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Part 1

"Stop! Please! I can't do that!"

I was snapped immediately out of the pleasant daydream I had been having, strolling down the street just before sunset on a cold December day. That had definitely been a very distraught young woman, and it sounded like she was in trouble. I took off, following the voice.

Now, some background: I do not appear, at first glance, to be physically intimidating. I stand only 5'6" and weigh under 170lb. My face is usually happy and bright, and my hair nicely kept. I wear high-end (but not quite "designer") clothing, and look well maintained.

However, back a few years ago, when I was serving with the Army Rangers, it was a different story. I had been perpetually dirty, haggard, and wary, always looking out for trouble. Happily, the devotion to physical fitness dies hard, and I was almost entirely lean, combat-ready muscle.

That readiness to intervene evidently also dies hard. I had been working as a data scientist for the past 10 years, a nice comfortable white-collar job, and made quite a bit of money. My wife, Clara, and I had 2 beautiful little girls, ages 8 and 5, named Sasha and Katya. But I still reacted immediately, and am so glad I did.

I thought of my girls, and my wife, as I sprinted towards the sounds of the young woman struggling. Rounding the corner into a dark alley, I saw a towering thug holding a teenager (she looked about 18) by the wrists, pinning her to a wall while she flailed in an attempt to escape. 4 other men stood around, watching and sneering.

"You better get your slut ass out there and make me some money!" the shadowy man hollered, and the girl sobbed.

"No! My sister said she didn't ever want me to!" the girl wailed, pleading.

"She been out here working for years!" he answered cruelly, and grabbed the front of her shirt. He started to tear her shirt away, and I heard it start to rip, but by then I was close.

"Stop." I ordered calmly, cold menace in my voice. The guys who had been standing around watching jumped, having been unaware of my approach.

"The fuck is this?" the leader asked, incredulous. He clearly wasn't used to being confronted.

"Let her go, and you all can walk away," I calmly explained, looking him meaningfully in the eyes.

"Fuck this mother-" one of the cronies started, moving into my path to block me. He was cut off by the jab that promptly broke his nose, followed by the uppercut that dislocated his jaw and the kick that popped his knee, sending him sprawling to the side, unconscious.

"Let. Her. Go." This time, instead of calm authority, my voice projected clear, lethal menace. The rest of the gang looked at me in shock, and the girl was able to slip out of the hold she had been trapped in and run down the alley, back the way I had come.

"You just cost us a whore!" bellowed the boss, and angrily advanced. He and his crew gathered together, unsure of what to do in the face of the mysterious threat before them.

All of a sudden, the one in charge pushed one of his lackeys forward, and he stumbled towards me, looking scared.

"Get this asshole!" was the order, and soon they were all around me, ready to grind me into dust.

It didn't take long.

While they tried to flank me, I used my elbow to crush the jugular of the guy in front of mez and stepped quickly over his wheezing, sputtering body to get to the big guy.

Almost before anybody could react, a firm punch to the gut had him doubled over, and I was behind him with one hand holding him by the long, dirty hair while the other held my military-issued knife against his throat.

The other guys all looked shocked, and one started to come forward hesitantly.

"Don't! Fuck!" yelled my prisoner, feeling the sharp blade draw blood from his neck.

"Everyone sit down. Now." They all slowly complied, looking very unsure what was going on.

"I could kill you all pretty easily, and claim self-defense," I informed them. "I wouldn't even do time. Hell, after rescuing that girl? I'd be a fucking hero!" They all paled, worried I might be considering it.

"You can't!" one of them shouted, but quieted down when I dragged the blade along his leader's throat, leaving a bloody line. Not deep enough to kill him, but damn sure deep enough to scare the restrained man, and quiet his posse down.

"Who's the girl?"

"We dunno her!" Another drag started across the tattooed neck, until one of the guys jumped in to answer, speaking very rapidly.

"I think her name's Carla! Her sister Francesca works the streets for us. Carla just turned 18, so we's was putting her to work too!" My heart lurched.

"How old is Francesca?"

"Like 23? Been out here since she turned 18… but we checked! None of our girls are underage!" He seemed proud of that. Garbage, with a shit brain.

"Can you get Francesca here?" I asked, formulating a plan of action.

"Whatcbu want with her?" one of the guys growled. Cute, he was possessive of the gang's 'property.'

"That matter?" I asked honestly, cocking an eyebrow. They grunted in the negative, and one got on the phone, having Francesca brought to our location.

She arrived, along with 3 more gang members, a few minutes later. "We brought the whore! Now let our boss go!" one of them called, pushing the trembling and whimpering young woman forward.

"Wh - What do you want from me?" she asked, tearing up.

"Nothing. I'm getting you out of here. And your sister." I looked at her with an honest expression, trying to make her believe. Even if she thought it was a long-shot, I was offering her an out, and she had to try to take it!

"Okay… but how do you know Carla?" I explained the situation to her, and she glared at the guy bleeding in my grip.

"Can you get her back here?" I asked the older sister, and she hesitantly agreed. Almost immediately, Carla stepped around the corner. Evidently, she hadn't gone far, and had heard everything.

"Cesca? Is this guy for real?" she asked with a Mexican accent, apparently in disbelief at her rescue.

"I dunno, hermana… but you got a better option?" Francesca laughed, looking at me hopefully.

Just then, the guy I had been holding got fed up with the situation and grabbed my hand, the one holding the knife! "Fuck you, you -" his words got cut off by a sickening crunch as I twisted and snapped his neck.

Rising calmly, I twirled my bloody knife and walked towards the girls, my eyes on the reeling gang members. "We good to leave? Or anyone want to try to stop us?" I asked with perfect calm, wiping the blood on my nice jeans. The guys stared, slack-jawed, and then scattered, panicked, in retreat.

"Sorry about that," I offered, hilting my once-again-clean blade. Carrying weapons didn't make for great introductions, after all. "I'm Leo," I offered, holding out my hand.

"Uh… you… Marco is…" jabbered Francesca, but Carla acted before her sister could put her thoughts together. She jumped towards me, threw her arms around my neck, and hugged me tight.

"Oh thank you! You saved me!" she enthused. I just laughed and stepped back. I hadn't really looked at her before, just had heard and seen a girl in trouble. Looking at her now nearly took my breath away. Carla was the most beautiful Latina teen I had ever seen. She was about 5'2" with a slender frame counterpointed by wide-ish hips and a full, perky chest. She had wavy, dark-brown hair which framed her angelic face, complete with pouty lips, sparkling brown eyes, and a cute button nose. She was a clear 10/10, and I marvelled at the ability of adrenaline to have stopped me from noticing.

"I just did what anybody would do," I argued humbly, and Francesca rolled her eyes.

"Yeah, except nobody ever does," she pointed out, and I blushed a little.

"Well either way, you're not going back with them, okay?" The sisters nodded, and I motioned along the alley. "Come with me and we'll get you somewhere safe." Carla almost immediately nodded and clung to my arm, eager to go, and Francesca eventually followed along, seeing no better options.

They asked where I learned to fight, and I spent the rest of the walk back to my vehicle telling them about Ranger training and my tours. They both paid rapt attention, until we got to the car and Carla gasped out, "holy shit!" They both stood slack-jawed, gaping at my almost-new, military-style Humvee. She was a beauty, and could essentially drive through a building without stopping. I loved driving her, and was of the opinion that she was well worth the obscene money she had cost.

"This is really your car?" Francesca asked, disbelieving. I nodded and unlocked it, climbing in and motioning for them to do the same. Francesca timidly climbed into the passenger seat, while Carla took the back row. I made sure they were buckled, and started the drive home.

"Are we going to your… house?" Francesca asked nervously. I said that was the plan, and she suddenly got very quiet.

"Why? Is everything okay?" I asked, and she almost started to cry.

"I am so fucking stupid!" she admonished herself. "I thought you were this hero, maybe, but you just want a couple of live-in whores!" She looked absolutely devastated, and Carla gasped from the back row, heartbroken. I just chuckled and rolled my eyes. "What the fuck is so funny? Tricked the dumb, slutty chicas, huh?" Francesca demanded, fuming.

"No, just trust me, you'll see," I explained, and turned into my driveway - it had not been a long drive at all, I was just stopping by the post office in town.

"I mean, better him than Marco?" Carla mused, and the sisters followed me up the stone path to his house with sad, subdued expressions. "Okay, so what do you w-" Francesca started to demand, when Sasha and Katya ran, shrieking with joy, out the front door.

"Daddy! You're home!" Sasha screamed, jumping into my outstretched arms. I picked her up and twirled her, making her giggle uncontrollably, while Katya just stared at the Latinas.

"Daddy? Who are they?" she asked uncertainly. I hadn't dated since Clara had died of cancer a few years ago, so the only woman they saw with regularity was my sister, Kate.

"These are Carla and Francesca, sweety," I told her. "They were in trouble, so they'll be staying with us for a while while they figure it out. Is that okay with you girls?" Both my daughters nodded happily; it would be like having older sisters!

"So, ladies, you feeling less nervous?" I asked with a smile, and the Latinas nodded, smiling sweetly at my little girls.

We went inside and I got my daughters to bed, then got our guests some water and food so we could sit and talk. Francesca told me everything, with occasional input from Carla, and my heart broke for them.

Their parents had been killed in a car crash 7 years ago, when Francesca was 16 and Carla was 11. The older sister had dropped out of school to care for her sibling, and struggled to make ends meet - the insurance lasted about a year and a half before things became very tight. On her 18th birthday, Fancesca started working the streets to make money, and was quickly taken in by the gang. She kept Carla in school, but as the younger sister neared 18 the men decided that she should be put to work, too. "Shit birthday this is," laughed Carla, and I was momentarily stopped dead.

"Wait, today is your birthday?" I asked, and when she nodded I got up and went to the oven, preheating it.

"What are you doing?" Carla asked, her voice cautiously hopeful.

"Making you a cake!" I told her. She giggled cutely, and we kept filling each other in on our lives while I baked. It was hard for me to talk about Clara, but I told them about her fight with cancer, and how our girls were the only things that got me through being widowed.

"That must have been hard, I can tell you really loved her," Carla said sympathetically, and Francesca nodded her agreement.

"It was, and I do." They smiled their understanding, and I told them all about my wife while the cake baked. Eventually, I took the cake out and sang, much to the women's amusement, before we dug in.

"Okay, well this has been fun, but we should all get to sleep," I told them, and guided them to the guest room they could share. We had multiple rooms available, but I figured being separated could make them feel unsafe. I got them spare toothbrushes and old T shirts for PJs, made sure they knew where the bathroom was, and went to bed myself, smiling at how proud of me Clara would have been for helping.

"Morning, ladies!" I greeted when the latinas stumbled into the kitchen, doubtlessly lured by the smell of bacon cooking. "Breakfast should be ready soon. For now, tell the girls what you want to drink and I'm sure they can help me host." My daughters were giddy at that, and rushed to fetch the OJ when Francesca politely requested some.

When we were all seated at the table, I got started with elaborating my plan. "So, first things first: We need to go shopping."

My girls shrieked in delight, but our guests just grimaced. "We… don't have any money," Francesca informed me glumly.

"That's fine, I have money and want to help," I informed her, and Carla's eyes sparkled.

"Really?" she asked as if unable to believe her luck.

"Really, you need clothes and my wife would have wanted to help you," I told them, and my girls got quiet. They didn't like talking about their mom, because usually it made me sad.

Convinced, or just sincerely in need, we all piled into the Humvee after breakfast and drove to the mall.

Once there, it took some prodding to get the women to pick a store to start at. "So… the Macy's down the end has a bunch of stuff, there's a GAP, a JC Penney… You need everything, right?" They both looked reluctant to choose, so I turned to my daughters for help. "Girls, if you had to pick a store to buy clothes for our new friends…?" With almost no hesitation, we were headed to Macy's. Sasha ran to the women's section, picked a black dress off the rack, brought it back to Carla, and held it up.

"This would make your eyes so pretty!" my little fashionista declared, and Carla went to try it on, giggling. When she came out of the fitting room to model it for us, to a chorus of 'beautiful!', 'stunning!', and 'you go girl!' from my daughters and a completely stunned nod from me, she beamed us a smile. After changing back into her worn clothing, she walked up to me and her sister holding the dress.

"That was so fun! Your girls are sweet. But… this dress is $500. That'd be way too much! You're being so nice to us, I can't ask you to do that." She looked sad, having loved trying it on.

"Did you like the dress?" She nodded sadly. "Get it. You looked beautiful, and it would make Sasha so happy. Here," I handed Francesca my credit card and she looked like the plastic almost burned her hand, "that card has a $25,000 limit and is fully paid off. Buy whatever you need for clothing, and some shoes. I'm going to run across the street to pick up some stuff young women typically need, and I'll just leave everything in your bathroom when we get home."

