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Excerpt

 


Brandine had brought her new neighbors,
apparent Hispanic gang members, a plate of cookies to welcome them
to the neighborhood and ask them to keep it down as she was seven
months pregnant and needed the sleep. Before she could bring it up,
Hector, the leader, shocked her by telling her that he wanted to
fuck her. That they all wanted to fuck her...

 


She looked around at the other three. They
were all now stroking themselves. Santino and pulled his cock out
of his pants. It was jutting upright. It must've been 9 inches and
precum was dripping down the side of his uncut head. Every fiber of
her being told her to get the hell out of there right now. She
turned back towards the grinning Hector. "I…"

 


The Hispanic gangsta pressed his lips firmly
against hers. After the moment of initial shock, she closed her
eyes and let his tongue into her mouth. His hand went back to her
breast and he squeezed, tight. With his other, he reached under her
billowy skirt and slid his hand beneath her panties, grabbing her
ass cheek tightly. She shuddered and moaned.

 


He stepped back, even as he mauled her
pregnancy-swollen tit and molested her ass. He sneered at her.
"Tell me what you want, Mami. Tell me what you want us to do you."
God help her, she couldn't stop stroking his cock. Mark would be
lucky to top out at 6 inches and he wasn't much thicker around than
the mouth of the beer bottle. Hector's cock, she could feel, seemed
to be as thick as that same beer bottle, only the widest part.

 


Her pussy ached so badly. Her breasts and
ass cheek felt so good in his hands, even though he was being
rough. But she had never had sex with another man in her life. And
were they going to take turns? Or…? Her breathing got so shallow
that she was in danger of passing out from lack of oxygen.

 


"I want you to fuck me," she said, barely
above a whisper.

 


SMACK! She yelped as he slapped her across
the face. She realized almost instantly that it was more from the
surprise of it than from any actual pain. It stung – and would be
red for a while – but it didn't ring her bell. Hector was so scary,
the way he looked at her. "Beg for it," he growled. "Beg for it
like the little cock whore you are."

 


Brandine was shaking so hard now. It was
from the overload of adrenaline, the incredible longing she felt in
her lower parts, and the anticipation of the degradation that was
about to come.

 


"Fuck me." Her voice was even shakier than
she was. "Please," she managed to spit out. "Please, fuck me." She
glanced around the room, the crazed lust visible on her face, her
eyes ablaze. "All of you, please, fuck me!"

 


Hector quickly pulled his shirt off and
tossed it aside. He lifted the front of her blouse, exposing her
swollen belly. He ran his hand softly up and down on her tummy. He
embraced her and she put her arms around him as well, resting her
head on his shoulder. "Don't worry, Mami," he whispered into her
ear softly. "It's going to hurt but you're going to want more and
more of it."

 


As Hector stepped back, Santino was shucking
the last of his clothes. Brandine pulled her blouse over her head
as Hector hooked her skirt and panties together, pulling them
around her ankles. She kicked off her shoes and stepped out of
everything. It was the first time she was naked in front of anyone
but her husband or a doctor and she didn't even know these animals.
She touched her belly and silently prayed that she was doing the
right thing.

 


Santino had climbed onto the sofa and was
standing at the end closest to her. His thick, 9-inch cock was
bobbing obscenely out in front of him. Hector pushed her towards
it. "Suck that cock, bitch...!"
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 Book 1,
Chapter 1

 


She was just over seven months pregnant when
it all started. A gang of cholos moved in across the street and
turned her whole world upside down. In a matter of a few hours,
Brandine would go from a faithful young wife – who had stayed pure
until her wedding night – and expectant mother, to a cum-guzzling
fuckslut, totally addicted to thick Latino cock.

 


Her husband was out of
state on business for the week, so she was alone. The neighborhood
was lower-middle-class but it had always been fairly quiet and
respectable. The house across the street had been vacant for over a
year. They must've been getting desperate
to rent it out, she thought later, after
getting a good look at the new neighbors.

 


Brandine was laying on the floor in the
living room, doing her exercises when she heard car doors slamming
and loud, boisterous voices. She got up and went to the front
window. Across the street, she saw seven young Hispanic men. She
judged them all to be around twenty-one or twenty-two years old.
And they all wore similar clothing, and they all wore the same
color bandanna on their heads.

 


Gang members!
she thought. Little did she know how right she
was. She slipped behind the curtain, then carefully peeked out
between it and the corner of the window so that they wouldn't see
her watching them. They sure were a scary lot, she
thought.

