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Description:

Right before a family road trip, Rosie calls shotgun. But when it comes time to get in the car, the older man in her life makes her sit in the back with him. And when his urges come out, she can’t stop him, or else they might make a scene.

This is a 3-part series where Rosie will have a turn with all three of the men in her life.


********

Her body tingles as she realizes her daddy is getting stiff just looking at her. She wonders if she should sit up, tell him that her neck hurts. Or something.

But then his hand moves slowly up her belly, his fingers softly stroking her as he gets closer to her breasts.

Rosie’s heart drums like crazy, and heat moves over her flesh as she struggles with how to react to this new feeling.

“Oh yeah,” Phil says, tickling the underside of her breast. “I think I’ll be able to distract you so that being carsick won’t even cross your pretty little mind, princess.”

Rosie bites her lip as his thumb rubs her nipple. It sends pulses of electricity down to her pussy. Her panties, already drenched, feel hot once again.

“Uh, Daddy,” she whispers.

“Yes, babydoll?”

“Are … are you…?” Rosie doesn’t finish the question because she’s not quite sure what the question is. She just knows that the older man in her life is touching her in places that he probably shouldn’t.

But it’s making her little pussy throb.

********


“Shotgun!” Rosie calls out, running as fast as she can to the car. She always has to sit in the back but not this time. No way.

She and her “family” are headed to the mountains for the day, and she always gets carsick winding up those twisty roads on the long climb up.

She’s been living with the Burtons for six years now, since she was thirteen years old and her parents were killed in an automobile accident.

There’s Phil, the man in charge, and Jarod, Phil’s 20-year-old foster son. And today they have a special guest: Phil’s dad, Stone, who’s doing the driving. Rosie loves all three of the men in her life, and she often wishes they were her real blood family, but she also knows that to have bonds this tight with people you’re not even related to is pretty special.

“Not so fast,” Phil says, getting to the car before Rosie. He stands in front of the passenger door and nods to his right. “You’re riding in the back with me, sweetheart.”

Rosie makes a pouty face, which she realizes is ridiculous for a nineteen-year-old. But she truly was looking forward to riding up front with her foster granddaddy, Stone. Plus, she has noticed lately that Phil has been looking at her differently. He’s tall and strong, has an incredible jawline, dark hair and brooding eyes, and a hairy chest. So he is an attractive man. But Rosie is more into Stone, who’s much older and has this whole worldly wisdom thing that really attracts Rosie and makes her hot between the legs.

“Aw, Daddy. I really wanna sit with Grandpa. I never get to chat with him.”

“Maybe on the way home. But he wants a chance to talk with Jarod about his new girlfriend.”

Rosie grunts but complies with Phil’s rules, hopping in the backseat where he joins her. At least she has her phone and earbuds. She can shut out the world and listen to music. She also brought a few peppermints to help with any nausea, so she goes ahead and pops one in her mouth.

When Stone and Jarod are in the car, Rosie pushes her earbuds in and turns on the music, keeping the volume low enough that she can hear Stone and Jarod talking.

She leans back in the seat, pressing her knees against the back of the driver’s seat. Her long legs shine in the sun peering through the glass of her window, and she’s glad she wore her tight little miniskirt. Maybe Stone will notice how sexy she really is when they stop at the top of the mountains for their picnic lunch.

And maybe sweet Rosie—who is still a virgin at the tender age of nineteen—will sit in her special way on the blanket they brought and flash her freshly shaved bald pussy to him, giving him a sneak peek of what she’d like to give him—her innocence.

Rosie’s nipples harden into points as she fantasizes about Stone, and her panties become sopping wet. She should have brought an extra pair, but she didn’t think she would get so horny so fast. Plus, she had planned on taking them off once they got to the top of the mountains so she could really enjoy the fresh cool air swirling around her creamy thighs.

Her fantasies continue to play out in her head, making her clit throb, her walls swell, and her body hum with lust.

She glances over at Phil and sees that he is looking at his phone, probably scrolling through his email or something. The important thing is that he’s not paying attention.

Rosie places her hand over her crotch and slowly, subtly starts to rub that glorious bundle of meaty flesh between her lips. She’s lucky that hers is extra-large, even when she’s not aroused. She only knows that it’s bigger than the average woman’s because she had snuck into Phil’s office and got on his computer to watch some adult clips online, and Rosie had been shocked at how petite most of the girl’s clits were.