"You… we can't…" she looked like she was holding a loaded gun.

"If you can't spend that much on clothing for yourselves, I'm sure Katya can help!" My daughter erupted in a huge smile, "and Sasha's already made a solid start." We looked over to see my oldest holding a small pile of clothes and standing impatiently by the fitting rooms.

"I can! Okay, so Francesca, these are for you," she set about half the items on hooks outside one fitting room, "and Carla you have to try these on."

Francesca looked close to panic, and her eyes seemed to be scanning for an escape route. I laughed, and guided her to the room indicated by Sasha. "Have fun! Oh, and don't forget, like, normal clothes in Sasha's high-fashion spree."

"Leo. This is too much!" she finally hissed to me through gritted teeth.

I stopped and looked her dead in the eyes. Speaking softly so as not to be heard, I told her firmly, "my little girls' mother died. They haven't gotten to go shopping for women's clothing in 3 years, since Clara passed. She loved shopping with our girls, putting on little fashion shows with anything they picked out. It was something they all loved doing together. They want to feel like that, st least, can still happen without her. It will make them feel close to their mother. Do not break my girls' hearts." When Francesca, with big, watery eyes, nodded that she would, I smiled, thanked her, and walked away. Carla, of course, was already in Katya's clutches, laughing with her as she looked through the young girl's selections.

I smiled to myself as I left the store. Fine, so it had been a bit of a white lie! Clara had died when Katya was 2 and Sasha was 5. Clara had loved shopping with them, but it hadn't been quite as big a mother-daughter tradition as I had let on. But I knew Clara would have approved. I smiled, and went to CVS.

4 hours later, I walked back into the mall, having finished all of my errands. I had purchased feminine products for the women, school supplies for them both (Francesca, I had resolved, should have the chance to get her GED), nice laptops and cell phones for them, and a week's worth of groceries for the 5 of us. I was feeling good, and hoped that my girls hadn't been too aggressive and scarred our guests.

I was just thinking where I should start looking for them when I overhead some teenage girls laughing, telling each other stories about what they had just seen. “And then, the little girl grabbed a measuring ribbon and starts checking how wide the Mexican’s hips are!”

I was a little bit put off by hearing one of the ladies described as ‘the Mexican’ but now didn’t seem the time for racial sensitivity training. “Excuse me?” When the teenager looked at me cautiously, I went on, “that little girl’s my daughter; where are they?”

“They’re in Victoria’s Secret still, I think…” I nodded, thanked her, and started walking to the store, leaving the teenagers giggling and I’m sure gossipping behind my back.

When I arrived at the store, I immediately heard Katya screaming her joy as she selected items, and saw Carla smiling as she went to try them on. I looked around and saw Sasha standing, looking forlorn, outside a fitting room. I immediately rushed over, hugged her, and asked, “what’s up, sweety? Is everything okay?” She shook her head and looked at me with big eyes, motioning towards the fitting room curtain. I heard soft sobbing coming from inside, and was scared that maybe  Sasha had been insensitive or something.

“Francesca? Are you okay?” I asked.

“It’s fine, just go… We don’t deserve this!” she cried, and Carla heard as she came out to model a matching bra/panty set for my other daughter. Damn, that young woman had a body that could melt steel! Or, in this case and much to my chagrin, start steel forming… I quickly looked away, but Carla came over to see what was happening.

“Hermana?” she asked softly, to no response. She peeked her head into the fitting room, and then stepped in, pulling me in with her.

I was once again floored. I had seen Francesca wearing dirty, tattered clothing and covered in dirt, and had not been trying to notice either of the young ladies in this capacity anyways, but in this context I couldn’t help but stare. Holy. Fuck.

Francesca was about an inch taller than her sister, at 5’3”, and roughly the same weight. She had washboard abs, though maybe a bit on the too-skinny side, and long, smooth legs ending in petite, cute feet. Her wide hips stretched the cotton panties she had been trying on, and her gorgeous hair hung down past her shoulders, partially shielding her crying face. The ends of her hair, though, rested near the tops of the most incredible pair of breasts I had ever seen. Where her younger sister had a perky set of maybe B-cup boobs, Francesca was stacked. They had to be at least a D-cup, and sat high and proud on her chest. I shook my head to get it out of the gutter, and Francesca looked up at me and her sister.

“I don’t deserve this!” she sobbed, looking absolutely miserable.

“What do you mean? Of course you do!” I tried to assure her.

“No, Leo, you don’t understand… This is the first time I’ve worn a bra in 5 years!” she admitted brokenly. “The gang wanted my tits out and accessible, and wouldn’t let me even own one!” I was crushed, and more than a little angry.

“Well you aren’t with them anymore, and you certainly need a bra to go with all of the clothing my girls picked out!”

“I don’t deserve any of this! I’m not some princess who should be treated like this. I’m a fucking whore, Leo! You know what I’ve been doing for the past 5 years? I’ve been selling my body to fucking criminals. I’ve been going into cars, or to motel rooms, and letting guys fuck me, or sucking them off, or… I hate myself!” she broke down completely.

Carla rushed to hug her sister, stroking her hair and speaking softly to her in Spanish. Just then, there was a knock at the entrance to the fitting room. One of the sales associates was concerned about the crying.

I stepped outside, leaving the sisters to talk, and addressed the uppity-looking woman. “Can I help you?” I asked politely.

“Yes… Is… You can’t bring prostitutes in here!” she whispered angrily.

My vision flashed red. “Lady, fuck off. Those women were homeless orphans, and I’m helping them buy clothes. Now, you can either go far away - in fact, take the rest of the day off - or I swear to god I will make sure you lose your job!” I almost shouted. She started to sputter and argue, when my little Sasha ran up, decked out in designer clothing and with $300 sunglasses.

“Daddy, why does this lady hate our friends? Oh, and I think we spent about $24,000 on this card!” The woman paled, not realizing how much money - and therefore influence - I evidently had.

“I - I - I… hope you have a nice day,” she suggested, shocked. I nodded towards the door, and she left, chastened.

“Nice one, baby girl!” I high-fived Sasha, who beamed at me.

“Thanks!” she said proudly.

“Why are you wearing new clothes?!” I asked, slightly surprised that she would have spent some on herself.

“We all got matching outfits, Daddy!” Katya told me happily. “It was Carla’s idea!” I smiled and decided to let it slide. It sounded like they were all bonding, and my girls did look adorable.

“Leo? Can you come in here?” I heard Francesca's voice call from the fitting room. I entered quickly, to find the sisters sitting on a bench, looking at me sadly.

“What’s up, girls?”

Carla addressed me with a shaky voice, “did you really… Nobody’s ever stood up for us before!” She looked shocked.

“Of course. And it doesn’t matter what used to happen, I’ll stick up for you from now on.”

“But… why us?” Francesca asked.

“Well… at first I was just helping Carla, but then? I knew I’d want somebody to do the same if my girls needed help.” I told them truthfully.

“But… but Leo, I’m a whore!” she told me as if this rendered her without value.

“No, you aren’t.” She looked up at me, confused, and I went on, “it doesn’t matter what you had to do in the past, what matters is that now you’ve got a home, and people who care about you.”

“I…” she started unsure how to respond.

“Do you like what Sasha chose for you?” I asked politely, not staring too hard at her gorgeous, sexy tits straining against the bra. She nodded shyly, and I grinned. “Great, she’ll be thrilled. Now, are we done with this nonsense?” I asked with finality, and Francesca sniffled and nodded.

I stood to leave, and Carla grabbed my arm. “Thank you, Leo, for everything,” she said sincerely. I smiled and went to leave, but before I could Francesca nearly tackled me in a strong, slightly teary hug.

“You’re what I have been praying for for 5 years…” she whispered to me, and I couldn’t help but notice her bountiful chest pressed into me. Damn it! I had to stop thinking of these women sexually! They were vulnerable and scared, and I wasn’t some gross perv!

“That’s sweet, but really, I’m just trying to avoid being cursed from the Beyond by my wife,” I laughed, smiling and joking. “Now, Sasha said you spent about $24,000 on that card?”

“23,987.56, to be exact,” Francesca admitted, and I was impressed at her apparent aptitude for numbers. “We could always return some... “

“No way! If you need more to finish this spree, let me know, but do you know how much more you still have to do?”

“We’re almost done, Daddy!” Katya called into the room, and we all laughed. “But then you need to go pick up our purchases from the stores!

We bought the underwear they had been trying on, and a few more sets in different colors, and then started a tour of the mall, with almost every clothing store having another bag (or a few) to add to my load. By the time we got back to the Humvee, I was struggling to carry it all!

“Well, that should be enough to start, right?” I asked, chuckling, as I dumped everything into the storage space in the back. Sasha nodded proudly, and Carla smiled. Francesca mouthed her thanks, and was pulled immediately by Katya to sit in the back row.

“Daddy can drive! We need to talk!” she ordered, and the 4 young women all climbed into the back. They whispered secretively all the way back to the house, and I started unloading the haul while they were still talking. I brought everything to the guest room and dropped it on the bed (which I noticed had been made) before going back out.

“Lunch time, ladies?” I asked cheerfully, and they all scrambled out, ravenous from a big morning of shopping.

“Oh my god…” moaned Carla, looking enraptured.

“Can turkey even be this good?” asked Francesca through a full mouth of sandwich.

I just laughed, happy that they were happy, and we had a cheerful conversation about the house while we ate. Clara and I had had it built for our family - we initially wanted 4 kids, but the cancer had messed with that plan. It was big, with 7 bedrooms, an outdoor pool, a detached garage, and everything a young family could hope for, including a big, private yard. I told them about the floorplans, and the design process, and how I had done some renovations myself (converting the nurseries into bedrooms for the girls, expanding the play-room when the girls’ stash of toys grw too large, and other things). The latinas just smiled at my stories of nearly falling off ladders, and told us about their parents and how they had decorated so energetically for Christmas every year. It sounded lovely, and I noticed how we were all talking about the family members who were no longer with us without crying, which seemed like a good sign.

After some time playing ping-pong in the basement, a fun movie together in the screening room, and a delicious pot roast dinner, it was getting to be the girls’ bedtime, and I told them so.

“But Daddy!” Katya whined, and I rolled my eyes.

“It’s time, sweetheart,” I informed her with deadpan seriousness, and she giggled and went to brush her teeth with her sister. They came back into the living room where we had been doing a puzzle together to say goodnight, and after big hugs and kisses all around they scurried off to their respective rooms, exhausted from the day despite their objections.

“They’re so sweet!” Carla commented once they were out of sight.

“They really are,” I confirmed proudly. I tried to be a good father, and I was very happy with how they were turning out!

“You’re a good man,” Francesca said with conviction, and I smiled at the compliment.

“Thank you. You’d have loved Clara,” I informed her, missing my wife.

“I’m sure we would have,” Carla said a bit sadly. “But Leo… We appreciate everything, but… This is all so much!” she said, gesturing at the pile of miscellaneous gifts still waiting to be unpackaged. They had been shocked at the cell phones and other gadgets, and had almost sobbed at the school supplies.

“I’m happy to do it,” I said honestly, and nodded at Francesca’s disbelieving look.

“There has to be… something we can do to repay you?” she asked softly.

“I don’t need anything,” I said, “it just makes me happy to know you aren’t out on the streets anymore. I’m so sorry you had to do that.”

“I am, too... “ Francesca started sadly, “but on the bright side, it did teach me some skills… Let me thank you with a blowjob?” she asked hopefully. “I swear I’m clean; the gang got me tested regularly and I always used condoms!”

“What?!” I asked, taken fully aback.

“Please, Leo… It’s the only way I know how to repay you!” the older sister said earnestly, dropping to her knees. She thrust her impressive chest out, and looked up at me hopefully.

“No!” I practically shouted, forcefully pulling her to her feet. “No. You don’t owe me anything. You want to pay me back? Help me take care of the girls, maybe clean up a bit, and do good in school. I will never ask you for that!” I stormed upstairs to my room, got ready for bed, and listened as the women argued downstairs and eventually did the same. When I was sure they were in their room, I admitted to myself that I was feeling pretty aroused from everything, and masturbated loooking at a picture of my wife. I fell asleep, and slept a bit fitfully, with dreams of latinas and blowjobs in my head.

The next morning, Sunday, I woke the ladies of the house (all 4 of them) with the smell of French toast. “Good morning, Francesca!” I called as I saw her timidly peeking around the corner. She stepped forward, dressed in comfy-looking flannel PJs, and walked shyly up to me.

“Leo… can we talk?” she asked hesitantly. I nodded, took the finished food off the griddle, and killed the stove, nodding towards my office.

“What’s up?” I asked once we were alone with the door closed.

