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For the last couple months, my dad had been
acting strange.

He seemed weird, preoccupied. I have to admit
I didn't notice at first, because I was a little wrapped up in what
was going on with my own life, too. I had gone with my girlfriend
to Paris for what was supposed to be a romantic getaway. I was even
thinking about maybe starting to approach the subject of getting
engaged, getting married when we were both graduated from graduate
school in a year.

That was when she dumped me. She didn't even
come back to America with me. Last I heard she was with some new
French boyfriend of hers, living a wild life.

Great for her. Sucks for me.

So I came back home to stay with my dad for a
while, and for a week I was too concerned with my own
disappointment and anger at rejection to notice that something was
up. But something was definitely up. He seemed a little concerned
about things, and he checked his phone a lot, like he was waiting
for something. The first few times I tried to press it, he said it
was nothing or tried to change the subject.

Finally he told me what was on his mind: it
was a girl named Clarissa. She was apparently the high school
daughter of one of his employees, and she ran away. Since she was
eighteen when she disappeared, the cops didn't have a lot to go on.
She was legally an adult and it was her own business, the cops
apparently said, as long as there wasn't any evidence of foul play.
There wasn't, but she was still missing.

It was obvious that Dad was worried about
her, which I thought was nice but a little weird. After all, he
really didn't know all his employees that well, and I never heard
of this girl before. Maybe she reminded him of my sister Annie,
even though she didn't seem very much like it, from the way Dad
described Clarissa. I guessed he was just feeling empathy, which
was probably a good thing, I thought. Since Mom died, he had been
lonely. Maybe he just felt bad because it was a situation to feel
bad about, in general.

Then classes started up again and I went back
to school. Honestly, I forgot about it.

Then I came back home for Thanksgiving. I
knew my dad was at work so I just let myself in as soon as I got
home. I got a beer from the fridge and walked into the house,
expecting the whole place to be empty.

It wasn't. I got startled so
bad I nearly dropped my beer bottle when I turned the corner and
saw an incredibly pregnant girl
lounging on the couch.

There was no doubt as to how pregnant she
was, either, because she was totally naked. Not a stitch of
clothing on her, just her soft creamy skin. She had one hand
resting on her belly and her other holding the phone as she looked
like she was texting someone. She didn't even blink or try to cover
up as I came in. "You must be Michael," she said.

I nodded, not sure what to make of this.
"Clarissa?" I asked.

She brightened up and nodded. When she sat up
a bit, her body shifted and her breasts moved heavily. She looked
like she was about to pop at any minute. Her frame was petite and
pretty, but I could see where baby weight had given her hips and
tits, to say nothing of her enormous belly. "Sorry I'm like this,"
she said, not sounding sorry at all. "You see, my skin is very
sensitive right now, and it hurts me to have a lot of clothing
on."

I took a long drink of my beer. "Uh-huh," I
said. I couldn't stop staring at her. She didn't seem like she
wanted me to, either. "Weren't you missing?"

"I just had to go find myself," she said,
sitting up a little more. She let her legs part and I could see the
thatch of hair between her legs, and then her pussy lips just
beneath it. I knew I shouldn't be thinking about it, but all I
could think of was how I never fucked a pregnant woman before.
Weren't they supposed to be incredibly horny? Which raised another
question, what was she doing here in my father's house?

Before I could ask that, though, she smiled
and stood. "I'll go put on something a little more polite," she
said with a wink. "I wasn't expecting anyone home just yet."

"That's okay," I told her, but she turned and
sauntered off. She had a little waddle to her, on account of her
huge belly. Maybe that explained the nudity, I guessed, if she
didn't know anyone was going to be home so soon. There was no way
she waited around like that for my dad... right?

When she came back out again a few minutes
later, it was in a silky robe that barely concealed her tits and
belly. Even though she had no makeup on, she had a beautiful glow
to her. "Your father mentioned you might be coming home, but he
didn't know when," Clarissa said as she sat down again. "He's been
so kind to take me in and give me a place to stay. My own parents
haven't been so understanding about my," she looked down and rubbed
her hand across her gravid belly, "my delicate condition."

"I'm sorry," I said, taking a seat opposite
her. "I'm glad Dad could help out."

Clarissa smiled and even giggled a bit. "He's
a big help," she said. "He makes sure to take care of everything I
need."

"When are you due?" I asked.

"Soon," she told me, patting her belly again.
"Another six weeks at the most. Going to be a little girl, the
doctors tell me."

"Is that why you," I looked at her, trying to
figure out the polite way to put this. "Why you went away to find
yourself?"

"Some of it," Clarissa admitted. "So your
father tells me you're in business school?"

We chatted away, and I told her some about
myself, how I hoped to go into management and become successful in
the corporate world. I even wound up telling her about my Paris
break-up and how what might have been an engagement turned into a
disaster. We just talked together, in that living room, until my
dad came home a few hours later.

When he saw us sitting there, a look of
surprised passed his face. It was just for a second, and he covered
it well, but I definitely caught it. I wasn't imagining it. There
was something strange going on here that I didn't understand.

