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Part 1 - Joanna – Me and My Daddy

That's how it all happened. You may doubt it, but the fact is that Martha is a difficult person to put up with, even more so after Dad passed away.

Those years were difficult, and they got worse when we were alone in the same house. Martha became a nuisance, an irritation in my life, and a castrator. I couldn't do anything; it was as if she didn't trust me.

But as everything can get worse, that's exactly what happened. Mom got a boyfriend, and that's how it all started.

First, she made me pissed off, watched me like a thief, and then she left me for a younger man. Jordan could have been my brother. I hated that man with all my might, even more so when I found out about the shenanigans they got up to every night. Who cared about me? It wasn't Mom, and it wasn't the new boyfriend.

Until one day Jordan saw me naked, and things started to change; they changed so much that something happened that I never thought would happen.

It was unintentional, it just happened, and it was so good while it lasted. It's a pity it lasted very little. But it was unforgettable.
































He's not my father!

Jordan came to live here about four years ago. I lost my father when I was fourteen. It was hard; my father was a nice guy. With Martha, my mother, things were different and much more complicated. We didn't understand each other, and it only got worse after Dad died.

She started keeping a much closer eye on me than before. Irritated me almost every day. She picked on my friends and didn't want me to have relationships with nearly anyone. It was a difficult two years, and I even thought about moving out. It was a stupid idea since I wouldn't be able to support myself, but it crossed my mind at the time.

Jordan and Martha started dating when I was sixteen. It wasn't long before he came to live with us. Tall, slim, with black eyes, a square jaw, and an athletic build. Handsome, but I found him pedantic and a little too nosy for my taste.

For the first few weeks, I hated Martha even more. What was all this about swapping Dad for a scruffy guy like Jordan? Who did she think she was, to think that I would accept a stranger living under the same roof?

The fights got even heavier, although not in front of the guy. Even so, I suspect she ended up telling Jordan everything.

Martha was visibly charmed by him, which made me even angrier. But her arrival brought me a nice surprise.

Mom stopped picking on me and started picking less. She looked like a teenager, do you know? A woman of almost forty, dating a younger man. Jordan must have been what? Thirty, tops. A woman in love turns into a ridiculous person, doesn't she?

At least I was able to go out with my friends more. Martha no longer wanted me to stay at home, even if it was for as little as possible.

Guess why?

In those early days, she just wanted to be alone with her unsympathetic boyfriend. It wasn't long before she started calling him my stepfather. I felt like throwing up at the thought of Jordan, a guy who could have been my brother, being treated like my father. I don't deserve that!

It made me want to throttle them both. Couldn't Mom see that Jordan was a profiteer who just wanted to live off her money?

I tried to talk to her, but Martha wouldn't listen.

"Enough, Joan, enough! Don't talk nonsense."

"It's just you who can't see it. Everyone can see that Jordan is a crook."

"Who is everyone, you? Don't give me any more trouble, girl."

I tried, but it was no use, and I had to let it go. But what was really hard was listening to the two of them late at night. Martha moaned loudly like a cat. It had never been like that in Dad's day, I don't remember.

You can imagine what they did when I wasn't at home. All the more reason for me to get out of that house. The problem was the lack of money and, I confess, the comfort of the house. I admit I hate dirt and mess.

"You're very sloppy, Jo."

"Do you want me to get out of your sight?"

Martha stared at me.

"I didn't say that, girl! I just said that you could do more here at home."

"Do more? I pay my bills, and I help with the housework. What else do I need to do?"

"You could prepare a snack for your father when he gets home from work, or serve him a cold beer occasionally."

"He's not my father! Stop talking to me like that, Martha!"

"Keep it down, girl, I don't want him to hear."

"With him, you're all worried, you can't offend the poor boy, with me... huh!"

"Boy, not girl. My husband, and stop bothering me!"

There was no remedy, and I had to adapt to the new times. Except that, they kept waking me up at dawn with my mother screaming like a call girl.

"Aaahh! Aaaah!"

Oh my God! Even though I am covering my ears. When it wasn't screams, it was the sound of things falling to the ground. Laughter and swearing.

"Slut!"

"You hot bastard."

Things like that, but there was much more to it than that, of course. The embarrassing thing was seeing the lovebirds exchanging lustful glances at breakfast as if I wasn't there.

Martha was different; she seemed like a different person. She started buying more colorful clothes and transparencies that made her look sexier. She dyed her hair red. She had a skin treatment and even had her breasts implanted.