“I’m… I’m sorry for being too forward. I just… I only have one set of skills, and I wasn’t implying that you were helping us for that… But I need you to know, if you ever want, I’m willing. And Carla, too. I never was going to let her work like me, but for you I would be happy to know she was helping, too. I know since Clara died you’ve been all alone, and… Just let me know if we can help, okay?” She said everything rapidly, barely breathing, and clearly determined to get it all out without being stopped.

I looked at her, with her gorgeous, sexy body concealed under the pajamas, and thought about what she had said seriously. She no longer seemed desperate, or depressed, and wasn’t offering me her body because it was the only thing she thought made her worth anything. Now, it seemed to be a reasoned assessment of my needs (which, to be truthful, had been quite neglected for several years) and her desire to make me feel good. This felt less predatory, and more honest - just 2 people, attracted to each other, wanting to make each other feel good.

“That’s… uh… thank you,” I said, looking into her eyes. “I understand, and I appreciate the offer.”

“So…” Francesca started to unbutton her shirt, and I stopped her with a raised hand.

“Definitely not now! My girls are coming down soon, unless they hate French toast all of a sudden,” I laughed. “How about this? Let’s forget this whole thing, okay? Let’s just act like today is a date between 2 people who like each other, spend it having fun with your sister and my girls, and see where it goes from there? I don’t know if I’m ready for a relationship yet, but I certainly don’t want to just use you for sex.”

Francesca started to cry softly, and I hugged her, not sure what I had said wrong. “You… you might want… to be in a relationship with me?” she asked eventually, and I pulled back to look at her face.

“Maybe! I want to spend more time with you to be sure, but my girls love you, you seem exceptionally smart, and you’re one of the most caring people I’ve ever met!” I looked into her eyes and she blushed at the praise.

“And my tits are nice?” she asked jokingly.

“Are they? I hadn’t noticed,” I chuckled, and she punched me on the arm.

“Shut up, Leo. I know my best asset!” she stuck her tongue out at me.

“Honestly, they aren’t,” I told her, “if my girls didn’t love you, we wouldn’t even be having this conversation.” She seemed to believe me, and hugged me close.

“Thank you, Leo,” she breathed into my ear. “But now…” she sounded mischievous, “now you’ve just set yourself up. Now I know I have a chance to be with the most amazing, kind, caring, strong, sexy man that I’ve ever met, and you told me that I just need to convince him to be with me… You have no idea what’s headed your way!” She smirked at me, almost pitying my chances against her seductive powers, and spun to walk to the door. With her hand on the knob, she turned back and smiled hugely at me.

“Leo?” she called back, and I stared at her, in slight shock and unsure what to expect today.

“Yes, Francesca?” I asked nervously.

“You might be all sweet, and I appreciate you not staring at them, but I know my tits are fantastic!” she told me joyfully, and lifted her shirt up to give me my first peek. They were amazing, the best tits I’ve ever seen. Huge, perfectly round orbs capped with light-brown nipples and not a hint of sag, they stood proud on her chest and jiggled as she laughed. Before I could stare for too long, she dropped her shirt, blew me a kiss, and walked out the door, calling back, “this is going to be fun!” I was sure it would be.

When I got back to the kitchen, after taking some time to quell my erection caused by seeing Francesca’s perfect tits, all 4 of the young ladies were seated at the table. “French toast!” Katya shrieked around a mouthful, and I noticed that the plate of finished pieces had been brought over and the table set.

“I served breakfast!” Sasha informed me gleefully, and I smiled and went to finish cooking the rest. The girls all chatted happily about their clothing purchases and which outfits would be best for what, reliving their successful spending of thousands of dollars, and I smiled as I watched the innocent joy on all of their faces. They were good for each other, I could tell.

When the rest of the French toast was done, I brought it over, and started eating as well. We all laughed and smiled and planned a fun day of hiking and adventure. The girls had their gear, of course, but we would need to stop by REI to get stuff for the latinas, and everyone was more than happy about another shopping trip!

As we were clearing the dishes and loading the dishwasher, Carla sidled up to me. “You know, we really love your girls… We’re so excited to be a family!” I looked at her, a bit surprised at this. “You know, when you marry my big sister?” she teased, and I checked to make sure my girls hadn’t heard anything.

“Did she…?” I asked nervously.

“No, she didn’t say anything, but I saw the puppy-dog eyes she kept making at you, and how you looked at her - at her face!” she laughed and skipped away, picking Katya up and bringing her to the foot of the stairs up to the bedrooms. Fine, so maybe she had a point! Francesca’s tits were spectacular, and I’m sure most guys only looked at them, but her gorgeous face and joyful smile held my attention almost constantly throughout breakfast, and I caught her looking at me quite a bit, too. This was going to be very interesting, indeed.

After everyone was clean, dressed, and ready, we took a quick trip to REI for hiking boots for the women and then went out on our “first family hike,” as Carla whispered to me. We had a great time on a not-too-strenuous trail (after all, Katya was 5) and saw some amazing natural scenery. The most notable part of the hike for me, however, was how Francesca kept bumping into me, bending over to inspect rocks and deliberately showing me her ass or her cleavage, and whispering things to me. “This is amazing, Leo,” “I’ve never been happier,” and “I could do this forever…” formed the refrain of the afternoon, and watching her interact with her sister (who kept winking at me when she saw me checking Francesca out) and my girls (who hadn’t giggled or smiled this much in years) really started to show me how easily she could become a permanent part of our lives. Fine! I was considering it, I really was.

That evening we were playing a silly game, quite like charades, where we had to act out prompts and get the others to guess. Francesca drew a card, raised an eyebrow, and when the timer started she began to dance.

“Dancer!” called Katya, and the latina just shook her head, smiling.

“Pretty! Beautiful!” Sasha guessed, but still no.

The woman started to lift her shirt teasingly, and Carla screamed out, “oh, strip!” and Francesca doubled over, laughing and nodding. I was a bit shocked; I thought this game was family friendly!”

“Huh? What is that?” Katya asked, confused.

“Kat, it’s… well… when a woman is very pretty, she can take her clothes off for a man she likes, to make him like her even more…” Francesca explained delicately.

“Oh! So you’re going to strip for Daddy?” my innocent little girl asked with wide eyes. Carla cackled, and Francesca just smirked and winked at me.

“Maybe!” she told me girls conspiratorially, once she had recovered. “Well, I think it’s almost your bedtime, isn’t it?” she asked, and yawned herself. The girls protested, but at a stern look from me went to get ready to sleep.

When they stormed back into the room, Sasha jumped into my arms and hugged me tighter than usual. “Daddy, I think you should marry Francesca!” she told me loudly, and I blushed. Carla giggled, and Francesca just smiled, while Katya nodded energetically, agreeing.

“You really like Francesca that much?” I asked, a bit dumbfounded.

“We love her! And you do, too!” Katya said, and the girls ran upstairs, leaving me embarrassed and looking anywhere but at the 2 smiling latinas.

“Well, I’ll leave you lovebirds to it…” Carla teased, and came to hug me on her way to the stairs. “She loves having her nipplies pinched,” she told me naughtily before running up to bed.

“Well, that was…” I started off, not sure what to say.

“Is it true?” Francesca asked, breathlessly.

“What?” I asked, not sure what she meant.

“Do you love me?” she teased, smirking as she sauntered over and wrapped her arms around my neck.

“Uh… Well…” I stammered, not meeting her gaze.

“I know it’s fast, Leo, and you can take your time, but you will if you don’t already,” she assured me. “I really care about your daughters, and you’re the best person I’ve ever met… I want to give myself to you. Not just physically, but my heart, too. In fact, it’s too late, you already have my heart.” She smiled at me, and pressed herself against me.

“Francesca, I…” I started, not sure if I was fully onboard or what I should do here.

“But either way, I’m yours. You have my heart, like I said, and… I want to give you my body, too.” She stepped back and started to lift her shirt up, this time seriously, and with a very sensual swaying of her body.

“Francesca, stop!” I snapped, knowing suddenly what I wanted.

She immediately halted, but didn’t lower her shirt, leaving it halfway up her midriff. “Is this not what you want?” she asked sadly. She had laid herself out there, and my rejecting her threatened to break her fragile, reconstructed sense of worth apart.

“I don’t want to just have sex with you, no,” I told her calmly, and she started to lower her shirt. I stepped forward and caught her arm, using it to raise her shirt back up to where it had been. “I want you to be a part of our lives, forever. I love you, too. And I want to make love to you, Francesca!” I told her happily, and watched with excitement as her face transformed into the happiest expression I had ever seen. She looked how I felt: incomparably happy, excited, and more than a little horny.

“You mean it?” she gasped, staring into my eyes and looking for any doubt. I nodded, and leaned forward to kiss her. She kissed me back with unbridled passion, and melted into my arms, pressing her perfect tits into my chest as her arms wrapped my neck again as my hands moved to her skinny waist.

“Good. I’m yours. You said you wanted to make love, and that sounds wonderful, but… sometimes, I’ll want you to take me, claim me. I’m not a whore anymore, but I can still be your little slut, whenever you want me to be…” She practically purred, rubbing herself against me and feeling my considerable bulge jutting into her abdomen. “Oh! Leo’s hung!” she gasped, happy that I seemed well-equipped for her pleasure.

“The slut thing does sound fun, but… first, I want to show you how good I can treat you,” I told her, and lifted her up, moving her to the couch and laying her on her back. I knelt before her and started to unbutton her jeans, eager to bring her pleasure.

“Leo… you don’t have to… I was a whore!” she said apologetically, closing her legs tight and pushing me back.

“That doesn’t matter, now. You said you’re clean, and I want to do this for you,” I told her, starting to slide her pants down. When they were gone, I kissed my way up her leg to her thigh, and planted a wet kiss inches from her still-covered pussy.

“You really… you don’t think I’m… broken? Used up?” Francesca asked, sniffling a little bit.

“Not in the slightest,” I told her, and pulled her panties down to reveal her perfect, hairless pussy. It was gorgeous, with her lips sticking out and dripping with arousal already and her clit prominently jutting out the top of her vulva. Before she could say anything else self-derogatory, I dove in and licked along her slit, from her vagina up to her clitoris, stimulating her labia along the way.

“Oh holy shit!” she moaned, all of her self-esteem issues momentarily forgotten. “Yesss, Leo!” she gasped as I circled her clit with my tongue.

“Just enjoy this, baby,” I told her, mumbling with my tongue still on her pussy. I started making passionate love to her with my mouth, stimulating every part of her beautiful vulva and even licking the inside of her canal, drawing another sort of breathy moan from her.

“Oh, Leo! Yes, right there, yes! Oh dios mio! Oh! YES!” she shrieked, and flooded my mouth with her delicious juices. I backed off a bit, knowing she might be over-sensitive after cumming like that, and watched her heaving breasts through her shirt and bra and her quivering thighs around her dripping pussy.

“I love you, Francesca,” I told her simply, and she smiled a supernova-bright smile at me.

“Leo, that was… Oh my god… You made me speak Spanish!” she giggled uncontrollably, and beckoned me to kiss her. Our tongues tangled, and she had to be tasting herself, but she seemed to like it fine.

“That was so sexy, watching you cum like that,” I told her.

“You know, no man has ever made me orgasm before... “ she told me. “They just used me to get off, and nobody cared if I enjoyed it at all. I always hated sex, but that? I just went to heaven!” I smiled, happy with myself for giving her that experience.

“I’m so glad you had a good time!” I told her. “Clara was always very satisfied with my skills; I’m glad to know I haven’t gotten rusty!”

“Not even close!” she assured me, and then rose from the couch. “But now, it’s my turn… sit down, and enjoy this hot little body that you’ve managed to make completely and totally yours, by being the amazing man you are.” Eagerly, I took a seat, and Francesca started to sway back and forth.

I sat, mesmerized, as she again started to lift her shirt up, only this time nothing stopped her and she lifted it over her head, tossing it off to the side and revealing her mammoth breasts encased in a lacy, black bra. She was still bottomless, so when she turned away and bent over, I saw her puffy, aroused pussy lips hanging between her still-wet thighs.

“You like my pussy, baby?” she moaned, turning to look over her shoulder at me, her legs spread to allow for an unobstructed view. I just gulped, unable to find words, and nodded. “And my ass? My nice, big bubble butt?” Again, I could only nod. “Good. I work out quite a bit to keep my ass nice, and I like how bouncy and firm and big it is,” she told me sensuously, bouncing her ass a little as she spoke so that it jiggled before my eyes. “But no matter how hard I work to keep my ass in good shape, I know that’s not what you really want of my body…” I stared, wide-eyed, as she straightened and turned, facing me with no clothing on but her bra, straining against her bulging, colossal boobs. “I know these tits could be your entire world for a while, honey. I know I could make you crave them, and lust for them, and love them. I could wrap you around my finger with these tits. But I won’t do that. You’ve done so much for me and my sister,” she reached back to unclasp her bra, but still held the cups over them, concealing her nipplies from sight, “and you own my heart, my soul, my body… These tits are yours, Leo. They belong to you!” And with that, she cast the bra aside, and stood in all of her naked glory. Her immense, perfectly-shaped breasts with their large-ish, rock-hard, jutting nipples faced directly toward me, and Francesca advanced slowly, moving within reach. “You can touch them, baby…” she purred.