 


They seemed out of place in her quaint
little neighborhood. She got the number of the landlord off of the
house for rent sign months earlier, just in case one of her or her
husband's friends were looking for a place. She found it and
called. "I live next door," she told them, "and I just wanted to
make sure that you actually did rent the house." When she was told
that it was indeed rented, that's when she thought they must be
getting desperate.

 


Brandine liked – no, needed – to take a nap
in the afternoon. But that was impossible this day. Not only were
the guys yelling and laughing quite loudly but they were playing
their music at levels that sometimes made her windows rattle.
Sometimes one or two guys would ride up on motorcycles. It was
crazy! She even tried to create a white noise buffer with a large
box fan, to no avail. The night was even worse. She thought about
calling the police several times but kept balking at the idea. She
was afraid they would find out who called and take it out on her or
her husband. But, shortly after midnight, she had had enough and
reached for the phone. It was at that very moment, that the house
across the street became quiet for the first time since they had
arrived.

 


By the time one in the afternoon came
around, Brandine was exhausted. Normally, she wouldn't lie down
until two or three but the neighbors had kept her up last night so
she went down early. And she got nearly an hour of sleep before the
boys across the way started up with the music again.

 


"Maybe you should bring them some of your
cookies, dear," said her husband, over the phone. "And ask them
nicely to keep it down." Between the pregnancy and her lack of
sleep, Brandine let Mark know that his advice wasn't really
appreciated.

 


"Why should I bake cookies for these rude
people?" She wasn't the type to swear but she almost did. She was
that fed up. But Mark made sure to be calm and soothing to her.
Twenty minutes after their conversation, she realized that he might
be right. Fortunately for her, she had the ingredients on hand.
"Besides," she thought, it wasn't any different from what she had
done for any other new neighbors. "I always bring them cookies."
Why should her new neighbors be any different?

 


She took a quick shower while the cookies
cooled. She noticed that her breasts and belly seemed just a bit
bigger than the day before. She had to hike up her leg and bend
over a bit awkwardly, to clean her private parts. They ached a bit
at her touch. Mark had stopped giving her attention shortly after
she started to show. "I don't want to hurt the baby," he had told
her.

 


She towel-dried her shoulder-length, dirty
blonde hair and simply combed it. She had little time for anything
fancy these days. Plus, who would she be trying to impress? A bunch
of gangbangers? Hardly. She put on her maternity panties and bra.
Brandine had always been a nice C cup but had swollen up to DD
recently. She wasn't secreting milk yet but it was only a matter of
time. An airy white skirt and matching, baggy blouse completed her
ensemble.

 


Twenty minutes later, her hair was nearly
dry and she had a big plate of cookies, covered with plastic wrap
in her hand. She was standing outside the cholos' door, knocking.
The music was far too loud and no one responded. The front door was
open but the screen was closed. She tried to peer in but there was
a short little entryway before the living room and she couldn't see
anything. Finally, the song ended and she knocked, once more.
Someone shouted from inside. "Who the fuck is it?"

 


Brandine was a bit taken aback. She was a
good girl, from a good, strong religious upbringing, who still went
to church almost every week. But she also realized that her new
neighbors probably thought it was one of their friends. Once they
saw her and how pregnant she was, they would apologize. "It's
Brandine," she said loudly through the door. "I'm your neighbor
from across the street and I brought you a little gift to welcome
you to the neighborhood."

 


The music kicked in loudly just then but
someone turned the volume down really quickly. She heard somebody
shout something that sounded like "come on in," but she wasn't
sure. She hesitated but when no one came to the door, she decided
to go in anyway. Nervously, she entered the living room.

 


There were three young
Hispanic men in the room. They were all a bit scruffy looking,
dressed in baggy pants and wife beaters. Everyone had tattoos.
There was a violent video game on the big screen and beer cans,
alcohol bottles, and food wrappers pretty much everywhere. It
looked like they had been in there for a month and never cleaned
the place once. Oh, and she noticed a skunk smell – just before she
saw the reefer and other paraphernalia. Marijuana, she thought.
Of course.

 


There was a big, muscular guy with dark
hair, a beard, and mustache, playing the game. She thought he
looked a little like Satan. He didn't even look her way. "So," he
said, "what the fuck you want?" Brandine was hurt. She was about to
tell him how rude he was when there was a voice from behind.
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