Jordan was thrilled, to say the least, when she appeared in one of those dresses that defined her figure. Martha even joined a gym. All to please her new husband, my stepfather.
































What Mom saw in Jordan

It was at that time that something unexpected happened. I had to go to the bathroom late at night. Martha's screams had stopped, and I thought the lovebirds were asleep.

But when I opened the door, I saw Jordan walking down the corridor, completely naked, even though the light wasn't so bright, you could see his broad shoulders, his worked chest, and, of course, the flabby bulge swinging between his legs.

Understood why Martha moaned like a cat when she was with him. A thick, long cock that reached almost to the middle of her thighs. And that flaccid, imagine hard as a log.

As it was dark and he couldn't see me, I stood there waiting for him to pass and go downstairs. Martha shouted from the bedroom.

"Sugar, get me a glass of water!"

I went out on tiptoe and locked myself in the bathroom. That's all I needed, a naked man walking around my house.

It took me a few days to forget that image. I found my mother even more ridiculous, but I wouldn't dare draw her attention to that; it wouldn't do any good!

A few weeks later, I got my first boyfriend, and I was almost seventeen. Imagine that! And it was all Martha's fault. She wouldn't let me have my previous boyfriends and would lock me in the house if she had to.

Now, with Enzo, she had no trouble accepting it.

The one who didn't like it was Jordan. He got annoyed when he saw me with him, I don't know why. So much so that I avoided taking Enzo to the house.

Then one day it happened. I'm a bit of a mad. Enzo came home with me, and there was no one there. We stayed talking, chatting, and watching a movie until the desire appeared.

It wasn't the first time, and I was no longer a virgin. And it wasn't even with Enzo, it was with someone else at a party, over a year ago. Thomas was so drunk that I don't know how we got laid. It stung and it hurt, but there were moments of pleasure. But after it was over, all he wanted to do was sleep and snore. That's what put me off the man the most. I was pissed off with the guy.

The next day was even worse. Thomas passed me at school and didn't even say hello; he didn't even remember that we'd had sex in the bedroom of the house where the party was being held.

Disappointing.

Enzo, on the other hand, was very different: he was quiet and very shy. In fact, I was the one who ignited the relationship. If it hadn't been for me, that afternoon would have been all about popcorn and Max's boring movie. It started with a wet kiss on the tongue, a hug, a little squeeze here and there. Until I felt the horny boy leaning against my waist.

There was no one home, and the next thing I knew, I was almost naked. We went up to my room, and things got really hot.

We fucked on my bed. Enzo wasn't an athlete, nor did he have an admirable cock, thin and white, you could mistake it for a thicker pencil. Even Thomas was more interested in that respect.

Enzo was also more clumsy than I was. But it happened, I don't know how we had sex. I pretended I didn't know anything, and he tried hard to do what he didn't know. It wasn't a great orgasm, but at least it happened, and Enzo didn't sleep. As if we were a couple who had been married for over twenty years. Nothing exciting, let alone romantic.

Better than nothing. Except that I had to go to the bathroom. I went out carefree in just my panties; there was nobody anyway. What was the problem?

The problem was Jordan. I was startled when I got back to my room. I thought Jordan had gone off with Martha, but no, there he was in the middle of the corridor, looking with a pissed-off face! Staring at me.

"You brought this guy here? You know your mother doesn't like him."

I covered my breasts with my hands, but I saw that Jordan gave me that manly look, even though he was huffing angrily.

"And what's the problem? Can't I? I live here."

"You have no age and no respect for your mother and me."

"You! I don't owe you anything, man. You're not my father!"

"I'm your stepfather, girl, respect me! And these are things you do in a family home?"

I got even madder. My ideas bubbled up, and I ended up saying everything that had been pent up inside me for the last few years.

"Look who's talking in 'family home'!The man who screams so loudly that the whole neighborhood hears. You and my Mom look like two cats in heat."

"Don't talk about your mother like that!"

"Yes, I do! Do you think I don't hear the way she looks when you fuck? The screaming, the naughtiness, all the fucking both do as if no one was around?"

He was disconcerted, even holding his gaze on me, and you could see his face turning red. I didn't know I could stand up to that man; I liked the feeling of leaving him surprised and embarrassed.

"Get this guy out of here, now! Before I..."

"And if I don't want to!"