Immediately, my hands shot up and covered her perfect tits, squeezing and kneading and lifting them, feeling how perfectly firm yet pliable they were, how they bounced when I picked them up a bit and let go, and seeing how Francesca responded to being played with like this. She was panting and moaning, rubbing her dripping things together, clearly turned on by this breast play.

“Oh, Leo… My tits are so fucking sensitive and - OH YES!” she screamed when I remembered Carla’s advice and pinched her throbbing nipplies. It looked like she had an orgasm right then, standing with my hands on her tits, and when her breathing returned to somewhat normal I smiled at her.

“Did you just…?”

“Yeah, baby… You just made me cum from just my nipples. I told you I would be fun for you…”

I was thrilled. That was so fucking hot! I loved bringing her that pleasure. It was amazing, and such an ego trip to make this little minx cum like that.

“Enjoying my tits, baby?” she asked in a sultry whisper, and I nodded enthusiastically. “Well, there’s something else I can do with them…” She dropped to her knees and started to undo my pants. When she finally freed my 9” cock, with my help, it sprang up and almost caught her on the face. “Holy shit, you’re huge,” she moaned excitedly, eyeing it with excitement mixed with trepidation. “I’m so excited to have that inside me… But first!”

She shook her head, remembering what she had set out to do, and leaned forward. When she was close enough, she pressed one tit on either side of my shaft and squeezed together. I was in heaven. Her tits were soft, perfectly smooth cushions, holding my cock in a crucible of sexual pleasure.

I couldn’t help but moan as she started to jerk me off with her breasts, sliding them up and down my rock-hard shaft so that only the very tip ever stuck out of her magnificent cleavage. She smiled up at me and moaned, “my big, perky tits feel sooo good wrapped around you, mi amor…” I jerked at her sultry, accented encouragement, bucking against her and fucking her tits a bit. “Oh, Leo… You can fuck my tits any time you want in the future, but this time… this time let me pleasure you, okay?” I nodded dumbly, and she smiled. “Thank you, baby!”

The next time the head of my cock poked out of her cleavage, she leaned down and licked the tip. She then drooled a bit into her own cleavage, lubricating the valley she was using to titty-fuck me. It felt amazing, just like I rememebered fucking a wet, hot pussy felt like. She stared into my eyes, licking her lips and drooling onto her own chest, the very picture of sexuality and lust.

“Oh my god…” I whispered, unable to find the air to speak normally.

“Is this making you feel good, baby?” Francesca asked, sounding desperate to please.

“Y - fuck! Yes!” I told her, slightly embarrassed at how easily she had built me up to the edge.

“Wait… How long has it been since a woman made you cum, baby?” she asked sympathetically. She slowed her titty-fucking, and looked up with a questioning gaze.

“I… uh… like almost 4 years?” I guessed. Clara had gotten pretty sick at the end, and we hadn’t had sex for the last few months of her life, just snuggling and kissing and being there with each other.

“Oh, Leo…” she said sadly. “So this is…?”

“The first time I’ve been with a woman since Clara,” I admitted.

“Oh my god…” she said, and covered her mouth with her hand. “Leo…”

“I love you, Francesca. I know it’s crazy, and we met a few days ago, but I love you. I want it to be you…” I told her honestly, and she teared up a little.

“My love… Leo… I am honored,” she told me firmly. “But I had this whole plan of getting you close with my tits, then sucking you for a while, then letting you finish in my pussy. If this is the first time you’re going to cum with a woman since your wife… I don’t think you can handle the entire production I planned,” she giggled embarrassedly.

“Probably not,” I admitted sadly. “But… I do want to do all of that…” She caught my meaning and her eyes lit up.

“Leo! Are you saying…?” she asked excitedly.

“I want you, Francesca, and it has been a long time… But you make me so damn horny. I’m absolutely certain we could do all of that, but… would you mind if I cum multiple times?”

“You really think you can do that?!” she asked, practically shouting, looking as excited as I had ever seen her. I nodded, embarrassed, and she smiled a gigantic smile. “Oh, Leo! That’s even better!” she assured me, beaming. “I want you to cum all over my big, bouncy tits, and then shoot another load down my throat, and then I want you to fuck my soaked pussy and fill me up again!” she told me, her entire body quivering with arousal.

“Francesca, that would be amazing,” I told her honestly, hardly able to believe my luck.

“So Leo, are you almost ready t cum all over my gigantic, hot, wet titties?” she asked in a breathy moan. I just nodded, and she placed her tits once again around my shaft. “Good. don’t hold back, baby…” she told me, and started to jerk me off again with a determined passion.

After about a minute, I felt my balls tightening up, and my cock started to throb. “Francesca, I…” I grunted, trying to warn her.

“I can feel it, baby!” she told me enthusiastically. “Do it! Cum all over my chest! Cover these tits that belong to you in your hot, sticky cum!”

I was helpless to resist. She stared at me with loving, vulnerable eyes while her huge, soft boobs cushioned my pulsing, unbelievably sensitive cock. “Oh my god… YES!” I shouted, letting go and starting to shoot jet after jet of cum onto her beautiful bosom.

Francesca started to moan and tremble, seemingly experiencing an orgasm of her own at feeling my sperm shooting onto her. That was incredibly hot, and spurred me on even further, making me shoot more cum than I had ever been able to release in the past 4 years.

When I finally slumped back into the couch, she smiled up at me and moaned, still shaking slightly. “Fuck! Leo, that… wow!” she panted, eyes closing briefly. “I came with you, just feeling how you were twitching between my tits! Well, I guess I did also pinch my nipples a bit to help…” she admitted shyly, and I laughed along with her at how unbelievably erotic the whole experience had been.

“That was… perfect,” I told her, showing her how much I meant it with the look on my face.

“I love you, Leo!” she told me. “Any time you want. I’m yours, all yours.” I smiled at her gratefully, and she seemed beyond pleased that I accepted her gift so happily. She started to lick the cum off her its, lifting them to her mouth and moaning when she circled her nipples with her tongue. She didn’t stop until they were perfectly clean, though now covered in a thin sheen of her saliva.

“This is gonna be really fun, huh?” I asked her, still pretty out of it.

“Oh, you have no idea, baby…” she breathed, staring at my somehow-still-hard cock. “Do you think you’re ready…?” she asked, sounding eager. I shrugged and nodded, indicating that I thought so but wasn’t sure.

“Well, either way… I want to taste you,” she told me, “and if you can’t cum for a while, well… I can suck you off for hours if I need to!” With that, and while I reeled at the unbelievable nirvana she had just promised me, she dove onto my cock, impaling her mouth on my shaft.

“Holy fuck!” I gasped, my sensitive cock engulfed about halfway down in her wet, hot mouth, with the head just poking into her throat.

“A uu oo” she mumbled, her mouth still full, and looked up at me with watering eyes.

“I love you, Francesca!” I told her, and she adoringly lathed my shaft with her nimble tongue.

She then proceeded to demonstrate to me every skill that her 5 years as a prostitute had taught her regarding oral sex. I was still pretty far from cumming again, so she really got to spend a lot of time exploring and showing off, alternating deepthroating me and licking around the head and licking the entire length like a lollipop. I was a constant, moaning, grunting, praising mess. “Oh my god, Francesca, thank you...” I moaned when I felt my balls start to tense again, over an hour into the best blowjob of my entire life.

“Are you getting close, baby?” she purred, pulling off for a moment. I nodded ,and she pouted a little. “Darn, I’m having so much fun with your massive cock!” she told me, but then brightened her expression. “But yay! Once you fill my tummy with your cum, you can fuck my tight little pussy!” she told me excitedly, and jumped back to her task like a woman possessed.

After a few minutes, she had me right on the edge, and proceeded to keep me there for another whole minute, torturing me and making me sweat and grunt. “When you want to cum, Leo…” she moaned, pulling back for a second, “just grab my hair and force me down on your cock. Pump my throat with your cum!”

I couldn’t refuse an offer like that, and grabbed her beautiful, flowing hair in both of my hands. Using the makeshift ponytails like handlebars, I guided her rapidly up and down on my cock, making her gag at the bottom of each stroke. After about a dozen of these thrusts, I couldn’t hold out any longer, and jammed her head down so my pubes pressed against her nose, starting to launch volley after volley of sperm into her throat. She swallowed everything down eagerly, her watering eyes staring into my soul while she again started to tremble. She was cumming again, the little sex goddess!

Finally, I slumped back again, and she crawled up onto the couch beside me before showing me her empty mouth. “You taste delicious, baby!” she congratulated me, wrapping me in a hug and then dashing to the bathroom. I heard her gargling and then she came back into the room. “Mouthwash,” she explained, and then kissed me deep.

“You are… incredible,” I breathed, my abs still tense from cumming so hard.

“Thank you, sweety!” she smiled, and then giggled. “Not bad, huh?” I smiled back, and she hugged me again.

“And you…?”

“Yeah, I came again tasting your awesome cum in my throat!” she told me happily. “I just fucking love you, and bringing you pleasure makes me feel sooo good. Like, this is how sex is supposed to feel!” I couldn’t help but agree, glad to be showing her how a relationship should feel.

“Well, it looks like your monster is down for the moment,” she laughed, “so how about we go grab a snack or drink or something before moving on to the main event?” She looked at me hopefully, and I realized she must be thirsty and hungry after all of her effort!

“Of course! What do you want?” I asked, and we moved into the kitchen for nourishment.

Watching this supernatural being flitting around my kitchen, her tits and ass bouncing as she moved and her nonstop, radiant smile lighting up the room quickly got me turned on again. After we had refueled, Francesca’s eyes cast down to my crotch, and she smiled. “It looks like you’re ready!” she said happily, sounding like a kid on Christmas morning. I just grinned at her and nodded towards the door we had come through.

“I feel ready, and I am so excited to show you how much I love you,” I told her with equal enthusiasm.

“I think my tits and my mouth already know, baby,” she joked, “but my pussy is desperate for her own lesson…” We held hands and walked back to the couch, where she climbed onto the couch and laid on her back.

“You can take me in any position you want next time, but for our first time… I want to see your face,” she told me, her eyes pleading.

“That sounds perfect!” I told her, and moved forward for a kiss. While we were kissing, with her tits squished between us, her hand moved to my once-again-hard cock and lined it up with her vagina. “I want to feel all of you… in me…” she breathed, and I was in no position to deny her.

I pressed forward, and felt the thick head of my cock spread her juicy pussy lips. She was so hot and tight around me, her youthful pussy clinging to my head as I spread her open.

“FUCK! Oh Leo, YES! I’m - I’m - I’m fucking CUMMING!!!” she shrieked, starting her orgasm with only the head of my cock inside of her. I smiled. She had me at her mercy with her tits and her tongue, but this was my time to take charge.

While she thrashed and panted beneath me, I started to saw back and forth within her, pressing a fraction of an inch more each time. When about half of my shaft was in her, she started whimpering, orgasming again as she got used to being so filled up with my cock.

“Leo! How…? What…?” she panted between breaths, evidently being fucked to the point of losing coherence.

“I love you, Francesca,” I told her sincerely, and thrust the rest of the way in, bottoming out and giving her 4.5 previously-held-back inches all at once.

She looked like she was exploding. “AHHHH!” she screamed at the top of her lungs, writhing and shaking and sweating. Her eyes were rolled all the way back, and her tits quivered temptingly.

“Leo, I’ve never… you…” she panted after a couple of minutes, her mind coming back to the mortal plane. “That was - YES!” she started bucking and thrashing again, soaring over the edge into another orgasm as I pinched her perky nipples for the first time since entering her.

When she finally calmed down, with my whole cock resting inside of her but not moving, she looked at me in disbelief. “I… I had no idea I could even feel like that!” she confessed, smiling broadly. “I love you and I am so lucky!” she enthused, rocking her hips slightly to give us both fresh stimulation. “Holy shit, I could not stop cumming!”

“That was amazing,” I told her, “and you’re so tight!”

“Wondering how your whore girlfriend can still be so tight?” she teased, and I blushed. I may have been expecting it to be a bit more… worn. “That’s a myth, sweety. The pussy’s mostly a muscle. Doesn’t get ‘stretched out’ or anything. Besides, most johns have tiny little dicks, I’ve never had one as big as yours!” I was flattered, and kissed her again.

