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Excerpt

 


Over her, the sweaty young Mexican grunted
as he pounded her butthole. To the side, Santino grinned behind the
meat that dangled over her head. He grabbed it, jerking it, his
precum dripping and splattering all over her face.

 


All at once, Beto pulled out and stepped
back. Brandine knew that they'd found their rhythm and was glad
that she'd had that one last orgasm at least, for now. Carlos took
his place, ramming his dick deep into her rectal orifice without
hesitation or mercy. As she cried out, Santino stuffed his heel
into her mouth once more. Involuntarily, she licked it!

 


Carlos pounded her anus
for a few seconds and then pulled out. He pressed it to her
pussy. NO! she
thought, her protest remaining internal. He shoved his cock, fresh
from her asshole, deep into her pussy. He pounded her hot pot with
several brutal strokes, then slipped it back into her backdoor.
Back and forth he went. It was wrong and even dangerous, but it
made her tremble, squirm, and moan. I'm
such a filthy whore...!
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Book 3, Chapter 1

 


There were a lot of things that troubled
Mark as he spoke to his very pregnant wife. Chief among those was
that he wasn't ready to be a father – not that he had much choice,
now. He hadn't really been looking for a bride when he met her, he
just felt pressured by his family and church community. She was
sweet and pretty, and wholesome, too. A new member to his
congregation.

 


And she liked him, a lot. That was a very
important factor. The sex on their wedding night was clumsy at best
– after all, they were both virgins. But she was warm and tight and
he did his best to please her. They had sex fairly regularly after
that, as they were trying to have a child. Add Brandine to his
folks and fellow church members in terms of pressure for that
one.

 


They didn't find out that she was pregnant
until the third month. He was surprised when she still wanted to
have sex and even when he mentioned that it should only be for
procreation, she dismissed it. "We're married and I need it," she
said. He did his husbandly duty for a while, until she started to
show. "I can't," he said. "You're too delicate. I can't."

 


And he stuck to that line.

 


However, he'd been concerned for the last
couple of days. They had new neighbors and they were making his
wife's life a living hell. Nothing direct, just being noisy and
keeping her from getting the rest she needed. "They're Mexicans or
something," she whispered hoarsely into the phone, just a day
earlier. "They look like gang members."

 


He cared a great deal about his wife and
baby, but he did his best to keep cool about it, even suggesting
that she try to make friends with them by baking them some cookies.
She didn't take that very well. Apparently, though, she did just
that, and the next day, everything was fine. She spoke about them
in a very positive manner. For such a white-bread girl, who'd led a
sheltered life, she was suddenly going on about Mexicans this, and
Cholos that...

 


There was a bit of melancholy in her voice
that he noted, too, but that wasn't where his thoughts were. He'd
left the curtains of his motel room parted for some sunlight. He
idly watched the comings and goings of other guests and even noted
a buxom Hispanic maid as she pushed the cart past his window.
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