around, slowly popping out to lick the sensitive lips of her sex.

		His tongue slowly snaked out and between her ass cheeks, the tip sliding against her tightly clenched asshole. Amy tried to yelp but Marcus’ long hard cock prevented her. She could only suck on the big black cock as she felt Jerry’s tongue slowly slip into her ass.

		Jamal continued sucking on her toes, while squeezing and massaging her leg. Amy arched her back as the warmth between her legs suddenly rushed through her body. She trembled as she was hit with a surprise orgasm, her body growing extra sensitive as she climaxed.

		“Oh shit, there she goes again,” Marcus laughed.

		Jerry’s tongue continued moving around inside her, touching places that normally only her husband would touch. Amy squirmed as she felt her body grow ultra sensitive. Even the slightest movements in the air made her body melt.

		Amy pulled her head back to catch her breath and let out a loud moan. Her eyes rolled back as her body filled with bliss. She took in deep gulps of air as her climax slowly subsided.

		“Oh God… I need that cock inside me…” Amy moaned.

		“Excuse me?” Jamal asked.

		“I want… I want to elope…” Amy replied.

		“Elope? Da fuck is dat?” Marcus questioned.

		Jerry’s tongue continued to tease Amy, driving her pussy wild.

		“You want us to fuck you?” Jamal asked.

		“Yes…” Amy responded with very little hesitation.

		“I didn’t hear ya, what did you want?” Jamal teased.

		“I… I… I want you to fuck me,” Amy answered.

		“Oh shit, you niggas hear dat?” Jamal asked, looking at Jerry and Marcus.

		“Oh you know I’m going first,” Marcus said.

		Jerry stopped licking on Amy’s pussy to look across at Marcus.

		“Excuse me nigga? Why you goin’ first?” Jerry asked.

		“Shit, cause I got the skinniest nigga dick,” Marcus laughed.

		“Makes sense to me,” Jamal agreed with a shrug.

		“Damn, we ain’t gonna stretch her dat wide,” Jerry replied with a grin.

		“Shit, I don’t know dat. I’m goin’ first,” Marcus continued to argue.

		“Aight nigga, fine,” Jerry answered.

		The large, built black man gently twirled her back on her feet. Amy could barely stand, her legs trembling as she tried to balance herself. Marcus quickly grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up, placing his arms underneath her thighs to keep her in the air. The tip of his long black cock just barely pressed against the lips of her sex.

		“Oh… slow… slow…” Amy requested.

		She felt the tip of his cock ever so gently make its way into the entrance of her sex. Amy tilted her head back and moaned as she wrapped her arms around his neck. Her erect nipples pressed against his hard ebony chest.

		A ringing filled her ears as she felt his cock enter into her. It was slightly painful at first but it soon turned into pure ecstasy. She bit her lower lip and locked her ankles around the back of Marcus as he slowly lowered her down closer towards his crotch.

		She gasped as the thick tip of his cock pushed in, the lengthy shaft now following close behind. Her pussy clenched tightly onto his shaft, squeezing onto it tightly as it pushed into her. Marcus groaned as he felt her hot pussy envelop his shaft.

		“Oh… damn… it’s so fuckin’ tight,” he groaned.

		“Ohmygodohmygodohmygodohmygodohmygod…” Amy whimpered.

		Her thighs squeezed onto Marcus’ waist as she slowly pushed her ass down. She wanted to help Marcus in getting her down atop his long hard cock. Her body was ablaze with lust as she began to feel pleasure she had never felt before in her life.

		Amy closed her eyes as she felt his big black cock continue to make its way into her. It was soon hitting places no man had ever touched. Never in her wildest dreams did she ever think that she could experience such pleasures.

		She soon felt his balls press against her crotch and she knew… she had reached the base of his cock. Somehow, the entire length of his cock had fit inside her. The thought only made her even more excited as she began grinding her lower body against his. Her clit rubbed against his body, driving her even wilder.

		“Oh yes… yes... yesyesyesyesyes… YES! YEEEEEEEEEEES!” Amy screamed as she felt the familiar warmth explode from between her legs.

		As she climaxed, she felt two hard smacks against her ass as Jerry began spanking her. The painful smacks of his palm against her ass initially sent shocks through her body. Her ass soon grew warm as they turned bright pink from the repeated spankings.

		“Damn, she got dat tight ass,” Jerry commented.

		“Fuck nigga, you be hoggin’ dat bitch. Get her on all fours, let her suck me off,” Jamal added.

		“Ungh… unf… hold on nigga, ungh... she feels so fuckin’ good,” Marcus replied as he began thrusting his hips.

		His long, black cock slid in and out of her wet pussy, his balls smacking loudly each time. Leah screamed as her climax peaked, her body growing overly sensitive again. She could feel the heat emanating from Marcus’ body.