“You’re perfect,” I told her, meaning it. She was amazing with my daughters, and so much fun to spend time with, and also a fucking sex goddess!

“Aww, baby, you’re perfect!” she told me, and arched her back so she came up for a kiss. We made out passionately, and then she settled back down and looked up at me mischievously.

“So, you almost ready to cum in me?” she asked with naughty need in her voice. I realized then, almost guilty, that we hadn’t been using a condom - all of mine had expired, and I hadn’t bothered buying more.

“Uh… are you on birth control?” I asked, suddenly worried I had taken advantage of her.

“What? Oh, uh… no,” she said regretfully. “I always just used condoms; the pill fucks with my hormones…”

“That makes sense,” I told her, “but, well…”

“Are you worried about knocking me up?” she said, looking a little sad.

“I couldn’t do that to you!” I told her. “I know you’d be an amazing mother, and my girls already love you… I mean I know they want another sibling, but…” I trailed off, surprised by the fire in her eyes.

“You think I’ll be a good mother?” she breathed. I nodded, unsure where this was going. “Leo, I… I never thought of this, but… I think I want your babies!” she told me forcefully, bucking her hips to emphasize her point.

“Would you really?” I asked, flabbergasted. She nodded eagerly, and I pumped my cock into her a few times to make sure she understood that I was for real. “Francesca, I love you. I want to be a family. Will you… will you marry me? And help me raise the girls? And have our own babies?” I asked, completely serious. It was almost like wedding vows.

“Yes, Leo. I want that. More than anything!” she promised, and then started to pant and gasp again as I began pounding into her, building towards an incredible orgasm that would most assuredly give her enough sperm to make a baby.

“Francesca, I want you to be a mom for all of my children!” I told her. “I want you to be a mom for Sasha and Katya, but I also want to get you pregnant, right now, and grow our family together!” She catapulted into another, even more powerful orgasm, completely silent as the force of it overwhelmed her control.

“Fill… me…” she eventually moaned, after coming down from that cataclysmic pleasure. “Please…” she begged, and I smiled.

“I’m going to, Francesca,” I told her. I started to thrust even harder and faster, and she looked into my eyes with a pleading expression. I could tell she really wanted this, and I was almost ready to give it to her.

“I’m so excited…” she moaned powerfully again, losing her train of thought as her continuously-running orgasm intensified momentarily, “to be your wife… and have your babies…”

I smiled at her, and hatched a devious plan. “Are you ready for your most powerful orgasm ever?” I asked her, knowing how to make that happen.

“Yes! I… wait… what are you…” she started to ask, and then realized what I was talking about. Her eyes flared, and she looked genuinely scared of what I had planned. “Leo, I don’t know… that… oh my god yes! Wait… I… oh fuck it, please!” she relented, knowing that the pleasure I was about to give her would be otherworldly.

I smirked, and sped up a tiny bit more. As I felt my balls start to tighten, I reached down and cupped her big, bouncing breasts. Just as my cock was about to explode within her and likely make her a mother, I pinched her nipples hard, and Francesca shattered.

She unleashed an inhuman shriek, sounding like she was feeling the greatest pleasure any human being had ever experienced, mixed with almost unbearable pain as her senses overloaded. She screamed and screamed as I pumped her pussy full of my virile cum. As my ejeculation slowed, her screams torned to loud moans, which got quieter and finally, after I had given her everything I had to give, became satisfied, contented whimpers.

“I love you, baby,” I told her warmly, kissing her on the forehead as I snuggled into her from the side, hugging her trembling body to me and enjoying feeling her heat.

“I… love… you…” she panted between gasps of air, still very much experiencing the most intense orgasm of her life.

When we woke up a few hours later, naked on the couch, we just smiled at each other and hugged, remembering everything we had done and feeling all the love in the world. “So… we should probably get cleaned up, huh?” she giggled, and I nodded, smiling.

After showering, getting dressed, and cleaning up the living room, we just smiled at each other. It was going to be so fun telling the 3 youngest members of the household everything! Well… maybe not the details.

When we woke up in the morning, in my king-size bed, I pulled Francesca close and kissed her. “Let’s go start breakfast, honey!”

15 minutes later, Carla bounded down the stairs, with Sasha and Katya close behind. “So?!” she screamed, and tore into the kitchen.

“So what?” Francesca asked innocently, feigning confusion.

“You know damn well what! Did you guys…” my daughters caught up to her, and the presence of 2 little angels in the room made her censor herself a bit, “uh… kiss, or what?”

Francesca and I just laughed, smiling at each other. This was hilarious!

“Daddy! Did you kiss Francesca?” Katya demanded, stomping her foot down and pouting at being kept in the dark.

“Hmm… I really can’t remember…” mused my fiancee, stroking her chin thoughtfully with her left hand.

“Guys, come on, out with it! What hap-” Carla stopped dead, completely stunned, staring at her sister’s hand.

“What is it, Carla?!” demanded Sasha, trying to figure out what happened. To give her a hint, Francesca lowered her hand and held it towards her soon-to-be stepdaughters. Her petite, smooth-skinned hand sat before their faces… with their mother’s engagement ring on her finger.

When we had gone up to bed, I had pulled out Clara’s jewelry box, which I just hadn’t been able to move to storage. I told Francesca about how my wife, on her deathbed, begged me to find the girls “a good, loving mother, and somebody for yourself - don’t just miss me forever,” and had made me promise her I would try. I had never thought I’d find somebody, until Francesca came along. Clara had asked me to give the girls’ new mom her ring, so she would always have a “hand” in raising them. I thought it was a perfect symbol.

“Dad…” Sasha breathed.

“Does this mean…” Carla finally found words again.

“Mommy!” Katya screamed, and jumped into Francesca’s arms.


Part 2

“Okay, girls, have a great day at school!” Francesca shouted after Sasha and Katya as they ran across the street to get to the bus door.

“We will, mom!” called Sasha as they climbed aboard, leaving me and my fiancee (who was 2 months pregnant) alone for a full day for the first time since we met.

“Hey you two!” Carla greeted us as we walked back to the house. Well, maybe not alone…

“Hey, Carla,” Francesca greeted her, rolling her eyes a bit at the disappointed expression that flitted across my face. I had been foolish enough to hope for a non-stop sexual festival with my lover... so sue me!

“So what are we doing today?” she asked innocently. “Oh! I know! We could paint the nursery? Or go make a registry for the shower? Ooh! Or I could give you both the gift I had planned for this day!” she teased us.

“That… wait, gift?” I asked, not sure what was going on.

“Yeah! I know the girls and I have been keeping you 2 from fucking as much as you’d like to,” she laughed, “so I figured today I could give you some encouragement, and then go to Kate’s to work on something we had thought of and leave you guys alone until the girls get home!”

“Oh my god, thank you, sis!” Francesca raved, thrilled at this turn of events. We had definitely been having a lot of sex, especially with her hormones ramping up in a very pleasant kind of way, but having to sneak around the girls and my sister-in-law was a little bit stressful.

“I mean, you know I’d always be willing to give that little one a half-sibling,” she teased, though she really did mean it, “but I get that you might need longer to become comfortable with that idea. For now, here!” She handed us a gift certificate, which said it was good for a couple’s massage at the spa a town over, and Francesca’s face split into a huge smile.

“Oh Carla! This is amazing!” she gushed. “You know my feet have been so sore, and this is going to be amazing!” she praised her sister’s thoughtfulness, and Carla just beamed and gave her former guardian a big hug.

“Well I’m off to Kate’s!” she told us enthusiastically, and walked over to her car. I had bought her a cute little Mini Cooper, and she loved that thing. She was going to use it to get to school when she started her senior year next week, and had used it this past summer to help with errands and other stuff (including a few times she drove the girls to Kate’s so I could have a date night with her sister).

“Have fun!” I told her gratefully, and she just winked at me.

“You too!” she giggled, and headed off to my sister’s. Those 2 had become exceptionally fast friends, and formed what they called the Aunt Squad. It was adorable.

“So, shall we go get pampered?” Francesca asked hopefully, and I smiled.

“Indeed we shall, my love,” I told her. “But hey! I thought you liked the massages I gave you!”

“I do! And it's so sweet that you do that! But you have to realize that professionals probably can do a bit more?” I nodded grudgingly. “Plus, every time you start massaging me I get so horny we stop and fuck! I want a full massage for once,” she laughed. I had to agree; when she started moaning, it was almost impossible to resist her!

“Alright, let me just get my keys and we’ll go to the spa,” I laughed, and soon we were pulling up to the spa entrance. I handed the keys to the Humvee to the valet, and we walked into the building to the sound of a gently babbling brook.

“It is so sweet of Carla to book this for us!” Francesca raved, looking around with big eyes.

“It really is,” I agreed. Giving my little sister-in-law an allowance was a good decision!

We were led into a private suite with 2 massage tables, a small waterfall, and a bunch of pleasantly scented candles. “I fucking love this!” Francesca gasped, and closed the door. As soon as we were sure we were alone, she immediately stripped down and started making out with me, pressing her perfect body against me.

“Hormones acting up?” I teased, loving how inflamed her libido was.

“Who the fuck cares?!” she demanded, kneeling in front of me and starting to unbuckle my pants. “Let’s see how quickly I can get you to cum in my mouth! We are not skipping these massages, but I need your sperm in my belly…”

She had me so close, but then there was a knock at the door. "Just let us know when you're lying down and ready," a friendly voice called. Francesca redoubled her efforts and looked at me meaningfully.

"I love you, baby," I gasped. To the masseuses, I answered, "just a minute!" Francesca really kicked it up a notch, using the back of her throat and her tongue to devastating effect. It took 15 more seconds, and then I exploded in my lover's mouth. She proudly swallowed, and we both climbed onto our tables before telling the staff they could come in.

The next hour and a half was spent in bliss. The middle-aged women who worked on our sore muscles were magical, and if I didn’t know any better I’d say that Francesca’s foot massage made her cum… Then again, I don’t really know that didn’t happen! Either way, when our appointment was done and we were both feeling fully relaxed, we more or less floated to the Humvee and drove home.

“That was amazing!” I sighed when we were on the road.

“It really was,” Francesca agreed, smiling tiredly. “I might just rest my eyes, if that’s okay?” she asked calmly.

I laughed and told her of course it was fine. When we got home and she didn’t wake up, I walked around and picked her up, carrying her inside the house and to the bedroom while she slept soundly in my arms.

As I was leaving the room, after tucking her in and kissing her forehead, she mumbled after me, “I love Carla… maybe she does deserve to have your baby…”

An hour later, I was sitting in my office when Francesca stormed in, looking furious. “You let me sleep!” she shouted, outraged.

“Yes…” I replied slowly, “I let my pregnant fiancee sleep, after I carried you to our bed…”

“What I mean is, Leo: You didn’t wake me up and fuck me!” she screamed, absolutely irate.

“I thought you needed your sleep!” I said defensively. “You’re carrying our child; I didn’t want to wake you!”

“Yeah, whatever… I guess that’s not evil. I did enjoy my nap,” she admitted, smiling at me to let me know she was just teasing. “But now…”

“Still just us here for… 2 more hours,” I told her, glancing at my computer to check the time. “Which room?” We had made love (and also, separately, fucked) in every room of the house, but some served best when she was in specific moods.

“How about… the basement?” she asked. So she was feeling naughty! The basement held the playroom, and Francesca had loved being fucked surrounded by the girls’ toys and games, saying it made her feel particularly dirty to be taken in such an innocent place. To make it even naughtier, she had insisted on being treated like a fuckfoll there, an absolute slut who obeyed my every command and came like I had hardly believed.

“Oh?” I asked, getting excited.

“Yeah!” she responded, sticking her tongue out. “This is my first first day of school as a mom, and, well… I want to really remember this!”

“Well this sounds fun!” I told her earnestly, and we practically raced downstairs.

“Okay, Leo, let’s do this right!” Francesca said excitedly, and bent over the couch with her legs spread. She had been wearing a skirt, and when she lifted up I noticed a conspicuous lack of panties.

“Oh so you wanted to be fuck, is that right, slut?” I asked teasingly.

“Yes, Leo! Please! You already impregnated me, but I want to be taken so hard I can’t walk for the rest of the night!” We had actually managed this a few times, and those occasions will stay with me forever as some of the best events of my life - you know, aside from my 2 weddings and the births of my 5 children.

“Well, you filthy whore, I’m going to make sure you feel this for a week!” I shouted, and without warning I thrust my entire cock into her with no warm-up. It was a good thing her pregnancy had her so horny, and almost constant dripping wet, because I actually managed to penetrate her without tearing anything.

“FUCK! Oh Leo, OUCH!” she shrieked at the top of her lungs, back arching and voice cracking at the pain which quickly morphed into supreme pleasure. She loved being dominated, and I loved giving my slut what she needed.

