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I was home alone on a rainy
night, eating dinner and barely listening to the news on the
television, when I heard the doorbell ring.

I almost didn't answer it. I wasn't expecting
anybody. My kids sometimes surprised me with visits home, but my
son was in Paris with his girlfriend and I talked to my daughter
earlier that evening from her dorm room in Chicago. Neither one of
those had enough time to turn around and make a surprise visit to
their old man.

Otherwise, I didn't have a lot of friends who
were the kind to just drop by. When she was alive, my wife Laura
did, but she passed away from cancer a few years ago, leaving just
me alone in this big house. Her friends didn't drop by so much
anymore.

But I wasn't doing anything else, and I was
nearly done with dinner, and I don't know, maybe I was hoping it
would be somebody interesting, somebody other than a door to door
salesman. I didn't need a vacuum cleaner or a set of encyclopedias.
But I was even so looking forward to someone to talk to. Being a
widower whose kids were all grown up and moved out was a lonely
life, and I didn't have much of a social life, between work and
rattling around the house on my own.

When I opened the door, I was shocked.
"Clarissa?" I blinked at the girl standing on my doorstep, soaking
wet and shivering.

I guess I shouldn't call her a "girl". She
was a woman now, or close to it. Her father was one of my
employees, a manager in the company where I was a vice president.
He was a good man and she was his only daughter. I heard him
talking about her eighteenth birthday party just a few months ago,
and he said she was getting ready to graduate from high school just
next month.

But here she was, dripping from the rain. She
looked up at me with those wide blue eyes. "Hi, Mr. Buenavista,"
she said shakily. "Can I come in?"

"Of course," I said, welcoming her inside.
"Wait right there." I ducked into the nearby laundry room and
pulled out one of the beach towels from the rack above the washing
machine and dryer. Then I came back and draped it over her
shoulders, trying to warm her up and to keep the water off my floor
at the same time.

"Thanks," she said. She was sniffling. I led
her over to a couch.

Even drenched like this, she was beautiful.
Her eyes were a bright blue and she had a lovely smile with soft,
full lips. I knew I shouldn't be thinking like this about her, not
about a girl I knew from all the way back when she was so little,
but I couldn't help it. Not when she was this close to me, and when
every time the towel moved I could see her wet clothes underneath
clinging to her.

At last she sighed and looked up at me. "I
didn't really have anywhere else to go," she admitted with a sob.
"I knew that any of my friends I went to, my dad would call their
parents and they'd find me right away. So I thought I would come
here and maybe they wouldn't think about calling you."

"What happened?" I asked, trying to piece the
puzzle together.

Clarissa sighed. "My mom found a pregnancy
test in the trash."

Oh. I was starting to
put the pieces of the puzzle together now. Clarissa's father, John,
and her mother, Martha, were both very conservative religious
people. He was a good employee, very polite and never caused anyone
trouble, but it was clear that he was definitely a bit
uptight.

I tried to look sympathetic. "Are you...?" I
couldn't bring myself to finish the sentence.

She shook her head. "No, but..."

"But?" I prompted.

Clarissa sighed. "I was dating this guy they
didn't really like, Ronnie, but they let me date him because he
seemed nice and I promised that we weren't doing anything they
didn't want us to do."

"But you were," I said.

Clarissa nodded again, wringing out her wet
hair with the towel. "Just... a little, at first. His parents were
never home, and when they were, they didn't really care what we got
up to. They left us alone. So we..."

It was at this point I knew I shouldn't press
the issue. There was no way it was proper for me to have an
eighteen year old girl telling me about her sex life, especially
the daughter of one of my employees! But there was something about
this that was making my heart race. Ever since my wife died, I
hadn't been on a date or had any kind of intimate relationships
with anything except the occasional night with a porn movie and my
hand. This, however... this was different. I could feel my heart
starting to race, even though I knew it was wrong. After all, she
was younger than my children! I wasn't supposed to be thinking
about sex with her.

Clarissa leaned back on the couch and as she
did, her knees spread wider until one of them touched mine. "It
wasn't supposed to be a big deal," she told me. "I mean, it really
wasn't a big deal. My parents played it up like losing your
virginity would change your whole world. When really, I felt
exactly the same the next day."

This was tough for me. We had always been
supportive and sexually open with our children, my late wife and
me. I knew they both probably had sexual experiences in high school
and I never asked about them, just told them to be safe. I wasn't
prepared for the parenting job of a conservative girl who was
exploring herself sexually.

With a little giggle, Clarissa hid her mouth
with her hand. "It was fun, though! It was a lot of fun. So we did
it again. And then again. And then... the condom broke."

"I see," I said. "But at least you were being
safe at first."

"That's what I told my parents!" Clarissa
exclaimed. "But they weren't going to hear it. They were so mad."
Clarissa looked at me. "They told me to get out. So I did."

I nodded, feeling very sympathetic. I had
problems with my parents as a teen too, and I knew that sometimes
the best thing for an argument was to get both parties in separate
places until they cooled down. I knew John was a good man, and even
if he was mad at his daughter, he wouldn't be able to stay that way
forever.