		“Oh fuck, she just got tighter,” Marcus groaned.

		Jerry smacked her ass a couple of more times, driving her even more wild. With her body so sensitive, each smack of his palm bade her entire world tremble. She closed her eyes and rested her face on Marcus’ shoulder as her climax finally began to subside bit by bit.

		“Aight, let me get her on all floors,” Marcus said as he stopped his thrusting.

		Jerry and Jamal helped Marcus to pull Amy off his long glistening cock and onto the dirty tiled floor of the kitchen. They got her on her hands and knees before surrounding her again. Marcus placed his cock against her wet cunt again while Jamal made his way to her face, placing the tip of his thick throbbing member against her lips.

		She sucked eagerly at the tip, tasting his leaking salty cum. Marcus held onto her ass cheeks as he pushed his cock deep into her pussy. Amy let out a muffled moan as Marcus pushed into her in one swift stroke.

		His balls smacked hard against her pussy lips as he pushed his hips forward. Once in, he began pulling away, his lengthy shaft taking a bit of time to slide out. Amy began stroking Jamal’s shaft with one had while constantly sucking on the thick tip. Jerry stroked himself as he watched her being fucked from both sides.

		“Damn, I need to get in on some of this man,” Jerry complained.

		Marcus groaned as he slammed away into Amy. His thumb teased her tightly clenched asshole, almost making its way in as he hammered into her. Amy almost bit down on Jamal’s cock as another climax rocked her body.

		“Damn nigga, I got an idea. Take her pussy, I’m gonna fuck dis ass,” Marcus groaned.

		He pulled away, his long cock journeying out and slipping out with a wet pop. Amy stopped sucking for a moment to gasp as her pussy felt completely empty again. It tingled as it grabbed at the air, craving to be filled again.

		“Damn, now dat’s what I’m talkin’ about,” Jerry said as he hopped onto the kitchen counter.

		He laid down, his cock pointing straight up towards the ceiling. Jamal and Marcus lifted her up, helping her to get on top of Jerry and straddle him. Jamal hopped onto the counter afterwards, his still hard cock near her lips again.

		“Go on, sit on my fat nigga dick,” Jerry ordered.

		Amy reached down between her legs and wrapped her hands around his thick black cock. She was still amazed at the girth of his member and even worried slightly as she pushed the tip against the entrance of her sex. Her legs trembled as she lowered herself, his thick cock pushing open her wet pussy.

		“Ohgodohgodohgodohgodohgod…” Amy whispered as she lowered herself slowly.

		She held tightly onto his shaft as she moaned and lowered herself bit by bit. Her pussy felt as though it was being stretched to its limits as Jerry’s thick member plunged into her inch by inch. She moved her hands out of the way once half his cock was inside her and placed them on Jerry’s muscular chest.

		“Oh fuck nigga… she is fuckin’ tight!” Jerry groaned.

		He grabbed onto her hips and pulled her down while pushing his own hips upward. Amy screamed in pleasure as his thick cock penetrated deep into her. It felt like electricity shooting through her entire body as it entered.

		Marcus leapt onto the counter and gently pushed her upper body forward so that her breasts smashed against Jerry’s hard chest. He spread open her ass cheeks and spit between them, letting his saliva slowly make its way down towards her asshole. Amy gasped as she felt the tip of his cock press against her virgin hole.

		“Whoa… wait… you’re not supposed to put anything in there,” she said.

		“Oh don’t worry, you’re gonna love dis,” Marcus replied.

		“I don’t know… that’s forbidden by… OH GOD!” Amy paused and screamed as Jerry began thrusting his cock in and out of her tight cunt.

		Before she could even adjust to the feeling of Jerry’s cock smashing into her pussy, Marcus pushed forward, just barely pushing the tip of his cock into her tightly clenched asshole. Amy arched her back and cried in a mixture of pleasure and pain as she felt her body explode.

		“OH MY GAAAAAAAAAAAAAHWD!” Amy screamed at the top of her lungs.

		Her juices provided more than enough lubrication for Marcus’ long hard cock to plunge into her ass. He even spit on his shaft to help ease it in. Amy couldn’t contemplate what was happening to her as a jolt of pain mixed in with the constant rush of pleasure.

		Her body on the other hand, knew exactly how to react. Her ass clenched tightly around Marcus’ shaft, as did her soaking wet pussy around Jerry. They squeezed around them, massaging them as the warmth between her legs returned. She could feel each cock as they throbbed inside her.

		Marcus groaned as he pushed forward, his long cock struggling to push into her tight little ass. Amy had never allowed a man near her asshole but now, she was somehow taking a big black cock. The ringing in her ears returned as the pain slowly turned to pleasure.