“Feel good, slut?” I asked cruelly, starting to pound into her as soon as she adjusted to my size enough to make that possible.

“I fucking love it!” she answered without hesitation, but pausing between every word to breathe or moan. “I love when you use me like this. Pound what’s yours, baby! Show me who my hot, pregnant body belongs to!”

“Yeah? And who owns you, slut?” I asked, knowing this set her off like crazy.

“You own me, Leo! You own my heart, and my mind, but most of all right now you own my body! You own my pussy, and my tits, and my mouth!” she raved, orgasming almost ceaselessly and dripping her juices all over the floor.

Just then, I knew exactly how to bring her to a whole new level of pleasure. “Do you remember what you told me when I brought you to bed from the car, Francesca?”

“FUCK! Yes! Wait, no. No, baby I don’t! What slutty, needy thing did I say to you?” she asked, quivering with need as I thrust deep into her swollen pussy, making her huge breasts squish obscenely against the couch.

“You sure you want to know?” I asked, teasingly withdrawing my cock until only the tip stayed inside of her.

“You cruel bastard, YES! Tell me, please Leo, and PLEASE fuck me! I need your cock!”

“I’ll tell you first, and then I’ll fuck you,” I promised her. “Well, first you said how much you loved Carla…” she nodded, thinking this made sense. “And then, you told me you wanted me to get her pregnant, too. You wanted to be a pair of sexy, pregnant sisters, each with my baby.”

“Fuck. You.” She whispered the words like a curse, and I thought she was upset with me for bringing up the possibility of sleeping with her sister, but when I felt her pussy pulsing on the head of my cock, I grinned wickedly. She wasn’t angry, she was so overwhelmed with erotic energy that she couldn’t speak, or move, or probably even think!

“And you know what? I think I might just do it!” I told her cheerfully, and as she gasped I thrust my entire 9” length inside of her.

“YESSSS!” she hollered, completely consumed by the thoughts of her and her sister both pregnant, and the feeling of being stretched open by my substantial shaft.

I fucked her until she was fully satisfied, which took about an hour, and then filled her pussy with a huge amount of hot cum. She was deliriously happy, and we lay on the couch for a few minutes before stirring.

“We should… we should clean up,” she offered, and I nodded in agreement. We tidied up and made our way upstairs, to be ready to go wait for the girls’ bus, when she suddenly surprise-hugged me.

“Did you mean it?” she asked excitedly.

“Mean what?” I asked, having a pretty good idea.

“Are you really going to make us both pregnant sister-sluts?” she demanded, her voice dripping with lust.

“If you’d really be okay with it, I think I might -” she kissed me so hard I couldn’t finish my thought.

“I’m so excited to tell her!” Francesca exclaimed.

“I wasn’t going to tell her,” I laughed, “I was going to wait until the moment was right, and then the 3 of us can have sex, and make another baby.” Her eyes went wide, and if her pussy hadn’t hurt from the pounding she had just taken, I could tell she would have jumped me right then.

“I am so excited for that to happen!” she moaned, quivering with arousal at the thought.

“Baby, I know your pussy is sore, but… here,” I offered, savagely mauling her tits through her shirt and pinching where I knew her nippes would be.

“Oh my god YES!” she gasped, panting and shaking through a nipple-orgasm. These weren’t as powerful as when her pussy came, but did come close, and she clearly enjoyed them. That should keep the slut sated for a little while!

“And just think, Carla’s going to be pregnant in high school…” I suggested, and Francesca pouted at me.

“No fair, she gets to be - wait!” she interrupted herself. “I’m going to be doing my GED! We can both be slutty, pregnant schoolgirls for you!” A vision of pigtails and short skirts flashed before my eyes, and I had to admit I saw the appeal.

“Let’s go get the girls from the bus,” I suggested, not wanting to be tardy or to actually wear out my lover’s pussy by fucking again. She had to be pretty careful when greeting her step-daughters that day, as she couldn’t move too quickly due to her soreness.

After the girls’ bedtime, the 3 of us adults were sitting around the living room chatting. “How was your day with Kate?” I asked. It meant a lot to me that my sister got along with Francesca and Carla, and it always made me happy to hear of their sistery adventures.

“It was fucking awesome!” she told us. “We planted a fall garden! Squash, beans, even pumpkins!” For a woman had almost been forced into prostitution, she was excited about astoundingly mundane things. It was adorable.

“That’s so great!” I commented, happy to know she hadn’t been too bored all day.

“Ooh! We can get some of the beans and use them to make…” What followed was an excited, rapid conversation in Spanish. They hardly spared me a thought, and I just looked on in amusement. “What do you think, baby? Would Kate appreciate coming over for a nice, big Mexican-style dinner?” Francesca asked hopefully, clearly wanting to do something to impress her sister-in-law.

“Of course she would; that’s such a nice idea!” I told her, and was met with much joy. “And we should really have Mexican Night every so often, to keep our family tied to that part of their heritage!” You would have thought I’d just given the women a million dollars and a brand new puppy, their smiles were so huge.

“You’re the best, Leo. My bitch hermana is so lucky to have a guy like you,” Carla said wistfully, and Francesca winked at me so she couldn’t see.

“Well anyways, Carla, wanna hear about our day?” Francesca teased. Carla knew what we had been up to, but the sisters seemingly never tired of embarrassing me by discussing my sex life in front of me.

“You know I do! Did my sister’s baby-daddy take advantage of her again after they went to the nice, relaxing spa?”

“Oh, you have no idea,” Francesca said mischievously. “I blew him in the massage suite! I had his cum in my tummy while the nice lady was massaging me. It felt so naughty!” Carla practically moaned, not-so-secretly fantasizing that she had been the one who got to be with her rescuer. She idolized me, and seeing how I treated her sister didn’t hurt either - that is, how I treated her normally (like a perfect gentleman) and sexually (like an absolute gutter-whore when she wanted it).

“Bitch,” Carla teased, sticking her tongue out.

“Prude,” the older of the 2 taunted back.

“If I was such a prude, would I always be dreaming of your fiance’s massive cock splitting me open and making me a teenaged, high school, pregnant slut?” Carla demanded, eyeing me hungrily.

“You know what, puta?” Francesca asked. “If you want him so bad, why don’t you try to prove to me that you deserve to have my baby’s brother or sister growing inside of you?”

Carla started to respond sarcastically, but then processed what she had just heard. “Yeah, well… what?” she asked, completely taken aback.

“You heard me, slut! Strip for us, and show me why I should want you to give our family another baby. Come on, hurry up!”

Carla looked at me, and I just shrugged. I mean, I knew I’d love to fuck Carla, but I was letting her sister run this show.

“Wait... is this for real?” the younger woman asked, barely above a whisper.

“You won’t find out while you have clothes on!” Francesca teased her, sticking her tongue out.

“You know what, sis?” Carla said, her tone defiant. “I don’t care if you’re kidding. You opened the door to this. I’ve wanted Leo to make me his since he saved me from Marco and the guys, and at the very least I’m going to get him to look at my body!” With that, she ripped her shirt off over her head, and quickly unclasped her bra. She threw the clothes off to the side and stood proudly before me, topless.

She was the picture of youthful, perky femininity. She was a bit more petite than Francesca, especially in the breast department, but her hips were still pleasantly curved out from her thin waist. She was smiling, laughing, and looking between me and her pregnant sister, waiting for us to tell her we were kidding.

Instead, Francesca just looked at her sister with an eyebrow up. “How’s he supposed to get your slutty, teen pussy pregnant while you have pants on?” she asked.

“Hold on… you mean I really… Leo…” she stammered.

“I think it would be so hot for us both to be pregnant together! Plus, taking care of the babies will be so much easier if we can both breastfeed them!” Carla’s eyes went wide, and I could see her nipples harden a bit, poking out and slightly up.

“And Leo, you…?” Carla moaned, staring at me and clearly thinking of every sexual story her sister had told her. Her face was flushed, and chest heaved with her panting breath.

Instead of answering verbally, I just pulled my pants down, allowing my 9” cock to spring up and slap against my abs, clearly showing her how rock-hard I was.

Her mouth dropped open, and I thought she was just shocked, but before I could even process what was happening she was on her knees in front of me, sucking on the head of my cock. “Good girl, Carla!” Francesca giggled, encouraging her craving for my cock.

“Fuck!” I gasped, and the young minx just looked up at me, grinning around my shaft. “Carla, you’re so fucking sexy,” I told her with a groan, loving the feeling of her nimble tongue around the crown of my cockhead.

“Isn’t she?” Francesca agreed. “You know, before you saved us from that gang, they were going to make her work the streets just like me… but because of you, she didn’t have to. She never got abused and used like me, so you know what that means?”

“Cesca! I’m so sorry!” Carla cried, pulling off my cock and looking at her sister with watery eyes. “You shouldn’t have had to do that! I wish I could have done something to help...”

“No, I shouldn’t have had to, but I’m glad I could give you the chance to stay in school. I don’t regret that at all. And Leo doesn’t mind fucking my whore pussy, do you, baby?” she asked lovingly. I shook my head emphatically, and she went on. “But anyways, that’s not why I was saying that. Leo saved us, all of that is over!” Both women looked at me with extreme gratitude and attraction, and I knew they would do just about anything to thank me for helping them.

“What are you getting at, babe?” I asked, kind of impatient to get back to fucking her sister’s mouth and, after, her fertile pussy.

“Well, since Carla here wasn’t a whore like me, I made sure nobody ever fucked her…” Carla nodded her head, looking at me with a proud, devoted expression.

I was stunned. “Wait, so… Carla, you’re…?”

“A virgin, yup!” she said happily. “I want you to take my virginity, Leo, and I want to get pregnant the first time I ever get fucked…” My head was spinning. Carla had become almost like my little sister (though a disturbingly flirty one who kept talking about having my babies) but at the end of the day, she was a goddess of a young woman and here she was, asking me to be her first and the father of her children!

“Wow, Carla! That’s… I’m honored!” I exclaimed. “I would… damn, you’re good!” I laughed. While I had been about to thank her for bestowing such a tremendous gift upon me, she had quietly leaned forward and taken my cock into the back of her throat, so my pubes pressed into her nose.

“Damn, chica knows how to handle a daddy-dick!” Francesca laughed, and Carla flipped her off while not letting up her expert felatio.

“She really does,” I sighed, loving the feeling of Carla’s tight throat pulsing around my shaft as she repeatedly swallowed, massaging me and pulling my orgasm forward.

“Okay, so sis… If we’re going to be doing the whole pregnancy and motherhood thing together… how would you feel about me helping you get knocked up?” Francesca asked sweetly, seamlessly resuming her role as the supportive, loving big sister.

Carla’s eyes got wide, and she pulled off my cock. Strings of spit hung between her lower lip and the head, until she turned to Francesca and, with her voice full of trust and happiness, shouted, “yes! Get over here, slut!” Francesca beamed, and skipped over, stripping off her clothing as she came. She dropped gracefully to her knees alongside her sister and looked up at me.

“So, Leo, are you ready to have both of us pregnant?” my fiancee purred, moving her hand to the top of her sister’s neck and pushing forward, impaling her on my cock again.

“Fuck, that’s good!” I exclaimed, loving how Francesca was basically pleasuring me with her sister’s mouth. “Uh… hell yes I am!”

“Good,” Francesca smiled, “because I cannot wait to have you fuck us both while we rub our pregnant bellies and our swollen tits together. Than, after we give birth, our breasts will be so big and dripping milk, and we can feed both babies at once, and… fuck…” she seemed to have a small orgasm just at the thought. I loved when she had calm, peaceful orgasms like this; it was so sexy to watch her eyes just roll back in her head and her entire sexy body tremble!

“I can’t wait to be a mommy with you,” groaned Carla, momentarily letting up the blowjob. “We’re such a happy family already, and… OH! I can’t wait to tell the girls they’re getting another sibling!” she exclaimed. It was adorable how much she loved our family, and I was more certain than ever that she’d make a great mom, almost as much as my wife-to-be.

My cock throbbed in her grasp, and I smiled down at the eager teen. “I love you, Carla,” I told her truthfully. I had said it before as almost a brother, but now I meant it as a partner, a lover, a mate. Her eyes sparkled as she rose. “I love you, too, Leo,” she whispered, and leaned in to kiss me. Our tongues intertwined for a minute or so, both of us luxuriating in the kiss, feeling our hearts connect. She was grinding her body against mine, almost panting with ned, when I pulled back.

“Get on your back,” I told her, and she rushed to do so. She spread her legs invitingly and thrust out her relatively petite chest, trembling with arousal. “Perfect! I want to see your eyes when I make you mine… when I give you a baby.” She shuddered, and I saw her nipples throb.