I got nervous, forgot I didn't have a bra on, put my hands on my waist, and Jordan saw my breasts swaying in front of him again. Maybe they weren't like Martha's new breasts, but for a second, he checked them out.

"Get him out of here, or I'll tell your mother everything."

He was frothing with rage. That's when I thought about the danger of all that arguing and thought it best not to risk it. I'd better not have another fight with Martha, or she'd decide to forbid me from dating Enzo, or worse, from going out with my friends.

I kept quiet, and he stomped off down the stairs. I went to my room to get dressed and get Enzo out of the house.

The next day, I met them both at lunch. There was a heavy silence in the air; it was awkward. So much so that Mom noticed.

"Wow! What happened to you two? Do you two look like you're going to a wake?"

Jordan straightened up in his chair and cleared his throat before speaking.

"No, Martha, it's just some problems at the office."

"Is Peter getting on your nerves again?"

"Exactly."

Martha looked at me impatiently.

"And you, what's with the face? Do you look like you've seen a ghost?"

I did. I thought Jordan was going to tell me that he was going to take revenge for my way of talking angrily to him. I breathed a sigh of relief and made up an excuse.

"It's just my studies, Mom. That's all."

"And that boyfriend of yours, what's his name again?"

"Enzo, what about Enzo?"

I asked in a string of voices. I looked at Jordan, and his gaze was lost in the plate on the table.

"You didn't bring him here, did you? You're not doing 'things' with that boy, are you?"

I don't know where that came from. I was suspicious of Jordan, but something told me she was just testing me.

"Of course not, Mom! I don't do things like that."

"You promised, Joanna. Although..."

She sipped her grape juice. I looked at Jordan again, and he was eating his lunch as if his mind was elsewhere.

"Although, what, Mom?"

"He looks like a silly boy, doesn't he? I don't know what you saw in him."

Jordan and I exchanged glances. For a second, I was afraid he was going to speak, but Mom's boyfriend did nothing but examine my breasts. Less than a second, but enough for me to feel undressed by that look. I remembered standing in front of him in my underwear and felt a twinge of shame, but I was more relieved that he hadn't told Martha anything.

Maybe it was what you call a feminine instinct, a mother's instinct.

"Don't talk about Enzo like that, Mom! What a drag!"

But she wasn't wrong at all. Enzo was a bit slow, even more so after yesterday. Not at all romantic, not at all dashing, and a cock...

I looked at Jordan, remembering him walking naked down the corridor. Now that was a man. No wonder Martha moaned like a slut in bed. I looked at Mom with a mixture of admiration and envy. The old woman didn't understand a thing.

"What's the matter, miss? Why are you looking at me like that?"

A surprised smile on her face as she chewed on a slice of meat.

Nothing, nothing. I was just remembering something."

"With me?"

"Um, um."

I stared at Jordan and imagined him naked again. I imagined what it would be like, but the guy was still unpleasant.

"What, tell me, Jo? I'm curious."

"Nonsense, forget it."

She sniffed dejectedly at my response, and finally, they moved on to other subjects.

Whew! It was a relief and a bit of a surprise. Why hadn't Jordan said anything? Was it to protect me, or was he afraid that I would tell him that I was naked in front of him during our discussion?

If that was the case, he could rest assured that I would never say that to Martha. I know what a jealous woman she was; I'd seen it before in Dad's day. And I wouldn't be the one to provoke Mom with something like that.

Even so, I spent a few days afraid of the consequences. He might decide to talk. I tried to control myself so as not to get into trouble with any of them.

But the days went by, the weeks too, and the shit didn't come out. But my relationship with Enzo didn't last long.

The guy was nice, good-natured, and even cute, but he was a bit bland. Something more was missing, and it wasn't just in bed; I got discouraged. I made excuses, and he even cried, just think! But that wasn't enough, I wanted a man with a macho manner, who was romantic in the living room and naughty in bed.

Is that how it is with everyone? At least with me, it was. I felt selfish, but I saw that it was the same with other girls, not all of them; there were always the more uninhibited and lucky ones who ended up with the more interesting ones. I've never been that lucky.

Most women are very romantic, but deep down, there's a hint of curiosity about having a good night of sex. It didn't even have to be a whole night, even a few hours. The problem was with whom? Someone beautiful, virile, a male sweating his hormones out through his pores.
































Jordan's tips

It was months before I became interested in anyone; this time, it was Víctor, one of those underground, gothic types. He had a mysterious way about him, with those leather clothes and piercings in his ears and nipples.

