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I stared at Simon as he finished his roast beef sub that I had made for him.

"Damn, Gabbie," one of his co-workers said as they finished a turkey sub I made for them. "You make a good sub, I am full!"

"Thanks, Tyrone," I smiled, still looking at my husband.

"Yeah, she is a great cook!" Simon said as he rubbed his enormous stomach.

"Is that why you are so fat?" DJ, the other co-worker, grinned.

The others laughed.

"That's not my doing, fellas," I eyed the three black men at Simon's mobile office on the work site. "He was already big when we met."

Simon got a job working as night security at a construction site. They were tearing down the old mall and rebuilding it as an outside shopping center.

"We should get back out there," Jamon said, standing up.

"What's the rush?" I asked. "Not like anyone is going to steal anything."

"She's right," Simon yawned.

The crushed sleeping pills I had put in the sub were working. I hid the taste well with other ingredients. Soon, Simon would be sleeping like a baby.

The conversation carried on, and I flirted with the three guys by pulling on my shirt a couple of times, showing them my cleavage. I wore my jeans skirt, which showed off my thighs, and tall black boots.

Then it happened: Simon's head thumped onto his desk.

"That took longer than I thought," I said as I stood in the middle of the room.

"You drugged your old man?" DJ asked.

"Yup," I smiled as they stood up from their desks and approached me.

"Why would you do that?" Jamon asked.

They surrounded me. Each of them licking their lips as I squeezed my immense breasts and stared at their cocks.

"I think you know why," I smiled.

They had been watching me for weeks. Every time I came to visit Simon, they would make comments about my tits, my ass, or my thighs.

"Say it," Tyrone said.

"I want to see if what you said about what you can do to this is true," I said as I smacked my ass. "That you could make it gape and beg to be fucked by a black cock? How did you say it?"

I asked as I bent slightly, showing them my bare ass under my skirt. "An ass like this was meant for black cocks?" I teased.

They looked at Simon as their hands started fondling my body, my ass, my stomach, my tits. 

"Don't worry about him," I smiled. "He will be out for at least an hour, maybe more."

"Well, get to it," DJ said as he dropped his pants.

The others followed suit, they pushed me down to my knees, and soon I was sucking three black cocks.

'Too bad,' I thought as I looked up at Jamon as he grabbed my head and face fucked my mouth. 'Not a huge one among them.'

The coach's cock was the biggest black one I had fucked so far, and even then, it was only maybe nine inches. The repairman's was okay, but not huge.

I wanted to fuck one of those mythical ones, the ones that I saw on porn videos, thick as a television remote and as long as my arm, but average would have to do for now.

"Get up," Tyrone ordered.

They pulled off my skirt, and Tyrone was the first to bend me over and shove his cock into me.

"Yes!" I said as DJ grabbed me by the hair and slammed his cock into his mouth.

"Damn, look at this white bitch!" Jamon said as he held his cock in his hand.

"I have tits, you don't have to jerk yourself off," I said as I caught a breath from sucking DJ's cock.

Jamon didn't hesitate to squeeze my tits. Somehow, he managed to maneuver his skinny body between mine and the table and started to fuck my tits.

"You know," I said as they started to get a rhythm of fucking my mouth, tits and pussy. "I have three holes, that need filling," I smiled as DJ slapped my face with his cock.
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