“Make me a mother like my whore hermana” she breathed, and I looked to Francesca for a second to see if she was okay with being called that. She just smiled, bent over her little sister, and sucked one of her tight nipples into her mouth.

“Soon, I’ll be able to taste your milk when I do this,” she sighed as she switched nipples, and Carla exploded.

“YESSS Cesca! Fucking milk my perky tits! I was always so jealous of yours, but soon my will groooooow!” Carla’s eyes were pinched shut, and she pressed her sister’s mouth to her chest, using both hands on the back of her head. Seeing the time was right, I sidled up and positioned the tip of my cock at her entrance.

“Breed her, mi amor,” breathed my fiancee, and I pushed in before Carla could process what was about to happen. The pressure of my massive cock penetrating her where no man had gone before snapped her out of her sensual bliss, and sent her to the moon.

“HOLY FUCKING SHIT! DIOS MIO YES!” she hollered, bucking and writhing and inadvertently throwing her sister off of her. She screamed and shook her head and tensed her entire body while I took her, claimed her, and made her a woman.

“I couldn’t imagine a better man - or a better cock - to be your first, hermana,” Francesca whispered softly, kissing Carla’s forehead and smiling at her.

“Me… me… me neither,” Carla practically hiccupped, still overwhelmed with pleasure at her first penetration. I decided to be a little mean, and as soon as she seemed to regain control I pulled back and drove into her again, setting her body aflame once more.

“Ooh, you bastard,” Francesca laughed gleefully, flashing a pitying grin at her little sister. “I fucking love it and hate it when you do that…”

“Do what?” I asked innocently, winking at her and forcing my cock deep into Carla again as her last orgasm was just ending.

“FUCK me!” Carla screamed, writhing and shivering as she was consumed in the sensations my cock was giving her.

“That!” Francesca said, reaching down and playfully tweaking her sister’s nipples. “When you make me - or her - cum, and then again right at the end, and again and again,” I winked and started Carla off on another orgasm, “until we’re mindless, quivering puddles!”

“Oh? Should I stop?” I teased, repeating the cycle again and forcing a passionate cry from Carla.

“NO!” she shouted. “NEVER stop making me cum!” Her eyes had shot open and shone wildly, and I rewarded her enthusiasm by pushing her over the edge yet again.

“Damn, baby… I need you to fuck me like that again,” muttered Francesca, smiling wistfully at her ultra-orgasmic sister.

“IT’S MY TURN!” Carla screamed through a fresh orgasm, and I shrugged at the older latina.

“Seems fair,” I told her, and started to pound in earnest into Carla’s now-nicely-stretched tunnel. Francesca smiled at me, indicating her gratitude for giving her darling sister this experience, and leaned forward to kiss me. We made out for about 5 minutes, all while Carla remained in her mind-numbingly continuous orgasmic state.

Finally, I felt my balls start to tighten up, and knowing that Carla had long passed the limit that could have been fairly expected of a virgin, I decided not to hold back. “I’m close, Carla. You sure you want to be a mommy?” I asked, and she shouted her enthusiastic desire to the heavens.

Francesca bent down to her sister and told her in a faux-whisper, “being pregnant with his child is amazing, you’re going to love it, Carlita…” The young woman erupted again and looked at me with frantic, pleading eyes.

“Make me a mother like my slut sister, please!” she begged, and I felt her pussy grip me in a soaking wet, hot vice grip as she catapulted into a fresh orgasm. I thrust with full force into her 3 more times and stayed deep, shooting my substantial load almost directly through her cervix into her fertile uterus.

Eventually, after almost 5 minutes of panting and staring, my cock softened and I pulled it out of the still-trembling woman lying underneath me.

“Damn, honey…” commented Francesca, seeing a river of hot cum dripping from her sister’s bright-red, thoroughly-used snatch. “If that didn’t get her pregnant, I don’t know what will!”

“I… love… you…” Carla said as if asleep, and I noticed that she actually seemed to be.

“I love you too, sweetheart,” I whispered, gently brushing her damp hair out of her face. She was a beautiful girl, and I was so glad to have given her that level of pleasure.

“Carry her to bed with us?” Francesca asked sweetly, and after getting ready for sleep the 2 of us joined her on our king-sized, comfortable mattress. It was an incomparably lovely sleep, full of snuggles and love and comfort.

It turned out that our first time had gotten her pregnant, but that didn’t keep the 3 of us from making sure every night classes started at the high school.

The morning after getting a positive result on a pregnancy test (it takes a while for those things to reliably show), Francesca and I watched her drive off for her first day, and happily waved goodbye knowing she would be almost at her due date for her walk across the graduation stage.


Part 3

“How was school today, girls? Hermana?” Francesca sweetly asked, serving her homemade enchiladas onto the plates I had set. She had finished her GED after 3 months (she was exceptionally bright, and the test evidently wasn’t that hard), and the data science company I had founded was benefiting greatly from her help in the book-keeping and billing departments. The 2 of us worked about 4 hours total each day most days, and spent the rest of the time making sure everything was as good as possible for our family.

Well, and fucking. We did quite a bit of fucking. But mostly the wholesome thing!

Carla just grimaced, but to her relief Katya jumped in, saving her having to tell us whatever had bothered her. “It was great! Mr. Omelette finally hatched!” she exclaimed, referring to the class chicken that her teacher had been incubating in the classroom.

“Oh, that’s so exciting!” Francesca encouraged, loving how cute my (or our, really) little girls were when they got excited. “I’m sure you’ll all take great care of him!” Katya nodded, and then it was Sasha’s turn. “What about you, sweetheart?” my daughter’s mother-in-law (we had since gotten married in a small, private ceremony) asked, genuinely interested.

“Eh, it was okay, just really boring,” she said dismissively. “I finished all of my homework in class, and Mr. Roberts said they might move me up a grade in math, so that’s cool I guess.” She looked up, a proud smile cracking through her coy, feigned boredom.

“Oh my god, Sash!” Carla exclaimed, taking a second to sit up straight despite her big, heavily pregnant belly. “That is so amazing!” There were hugs all around, and after Sasha had presented us with the letter showing that she was, in fact, being moved up, we all settled down.

“This is really delicious, honey,” I warmly complimented my talented wife. Francesca grinned, but then we turned to her little sister. “So, Carla, any reason today was hard?” I asked gently.

“Gee, let’s see,” she started sarcastically. “I’m 4 months pregnant, so my feet hurt all the time and sitting is hard, especially in those ancient desks; I’m going to be valedictorian hands-down, but they still won’t let me graduate early for some bullshit reason - sorry, girls,” she looked guiltily at my daughters, regretting swearing in front of them, “and that… bad guy, Dale Forester, won’t stop hitting on me! He talks about how well I’m carrying the pregnancy, and how much bigger my chest has gotten, and ugh, I’m sick of it! Like, I’m pregnant with your baby, isn’t that enough of a hint?” We all laughed, acknowledging that it must be tough for her.

“Stupid boy can’t see past the tits,” giggled Francesca, hefting her own even-more-prodigious globes sympathetically.

“Hmm, I can see how that would be annoying,” I commiserated, hugging Carla to me and feeling her substantial breasts pressing against my own chest. “How about this? I’ve been working on a surprise for you all!” I was met by 4 beautiful, excited female faces, and went on with a chuckle.

“After you finish the semester, and before Francesca delivers little Veronica, let’s take a nice, long family vacation! I was thinking the alps, a nice mountain resort with an all-inclusive spa to help alleviate some of those aches. It could be a really nice baby-moon!”

Everybody seemed thrilled at the idea, so I resolved to book it the next day. I loved travelling with my women and my girls, but so far with their school we had only been able to do weekend trips. This would be our first family vacation!

After the girls went to bed, I was banished to the game room to shoot some pool solo while my pregnant wife and her almost-as-pregnant sister took a bath in the master roon’s jacuzzi for “mommy time.” I hurried upstairs when Francesca called down for me, wondering if they needed anything, and found a dizzying sight waiting for me on the king-sized bed.

My two baby-mamas were lying in the middle of the bed, facing each other. Their large, pregnant bellies bumped into each other, and their colossal, soon-to-be milky breasts ballooned out from where they had their nipples rubbing back and forth against each other. As the door opened, they both looked in my direction expectantly, and Carla called out, “hey Leo! We were feeling pretty… well, you know: super hormonal and needy!” I gulped, and practically sprinted to the bed.

At the start of our 3-way, sexual relationship, I had been pretty much in charge, with some direction from Francesca. I had “claimed” them and knocked them up, and they were “my sluts.” Now, with them both heavily pregnant and filled with raging hormones, I sometimes felt like a well-loved, frequently utilized sex toy that they shared.

Tonight was evidently one of those nights. As I approached the bed, Carla pinched her sister’s swollen, over-sensitive nipples, making her scream in pleasure and spread her legs wide, indicating where I was to start.

When I reached the bed, having taken my pants off on the way, I immediately thrust my entire length into Francesca’s sopping-wet pussy. “YES Leo, yes!” she moaned uncontrollably, kissing her sister and shaking as she experienced a small-ish first orgasm of the night.

“Quick! I need a fast one, too!” Carla demanded, and I rapidly moved between her spread legs and delivered the same service.

When they had both come down from their introductory orgasms and were just hugging, pressing their gigantic breasts together, they turned to look at me. “Okay, mi amor,” Francesca purred in her sultry, latin accent, “you can decide now: do you want to fuck my wet, needy pussy…”

“Or my slutty, tight throat?” Carla finished cheerfully. I froze. This was an impossible choice. Did I let Carla lavish me with her skilled tongue, thereby rejecting Francesca and also minimizing the pleasure I gave to them, but receiving the amazing gift of her oral attention? Or did I slide my cock back into Francesca’s perfect pussy, feeling all of the love and tenderness between me and my wife but making Carla feel like second best (something she struggled with, seeing as I was married to her sister)?

I stood and anguished for about a minute before they both broke into a giggling fit at my expense. “Oh, your poor husband!” Carla hollered, shifting to full-blown raucous laughter.

“Leo, honey! We’d never make you choose like that!” Francesca said, trying to sound sympathetic, but it was undercut by the evil smile on her face and the laughter she couldn’t contain.

I just stood there, cock still hard, letting them get their laughs. When they settled down a little, they both moved to their hands and knees and positioned their heads near me at the edge of the bed. “We were thinking double blowjob, and then you can take turns fucking us until we’re both delirious,” Francesca informed me kindly.

“Yeah, and then you can keep fucking us until we forget our own names, and then you can fill our tight, pregnant pussies with your daddy-cum!” They both smiled at me, opening their mouths and letting their sexy tongues roll out.

It was time to put my foot down. That was about enough of their ganging up on me; I almost had a heart attack when they were going to make me choose! “Not yet.”

“What did he just say?” Francesca asked her younger sister.

“Hermana, I think this white boy just said he wasn’t going to fuck us silly…” Carla answered, acting confused at my idiocy.

“But that couldn’t possibly -”

“Stop! Enough!” I snapped. “I’ve been so good to you both! You wanted to have babies; you’re pregnant. You want me to make you cum? I do. I eat you out, massage you, play with you, and fuck you whenever you want! And I love it, because I love both of you! But the messing with me like that has to stop. I can’t deal with it!” I stood, almost hyperventilating, and they just stared at me in shock.

“Oh, Leo… we’re so sorry… we didn’t mean -” I cut Francesca off.

“No, you didn’t, did you? Well, I’m tired of being the toy you pass back and forth. You used to be my sluts, my whores. Now I’m just a convenience? This ends tonight.” They both looked genuinely frightened. Their breathing had gone from aroused pants to almost completely stopped, and they just stared at me with tears in their eyes.

“Leo…” Carla said, looking up at me with big, watery eyes, and then had to stop as a small sob wracked her petite frame.

“Mi amor…” Francesca uttered quietly, hanging her head.

“What?!” I demanded. I knew they were pregnant but come on!

“Please don’t… don’t…” my fiancee started.

“DON’T MAKE US GO BACK!” Carla begged, crying freely and hugging herself and her pregnant belly. “Please, Leo! I’ll do anything!” she blabbered, breaking my heart with her terror.

“I wouldn’t -” I started, caught completely off guard. We were a family! I might have been mad, but I would never send them back onto the streets!

“Leo, darling, we’re soooo sorry,” Francesca said, with no hint of her usual teasing, happy tone. “We didn’t mean to hurt you like that; we had no idea you were actually stressing out about it!”

“I mean I was, but it’s seriously okay!” I said, but they seemed to not hear me.

“Sister, we fucked up,” Carla mumbled, still crying.

“I know, Carlita… We need to make it up to our man.” Francesca resolved.

“I can’t go back, Cesca…” Carla said, sounding completely broken at the thought.