But I was determined to make the best of it,
so I just went along with it and pretended like it was totally
normal to have an enormously pregnant eighteen year old staying in
my father's house, celebrating Thanksgiving with us.

My sister and her boyfriend arrived later
that evening, and so did my aunt and uncle, and a few of my cousins
with their boyfriends and girlfriends. Clarissa sort of fit into
the bunch, and she was especially doted over by the mothers of the
group. They were all so sympathetic to her, the story of being run
out of her house after a conflict with her parents and feeling like
she had nowhere to turn, and all while she was in this sort of
condition. There was baby talk all over the place.

But the one question no one ever asked was,
how did that baby get in her in the first place? Who was the
father?

And I had this crazy
thought: could the father be my father?

---------------------

After two days of family craziness, huge
meals, and lots of football, I was ready for a little time on my
own. The warm November meant that the swimming pool was still good
for swimming, which meant that during the day there were often
people outside around it, splashing their feet in. It was midnight
now, though, and I was certain that everyone in the house had gone
to bed already, so I went out for a quiet swim on my own, to
reflect.

Alone in the backyard, I floated on the
surface of the water and looked up at the night sky. I wondered
what my now ex girlfriend was doing. Probably fucking every French
guy she could get her pussy around, I thought, and then I sighed.
No, I didn't want to be mean like that. Besides, it wasn't her
fault that I hadn't gotten laid since then. I could have been going
around and sticking my dick into any hot chick I wanted. I was
attractive, after all, I knew that much. But I just couldn't seem
to get my mind around the idea of sex.

That was, until I saw Clarissa on that
couch.

My mind drifted back to that. I had seen nude
pregnant women before, of course, pictures of them and sometimes in
movies, but never naked and in person. That was a whole different
thing. I thought the glow was just a cliché, but no, Clarissa
really did look happy and alive. She was on her way to being a
mother and it obviously pleased her tremendously.

There was a quiet splash at the other end of
the pool, and I stood upright, letting my feet fall to the bottom
of the pool. I looked over and saw that it was Clarissa! She was
wearing that robe again, the one that barely covered anything. And
as I looked, I could see it falling open so that her large brown
nipples were exposed by her neckline.

I ran my fingers through my wet hair,
slicking it back. "Did I wake you?" I asked, even though I knew I
had been totally quiet.

Clarissa shook her head. "She did," she said,
patting her stomach. "She's pretty restless."

"Is she," I said. I cleared
my throat. I couldn't stop staring at her tits. I could feel my
cock starting to grow and I grabbed a float so that she wouldn't
see. After she went back in, I would have to swim laps until I went
soft again. Then I could go inside
and jerk off until I went blind.

Clarissa kicked her feet. She looked
thoughtful for a second, then said, "I guess she's excited to come
out and meet her big brother."

I froze. I didn't know what to do. I didn't
even really know how to process what she said. It was almost like
it was in a foreign language, speaking some alien words. I felt my
heart skip a beat. My mouth went dry.

"Holy shit," I said, because that was all I
could think to say.

Clarissa laughed, and as she laughed, she
threw her head back and shrugged her robe off her shoulders. It
fell down by the side of the pool and she slipped in, shivering a
little as the cool water hit her skin. "You're not too surprised,"
she said with a smirk.

I wished I could have said yeah, I was
totally surprised. But I wasn't, not really. The moment I came home
and saw her naked, some part of me knew she had to be waiting for
my dad. I had already done the math without thinking about it, run
back nearly eight months to when he said she disappeared. And there
were just little ways she and my dad looked at one another when
they thought nobody else was looking, like she was getting him to
think dirty thoughts. Not that it was hard, with the way she looked
now, but like she was doing it on purpose.

Seeing my expression, she smiled and ran her
hands across her swollen belly. She moved more gracefully in the
water now, but she was still obviously huge with her child. I could
only imagine how much bigger she would get over the next month,
before she was ready to burst. Her nipples were hard as the cool
water splashed against her skin. "Did you inherit his big dick?"
she asked, standing a few feet away. "Because his is so big. It
feels so good."

Part of me was grossed out hearing her talk
about my father having sex, but a more important part was
absolutely turned on by hearing Clarissa talk about sex, period.
Especially since I hadn't gotten any in months. There was no hiding
the tent my cock was making my swimming trunks. I guess I hoped
that answered her question.

"Of course, some of his friends are even
bigger," she teased. She took her long, dark hair and brushed it
back from her shoulder. "One of them, fuck, it's as big as my arm.
I can't even fit him all the way comfortably inside my pussy. I
have to let him drill me in the ass."

Holy shit, I couldn't believe she was saying
this. "Does, um," I had to clear my throat. "Does my dad know
you..."

Clarissa grinned. "It was part of our deal,"
she said. "That I'd be a good little slut for his parties. Just
spread my legs wide and be a cum dump for men twice my age, three
times my age. Load after load."

That
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