Then I stood. "You can stay in the guest
bedroom," I told her. "Use a shower, warm up a little. I think some
of my daughter Livia's clothes are in there, and you two look about
the same size. I bet you could use something dry to put on."

Clarissa stood too. "Thanks, Mr. Buenavista,"
she said shyly.

"Please, call me Angelo," I said. After all,
if she was going to be my guest, we shouldn't be on such formal
terms, right?

I made sure she was comfortable and that she
knew where the kitchen and extra towels were, and I told her to
come knock on my bedroom door if she needed anything. But I didn't
think she would. She was almost all grown up, after all, and she
probably had lots of friends she needed to text and Snapchat at and
whatever those kids are doing these days. When I shut myself into
my bedroom for the night, I figured it was the last I would see of
her until tomorrow.

But I couldn't stop thinking about her, or
more to the point, my cock couldn't stop thinking about her. In
lots of ways she reminded me of my late wife, we both got married
when we were in our early twenties and her body looked a lot like
Clarissa's did now. But Clarissa had a different sort of air to
her, a raw sexuality that was a shame to hide inside of such a
conservative family. No wonder she got so interested in sex at her
first opportunity!

It didn't even sound like she loved the boy,
or she would be over there now instead of here. No, she wanted to
get away, period, and though that my house would be a safe place to
come to. Neutral territory, somewhere she wouldn't feel pressured.
So I wasn't going to pressure her.

But I couldn't stop thinking about her and
that broken condom. I stripped out of my clothes and instead of
putting on my pajamas, I lay back into bed with the lights down
low. I took one hand and wrapped it around my shaft, thinking about
the fuck that got her into all this mess.

Fuck, I thought, giving my cock several slow
strokes, I bet she was gorgeous in bed. Lots of repressed girls
tended to be. Even my wife was from a conservative family, but when
you let her go, she could fuck and ride for hours. I bet Clarissa
loved every part of doing what her parents always told her was
naughty. Including...

Maybe the broken condom was a lie. After all,
that was the sort of thing that was kind of hard to miss. I bet it
wasn't a broken condom at all, I thought as I squeezed my balls. I
bet she let her boyfriend do her raw for a change, and I bet she
loved it. Just letting him pour all his sperm into her while his
cunt milked her? God! That was the kind of thing that got a girl
peeing on a pregnancy test for sure.

I was so wrapped up in my fantasy I didn't
hear the bedroom door open. I heard it close, though, and when it
did, I could see that she was standing on the inside of it.

Clarissa laughed, looking nothing like the
prim and proper girl her parents always thought she was. I could
see her now, since she was standing there totally naked, except for
a light shirt she had thrown over her shoulders. It was unbuttoned,
though, and her pert little tits poked right out the front. Her
pretty pale belly went down to a thatch of hair at her thighs. She
had lovely hips, too, and thighs, both nice and curvy.

And she was standing right there, with me
caught red-handed stroking my dick.

But instead of yelling or doing anything like
that, Clarissa just laughed. "I was wondering if you were going to
start without me," she purred.

I sat up in the bed and belatedly threw a
sheet over my loins. "What do you mean?" I said, still trying to
play innocent, even though it was hard to play innocent with the
way my shaft was making a tent in the sheet. I had a big cock, I
say without bragging, and I knew it could make quite an impression
on women.

Clarissa licked her lips and came forward.
"Were you thinking about me and the high school boy?" she asked,
kneeling on the edge of the bed. "Fumbling in the back seat, trying
to unroll a rubber on his dick before he stuck it in me without
looking? Oh no, having it tear, and all his pretty white cum
dripping from my pussy?"

I cleared my throat as my eyes went wide. I
had no idea that this was the kind of girl she was like. I guess
she had us all fooled.

With a laugh, Clarissa got on all fours and
started approaching me slowly. "Ronnie was so cute. He thought he
was my first," she purred. Then she gasped and put her hand to her
chest. "Take it easy on me," she pleaded suddenly in an innocent
voice. "I'm a virgin."

I cleared my throat again. "You... you
weren't?"

Clarissa shook her head.
"I've been with lots of boys. Big
ones, small ones, fat ones, skinny ones, jocks, nerds. They all
think they're the only one who's been in this good girl's pussy.
But I'm tired of boys," she said. "I want men."

She was looking directly at me like a cougar
might look at its prey.

"Men," I echoed. "Well, you'll go to college
soon, and—"

Clarissa shook her head. "I don't want to go
to college," she said.

"Why not?" I asked.

She shrugged. "I don't want to pay all that
money and go to all those classes. I want to skip to the fun
part."

"The fun part?"

"The fucking," she answered with a laugh. She
brushed one of her hands over her breasts. They were small but very
pert. Every time she moved they swung a little more. "I remember my
dad saying you're a lonely man, and you need a wife."

I looked at her and squinted, looking at her
face and seeing her for what she really was, why she was really
here. "Did you really fight with your parents?" I asked.

She laughed. "Over stupid shit. Money,
grades. They don't know I let the boys stick it in me. They aren't
even close to guessing that one night I had ten different guys in
me, just in one evening." Clarissa giggled again as she ran her
hands up and down
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