“You think I want to be a prostitute again?” Francesca demanded, and I realized what was happening. I had been angry, sure, but they thought I was so mad that I would send them, and therefore my unborn children, back into the hell I had saved them from! I knew that I could take advantage of this, probably use it to get anything I wanted or at least for them to stop teasing me, but I didn’t want that kind of relationship, one where I tried to “win” against my loves.

“Stop,” I said softly, and immediately they were both silent, holding in their breath to keep from crying. “No, you can breathe!” I hurriedly amended my request. They both gasped air, and then turned to me with curious, still-remorseful gazes.

“What can we do, Leo?” Carla asked pathetically, seemingly ready to suffer any pain in order to stay in her charmed life.

“Both of you, stop, and look at me!” I asked, quite exasperated. “I’m not going to punish you, or be mean to you, and I will never send you back onto the streets!” I reassured them definitively. “I just meant that I am getting fed up with the teasing, and treating my cock like a dildo!” They couldn’t help but giggle a little bit at that; it was funny!

“You… you wouldn’t send us back?” Carla asked, her voice still wavering. I shook my head emphatically ‘no’ and she seemed to come out of an emotional abyss.

“How could you think I could ever do that?” I asked, a little hurt they would think so little of me.

“5 years on the streets, sucking cock for money?” guessed Francesca, and I had to give it to her; that would probably do it in terms of trust issues.

“I… I’m so sorry,” I started, about to repent all of my earlier anger. I couldn’t believe I had scared them like that!

“No, Leo, we’re sorry,” Carla cut me off. “I know you wouldn’t do that - I think we might have just been a bit hormonal and, you know, traumatized - but I think we can both see now that we have been unfair to you.”

I picked up a little at that. This seemed like a much more balanced, reasonable response! “Thank you, I just meant that -”

“No. You were right,” Francesca stated solidly. “We haven’t been fair to you. We’ve been using you, and abusing your generosity, and taking advantage of your kindness.”

“I… I guess that’s kind of what I meant?” I said doubtfully, not 100% sure she was on the right track.

“You deserve better, and we do deserve to be back on the streets,” she continued, and I immediately started to object.

“Let me finish,” she ordered, and I quieted down. “We deserve that, but you would never do it, because you’re a good man. It was unfair of us to panic like that; we should have trusted you.”

“Thank you! I love you both and -”

“Leo, just let her finish!” snapped Carla, apparently seeing where her sister was going and growing tired of my interruptions. Realizing what she had just done, she smiled apologetically at me, but I just motioned for her big sister to go on.

“We love you too, dear husband. And we’re yours, forever. But we haven’t been treating you like it,” she explained. “That is going to change.”

“Absolutely!” Carla agreed. “We’re going to be so much better for you!”

“Si, and we’ll make sure you don’t have to stress over us. We’ll be the women you deserve,” Francesca finished.

“Wow, uh…” I began, “I don’t know what to say, Thank you? I just wanted the teasing to stop, but what you’re saying… Wait, what do you mean ‘the women I deserve’?”

“We won’t pick on you, or ask too much of you, for starters,” Carla said immediately.

“Right. And we’ll be your slutty, eager-to-please, pregnant whores again…” Francesca added.

“Oh yeah! Oh please, Leo? Please still fuck us? My horny, pregnant pussy needs your cock soooo bad!”

“I… of course I’ll keep having sex with you! You’re the 2 hottest women in the entire world!” I assured them, and they smiled gratefully.

“Thank you, lover,” purred francesca. “But we want to do more for you, something special…” I gulped a bit, nervous what that would mean. Francesca looked meaningfully at her sister, raising an eyebrow. “Carlita? The thing you had been talking about?” she egged her sister on. Carla looked confused for a moment, but then gave a devious smile and looked me straight in the eyes.

“Leo, I’m yours. I’ve only ever been yours, and I will be forever.” I smiled at her, showing her that her words were appreciated. “You took my virginity, and got me pregnant, and now… Leo, I want you to take my ass.” There was silence in the room. Both women stared at me, seemingly nervous as to my reaction, whether their peace offering would be enough.

“What?” I asked, not sure I understood.

“Your young slut wants you to fuck her butthole,” explained Francesca, smiling happily at her sister. “And while you’re at it, I’d like to give you mine as well!”

I was floored. This was amazing! But wait. Were they just doing this because they were still scared of me? “That’s… wow. But you’re not… you don’t still think…”

“Are we worried you’ll throw us out on the streets if we don’t give you our assholes?” Carla laughed, “NO!”

“We know you love us, amo. This isn’t us trying to change your mind or anything like that.” Francesca added.

“This is about us realizing we haven’t been too good to you, and wanting to go back to being your devoted sluts!” Carla explained.

“Besides, your younger whore has been fantasizing about you fucking her ass for a while now,” the older latina whispered conspiratorially, and Carla elbowed her to shut her up. I look at her questioningly.

“I mean, fine, I have…” she admitted. “But this isn't about what I want! This is about submitting to you, completely. This is about us remembering who we belong to, and showing you that things really are going to change.”

“We’re sorry, Leo, for mistreating you like we did,” Francesca said remorsefully. “We’ve been very bad girls, teasing you like that.”

“We deserve to be punished, but you’re too kind to do that,” Carla chipped in.

“So we’re going to do the next best thing!” Francesca concluded. “You own us, babe. It’s time we started acting like it again.” I thought for a minute. It seemed like they had realized what I had been trying to say, and maybe even more importantly it seemed like they weren’t just doing this out of some unfounded fear of me ruining their lives. They had apologized, and it seemed like they just wanted to show me how much they meant it.

“I… you both… Thank you. I love you,” I said with conviction. They smiled at me, pleased that I seemed to be understanding them.

“We love you, too,” they said at the exact same time, and then giggled because of it. We all hugged and they dried their tears. Everything was back to normal (back from the fight and before they started treating me like a piece of meat).

“Yay!” Carla finally spoke up. “But so, Leo... “ she trailed off. “Can you please fuck my ass now?”

I laughed, smiling warmly at her, and my cock began to harden once more. “Sure, sweetheart. Francesca, can you lube up your sister’s ass?” I asked sweetly, and we all laughed at the naughtiness of the situation.

After Francesca had grabbed the bottle from the nightstand (she had objected to me keeping it there, because “it’s not like we ever aren’t wet enough for you…” and she had a point, but I kept it there to be safe), she was lovingly rubbing a lubed finger on her sister’s tight, star-shaped hole. Carla was moaning wildly, looking between the sister who was preparing her and her baby-daddy, who would be taking her last virginity.

“Okay sis, I think you’re just about ready!” my fiancee said happily, sliding to the side and slapping Carla on the ass as she went.

“Oh god, yes,” Carla enthused. “I am so ready for Leo to take my ass!”

I moved behind her on my knees and placed my hands on her hips. “I love you, Carla,” I said to her sincerely.

“I love you too, Leo, but… maybe this isn’t the time to be all romantic?” she suggested, giggling.

“Hmm, that’s probably fair,” I agreed while rubbing the head of my cock against her tight rosebud. “I mean I am about to make you into more of a whore than your sister…” Francesca rolled her eyes; she had been an actual prostitute!

“Fuuuuuck,” Carla moaned at the thought of being the sluttier sister, and wiggled her hips to entice me into her butt. “I want you to own every one of my holes, baby…”

Well, I didn’t want to disappoint her! Without any verbal warning, I lined my cock up with her tight rear opening and buried most of my cock inside. “EEEE!” she let out a high-pitched squeal, arching her back and almost pulling away, but my grip on her hips prevented her from pulling off of my invading member at all.

“Holy shit,” Francesca exclaimed, “it looks like you’re tearing her in half!” It did look quite obscene, my massive cock spreading open her tiny, tight butthole while she panted, struggled, and even cried a little.

“Are you okay, Carla? Do you want me to stop?” I asked, genuinely concerned that maybe this fantasy had gotten away from her.

“No. A. Chance,” she growled through gritted teeth, moving slightly to fuck herself stubbornly farther down on my cock. “Destroy me ass. Make me feel it for a fucking week!” Well, if she was sure… I winked at Francesca, gripped her little sister’s hips even harder, and drove the last few inches of my shaft into her forbidden passage.

“Not so eager now, huh?” Francesca teased, seeing her sister’s entire body tense up and assuming it was because of pain or discomfort. She couldn’t feel what I felt, which was Carla’s assshole clenching rhythmically, or see her toes curled and her back arched in the very distinctive way she does when…

“HOLY SHIT I’M CUMMING!” she informed her sister after a few seconds, when she had regained the ability of speech despite the overwhelming pleasure. “Oh my god Cesca, my ass is cumming and it feels sooooo good!” Francesca’s jaw dropped and she looked on with a new appreciation for what she was seeing.

“Carla, your ass feels so fucking good,” I told her truthfully. Especially with all the lube, it was an amazing feeling. Hot, wet, and incomparably tight, her back door squeezed me in a vice-grip of pleasure.

“Good, mi amor,” Carla growled, using her sister’s usual term of endearment for me, “because after I give birth to your baby and my pussy is too sore and stretched out for you, I… unh… I still want to take your cock inside of me!” Francesca trembled at that, and I knew from experience that she was having a small, sympathetic orgasm alongside her sister’s much more powerful one.

I knew she would be getting sore pretty quickly with her first ass-fucking, and the incredible tightness of her naughty hole was urging my cock to climax, so I decided not to fight it too hard. “Carla, I’m getting close, baby… Do you want my cum in your asshole?”

“YES! Oh Leo, please please please, cum in my filthy ass! Fill this slut’s butt with your sperm!” she begged, panting and shuddering at the thought of what was about to happen.

“Fuck, Carla. I love you!” I grunted, releasing my control and feeling my cock start to throb while I still thrust in and out. This set Carla off on another, seemingly more powerful orgasm, and the sensation of her tightly pulsing passage squeezing me rhythmically only encouraged my own climax.

“I love you too LeOOOOOOOO!” she sobbed, her body wracked with tremors and her muscles seeming to bulge with how tightly she was tensing them. She bucked her hips, arched her back, and clawed at the bedsheets like a madwoman. Francesca just looked on in awe, covering her mouth lightly with her hand while she saw her sister transform into a savage, erotic beast.

Eventually, my cock stopped shooting cum into the tightest hole I had ever fucked, and a couple of minutes later Carla stopped shuddering quite so violently. I slowly pulled out of her, soliciting a whimper as semen began to pour from her used, stretched hole.

“You know…” Francesca breathed nervously. “I might actually wait a little while and let you be the ass-whore for now, Carlita…” We all laughed at that, and snuggled together for a while just enjoying the intimacy. We eventually decided to just get ready for bed and call it a night, enjoying a peaceful sleep together as we loved to do. Cuddling with both of my pregnant sister-wives was glorious! And fairly erotic, but we had just fucked… well, Francesca hadn’t, and woke me in the middle of the night for some fun vaginal sex. We tried not to wake Carla, but the inevitable did happen, and we had a great time together. Anyways, we slept for most of the night, until...

“Mommy! Mommy! Daddy!” I rolled over, knowing that when I opened my eyes I would be staring into the elated face of little Katya.

“Sweetheart, good morning!” Francesca responded, sounding chipper as could be and not at all like a pregnant woman who had been woken by a screaming child. I really admired that woman! Our girls weren’t even technically her children - but don’t try telling her that! As far as she was concerned, Clara’s ring on her hand and the implicit, posthumous blessing that signified, meant that they were her kids by blood.

“Hey girls…” Carla mumbled, sounding much more appropriate for her situation than her sister, despite Francesca being 2 months farther along in her pregnancy.

I opened my eyes and saw Francesca hugging both Sasha and Katya, holding them close, while Sasha tried to apologize for her sister. “I’m sorry, mom! I told her to be quiet, and that we could just check if you were awake yet, but…”

“I know, little sisters are always being disobedient, right?” Francesca asked with a knowing smirk, and Sasha giggled her agreement while Carla tried to hit her big sister in the head with a pillow.

“Are not! I’m having Leo’s baby just like you told me to!” she snapped humorously, sticking her tongue out as Sasha cackled and Katya pouted.

“I’m not bad!” Katya shouted, and then tackled Francesca with hugs, being a bit gentle around her belly as she had been taught before. “Anyways! When are we leaving?!” The rest of the morning was a rush around the house getting ready and loading the Humvee, eventually hitting the road after a quick lunch.

So that’s the story of how our little family got started, started to grow, and figured out what seemed like the perfect dynamic. Maybe someday I’ll tell you about the trip we took, or how my gorgeous, latina sister-wives nursed our babies as a team, or how we had to make additions on our house because our family eventually grew to 11. But for now, I’m just going to go enjoy the loud, chaotic mess that we’ve made.
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