		As she began to moan, Jamal grabbed her by the hair and shoved his cock into her open mouth. She immediately gagged as he pushed his thick cock deep into her throat. Jerry continued grunting as he thrust his hips, just barely managing to slide his cock in and out of her tight, wet cunt.

		Once Marcus was about halfway in, he began pulling away. Amy’s tight little ass clenched tightly around his shaft, gripping at it as if it didn’t want his cock to leave. She crossed her toes as the warmth between her legs exploded yet again, rocking her like never before.

		“Fuck, she’s really tightening up,” Marcus groaned.

		“Fuck yeah nigga!” Jerry groaned in agreement.

		The two black men began to fuck her with a consistent rhythm. One slid in while the other slid out and vice versa. It was enough to drive Amy absolutely wild. She began to thrust her hips to meet their movements while she devoured Jamal’s thick cock.

		Every little twitch of the two big black cocks within her made her whole body tremble in response. She couldn’t believe how full she felt as the two cocks rubbed inside her, in and out, in and out. Jamal was just as excited, thrusting his hips back and forth, jamming his thick cock as deep as he could into her mouth.

		Sam sat in stunned silence as he watched the three big black men work away at his wife. He could clearly see the lust in her eyes as the three men pummeled her holes. His arms and legs no longer wanted to move and fight at the bonds holding him in place.

		Instead, he felt his small little penis rise up and press up against his briefs. He desperately wanted to stroke himself off. His eyes couldn’t look away as the three black men thrust their hips.

		Amy continued to let out muffled moans as she gagged on Jamal’s thick black cock. She rubbed at his balls with one hand while stroking the remainder of his shaft. Her cheeks sucked in as she tried to blow him off.

		Marcus and Jerry began to thrust faster and harder, the kitchen echoing with the sounds of their bodies smacking against hers. A couple of pots and pans fell to the ground as the counter actually began to rock slightly. The furious thrusts of the big black men were actually enough to make the counter that was screwed into the tiled floor rock.

		A part of her wondered if they were actually going to break her counter but at this point, she didn’t really care. She loved how rough they were as they hammered into her ass, pussy and mouth. She drooled, her spit falling on the counter, as well as rolling down Jamal’s shaft and pooling at his balls.

		“Oh fuck… here it comes baby… ugh…” Marcus groaned.

		Amy felt his cock tighten up, somehow seemingly growing even harder as he plunged deep into her ass. Within moments, his cock unleashed a torrent of his hot, sticky seed into her once virgin ass. It flooded her instantly, his thick, gooey cum quickly filling her ass and slowly running out down Marcus’ shaft.

		“Oh shit… Damn, I been holdin’ dat in for a while,” Marcus groaned as he trembled.

		He slowly pulled his cock out with a sloppy wet pop. Cum dribbled out of her loosened asshole, running down towards her pussy and onto Jerry’s throbbing shaft. Marcus smacked her ass one last time before hopping off the counter.

		Jamal was next, his ass cheeks tightening as he pushed his cock forward and pulled her face towards his crotch. He tilted his head back and groaned as Amy squeezed his balls tightly. She gagged as his seed shot into her throat.

		“Oh yeah, fuck…” Jamal whispered.

		His legs trembled as his cock continued to squirt out his seed into her throat. Amy gagged but tried to swallow his cum. It clung to the inside of her mouth and her throat as she struggled to swallow it up.

		He pulled back, and Amy lightly nibbled on his shaft as his cock slid out. She had to cough and spit some of the cum out as she tried to clear her throat. Jamal grinned and hopped of the counter next, giving Sam a nod and a wink.

		Jerry took this as a chance to really pound away at her. He sped up his pace, his thrusts shorter and faster. Amy screamed and grabbed her nipples as she sat up, riding his cock. Her ass continued to push out cum as she climaxed yet again.

		He grabbed tightly onto her ass cheeks, massaging them as he thrust his hips. His balls smacked loudly against her cum leaking ass. Thick, gooey strings of cum clung to his balls as he pounded away, his thick cock penetrating deep into her.

		“Ungh… ungh… fuck… fuck…” Jerry groaned.

		“Yes! OH MAH GAWD! YES! YES! YEEEEEEEEES!” Amy screamed as she squeezed her breasts tightly.

		Her body tingled as she began grinding her lower body against his crotch. She tried to match her movements with his thrusts. Her feet were on his thighs, elevating the pleasure that rolled through her.

		“Damn! You seein’ this boss? Your wife knows how to ride a nigga dick!” Jamal laughed.

		Sam couldn’t respond, his eyes locked onto the counter. Even if he could speak, he had nothing to say. Jamal was right, Amy was riding the black man like he was a wild bull.

		Amy arched her back as she rode Jerry’s thick black cock. She could feel cum leaking out of her ass, and most likely pooling on the counter, but she didn’t care. Jerry thrust his hips faster and harder as he squeezed tightly onto her ass.