But what got me interested in Víctor was his motorcycle. It was a huge Kawasaki, and it roared with a two-stroke engine, which I loved to feel vibrating in my body when I was cuddled up to him. This one I could call my boyfriend.

He wasn't a cat, but he was nice to hold and kiss. It was with him that I learned how to jerk a man off the way they like.

"Not like that, girl, that hurts. Take it here, squeeze it..."

"Doesn't it hurt?"

"Of course it doesn't. Now work the head with your thumb. Turn it, turn it... Aah! Aaah!"

I liked making a man moan; I felt powerful. A little gooey honey came out of the top of his cock. The cock warmed my hand; I could see the veins pulsating. Sometimes I got tired of wiggling it, but it's nothing like the little fingers on my pussy. It's much tastier. It took a while, but eventually, the orgasm came.

"Aaah! Oooh!"

Seeing a man bursting with pleasure because of you was interesting, to say the least. Víctor squirted horrors, jets, and jets of cum.

"Put it in your mouth, put it in, girl."

"Victor! Do you need it, love?"

"Taste it, taste it a little. Kiss me."

Kiss? The bastard really taught me how to suck a cock. What a strange thing that was in my mouth, but it was hot and very, very indecent. It made me feel like a slut, almost like a piranha.

"Lick it, Jo."

And I licked the head of the cock, that salty taste on my tongue. I learned how to massage a man's balls. They go crazy just when you scratch those balls. It's a strange thing, completely different from us. Much rougher, without much affection.

But I never let Víctor get my face wet or swallow his cum, that was too much.

"Oh, no, Jo! I asked for it!"

"Never, Victor. You don't ask me these things."

He was worse than a child, could even cry or do something worse. That was his biggest fault. Sometimes he got violent, especially when he was drunk, which happened quite often. It made me afraid, and I became more worried about his reactions.

It was around the same time that Mom and Jordan's relationship began to cool. While I was learning a world of things from Víctor, from motorcycles to raw sex. They were going in the opposite direction.

The muffled screams and moans in the middle of the night were diminishing, almost stopping. The discussions came later, and it wasn't just in the middle of the night, hiding in the bedroom. It was in the living room, the kitchen, anywhere in the house.

I was happy with my new boyfriend, and Martha was pissed off with Jordan. I thought that sooner or later she'd get rid of him. Kicking Jordan's ass.

However, after almost four years of living under the same roof, I'd gotten used to him. My mother is back to being a pain in the ass, even more so with me.

Unbearable! As for Jordan, I'd say that, to my surprise, he was becoming more and more of a friend. Even more so after the day he caught me with Enzo at the house. He could have told everything, but he let it go without Martha suspecting a thing. It was from then on that I changed my mind about him.

Imagine if they knew what I was learning from Victor. As I said, sometimes I felt like a slut, and the worst thing was that sometimes I liked it. I liked being a man's whore, I don't even know why these thoughts came to me. It was exciting, especially in the middle of a good fuck.

But from conversations with other girls, some of them liked it too. And even Mom, by the way, also did what I did with Víctor, or maybe even more?

At least it seemed that way until things started to change. I don't know if it was routine or some other reason, but they grew apart, and I got closer to Jordan. Purely as a friend, I couldn't see him as my stepfather, but deep down, he was a nice guy, a good friend.

I first told him about some of Victor's weirdness, but I didn't have the heart to talk to Mom.

"Watch out for that guy, Joanna. He seems a bit crazy."

"Don't worry. Apart from that, Victor's all right."

I thought it best not to say anything about Victor's fits of rage. Jordan still seemed suspicious, like a jealous father.

"Careful, very careful. Have you brought him into the house yet?"

We stared at each other for a moment. I could understand what he was talking about, and my memory came back in an instant. Some of us were arguing in the middle of the corridor, and I was almost naked.

There was more than complicity in the air; I felt a tingle in my body, and I was smiling at him.

"No, I never brought Victor here."

"Good, let me tell your mother. You can bring him after."

"Would you rather tell her?"

"Better me, when you two talk, you fight more than anything else."

"Yeah, but it looks like she's even fighting with you now. It's not just me."

He laughed a little, embarrassed; he didn't look like the strong, confident man who had come to live with us. There was a kind of fragility in his eyes that I had even thought about putting him on my lap if I could.

"Can I ask you a question?"

He was afraid and even more embarrassed. I don't know if it was just embarrassment or a certain amount of jealousy.
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