		“Oh fuck… here it comes!” Jerry groaned.

		He pushed his cock deep into her pussy and held her tightly as his cock unloaded his seed into her womb. She gasped as she felt his hot cum fill up her pussy. His cock squirted out shot after shot of his sticky seed into her.

		She couldn’t believe the amount of cum that was filling up her womb. It flooded her, filling her up, just like Marcus had done with her ass. It began to leak out, sliding down her pussy lips and her thighs. She collapsed forward, exhausted as Jerry continued to thrust slowly while his cock squirted more of his seed.

		Her pussy clenched onto his shaft, squeezing it, milking every last drop of cum out. His cock didn’t seem to stop squirting, absolutely amazing her. Her hips moved on their own, grinding her crotch against his as her pussy continued to drink up his seed.

		“Whew… Damn, this pussy is one hundred,” Jerry groaned.

		“Hey boss, we’ll continue to take dis as payment going forward,” Jamal said as he got dressed.

		Marcus grinned as he finished buttoning up his shirt. Jerry gently rolled Amy onto her back on the counter and hopped off of it, his glistening rod swinging back and forth. He looked back at Amy, admiring his handiwork before picking up his own clothes.

		Sam began to struggle again as his anger returned. It was bad enough they had humiliated him, now they were truly rubbing it in his face. Jamal pulled the rag out of Sam’s mouth and tossed it to the side.

		“You got somethin’ to say boss?” He asked.

		“Fuck you! I beat your ass! You think your gangster? I’m the gangster! I beat your ass!” Sam shouted.

		“Damn, you seein’ dis? Dis motha fucka don’t know when to quit,” Jamal said as he looked at Jerry and Marcus.

		“Sam, shut up,” Amy said, her voice barely carrying across the room.

		Sam’s eyes widened as he heard his wife.

		“I’m fine with the deal…” Amy continued.

		“Oh shit, you hear dat? She loves her some big black nigga dicks,” Jerry laughed.

		“No Amy… unacceptable…” Sam whimpered.

		“But I need some rest first,” Amy said.

		“Shit, you got all night to rest. We’ll be back tomorrow,” Jamal said.

		“Tomorrow? You won’t be tired after this?” Amy asked, just barely managing to get on her elbows.

		“Shit, if you ain’t so tired, I bet we could go another round right now,” Jamal replied.

		“No way…” Amy whispered.

		Her eyes glanced over at Jerry’s cock as it still stood rigid. He pulled up his boxer briefs, his member poking out and causing a large bulge between his legs. Jerry gave her a wink before pulling up his baggy jeans.

		“Maybe tomorrow,” Amy offered.

		“Oh fuck yeah,” Marcus said excitedly.

		“No… no no no…” Sam whispered angrily.

		“Sorry boss, but it looks like your wife is hooked. I don’t know what the name of this restaurant used to stand for, but from here on out, the BBC in BBC Bistro stands for Big, Black, Cock,” Jamal laughed.

		Jerry rubbed Sam’s hair as if he were a toddler before stepping out of the kitchen. Marcus followed him out and Jamal stopped at the doorway. He turned around and looked over at Amy with a huge grin.

		“I’ll see if I have some more nigga dat want to work here. Or if maybe buy some lunch or dinner,” he said with a nod.

		Amy nodded in returned and collapsed back down. Cum continued to leak out from her pussy and ass as she lay still on the counter. Sam sat silently in his chair, still too stunned and shocked by his wife’s decision.

		While he didn’t like what his wife had to say, a part of him actually did enjoy the show. He began to wonder if they would let him free next time. Maybe even participate. Though, even if he couldn’t participate, he hoped that he would at least be able to jack himself off.

		“Sam… no matter what you may be thinking, I still love you,” Amy said.

		“I… I still love you,” Sam replied, his little penis still rock hard as he imagined more black men fucking his wife.

		“Are you okay?” Amy asked.

		“You let me free next time? I want to join,” Sam replied.

		Amy paused as she closed her eyes and placed her forearm on her head. A smile crept up on her lips as she heard her husband’s words.

		“Maybe…” She replied coyly.

		***

		Amy groaned as she moved around in the kitchen. After the experience from last night, her body felt absolutely exhausted. The other line cooks seemed to take notice but were too afraid to ask what was wrong.

		Sam walked in, looking just as exhausted as her and sighed. Amy looked over at him.

		“What is it?” She asked.

		“What’s up?” Jamal yelled as he walked in, followed by Jerry, Marcus and two other big black men.

		“They here,” Sam said, staring at the ground.

		“We brought some buddies to help out. There’s a couple more out there looking to order some food too,” Jamal said.

		Amy smiled as her crotch grew nice and warm. She could barely handle the three of them, now there were five in her kitchen. The staff just stared in confusion as Amy grinned, thinking about the wild night ahead.
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