Rosie’s large clitoris may be the reason she always cums so easily. It’s like this great big bundle of nerves that barely needs a soft brush to make Rosie quiver and quake.

Even now, as she rubs her pointer through the miniskirt and the silken material, she can feel her nipples clawing at the soft fabric of her tank top, and she can’t help but rock her hips gently up and down.

Her breathing becomes ragged, and the music filtering though her earbuds becomes muffled as an orgasm approaches. She wants to look at her grandpa’s reflection in the rearview mirror when she cums, though, so she opens her eyes, and right away, she can see that Phil is staring at her.

Hard.

She sucks in a rush of air and turns her head in his direction.

He licks his lips and glances at her hand. And she immediately pulls it back, clasping her fingers together in her lap as a wave of embarrassment washes over her.

Rosie’s cheeks bloom heat, and she turns her attention back to her grandpa, wishing like hell she hadn’t tried to rub one out right here in the back seat next to her daddy.

Phil doesn’t seem to be put off by it, though, and as he reaches over and pulls one of her earbuds out, she’s fairly certain he’s going to bring it up.

“Baby, come put your head in my lap, take a little nap with Daddy.”

Rosie chews on the inside of her lip, wondering what he’s up to. “I’m not sleepy, though.”

His eyes bore into her, and Rosie thinks she sees a flash of irritation. “I didn’t ask if you were sleepy, sweetheart. Now you be a good girl and listen to what your daddy says.”

With the press of a button, Rosie has undone her seatbelt. Her foster brother and grandpa are knee deep talking about girls and college, and all she can think about is why can’t she be up front with her grandpa, knee deep in conversation about girl things.

Rosie slides over just a bit and lays her head in her daddy’s lap, assuming this forced nap is his way of stopping her from masturbating in the car. Maybe he doesn’t want to call her attention to it. Maybe he actually is trying to spare her the embarrassment of it all.

He shimmies his hips side to side, and brushes some of her hair back. “That’s a good girl. Now you just lie here and rest.”

Rosie smiles and snuggles a little deeper into him, feeling the bulge of his crotch press against her ear. His hand softly strokes her shoulder, and it sends chills down her back.

“Are you looking forward to the mountains, baby?”

“Mm-hmm,” she nods. “Just hope I don’t get carsick back here.”

“Maybe with you lying in Daddy’s lap that won’t happen.”

“Maybe,” she answers, turning her head and smiling in his direction.

He smiles back, but moves his gaze over her sides, her hips, and all the way down to her feet.

There he goes again, checking her out. Only this time, Rosie feels movement under his jeans, right where her ear is.

Oh.

Her body tingles as she realizes her daddy is getting stiff just looking at her. She wonders if she should sit up, tell him that her neck hurts. Or something.

But then his hand moves slowly up her belly, his fingers softly stroking her as he gets closer to her breasts.

Rosie’s heart drums like crazy, and heat moves over her flesh as she struggles with how to react to this new feeling.

“Oh yeah,” Phil says, tickling the underside of her breast. “I think I’ll be able to distract you so that being carsick won’t even cross your pretty little mind, princess.”

Rosie bites her lip as his thumb rubs her nipple. It sends pulses of electricity down to her pussy. Her panties, already drenched, feel hot once again.

“Uh, Daddy,” she whispers.

“Yes, babydoll?”

“Are … are you…?” Rosie doesn’t finish the question because she’s not quite sure what the question is. She just knows that the older man in her life is touching her in places that he probably shouldn’t.

But it’s making her little pussy throb.

“Am I what?” he asks, now moving his hand up underneath her shirt and touching her, skin to skin.

Rosie grunts and moves her arm down in an attempt to stop him. Mostly because it’s turning her on so much she’s afraid she might cum right there on the spot and drench the seat.

“Are you sure about this?” she asks, her voice turning to a moan as he pushes her arm up and finds her pert little nipple, giving it a light pinch.

“Oh yes, my little angel. I am sure about this,” he answers, keeping his voice low. “Now you just lie there and let your daddy do daddy things to his little girl.”

Rosie huffs, and moves her arm willingly aside, giving Phil unfettered access to her chest. Her buds, hard and tingling, are for his enjoyment now.

His cock bumps under her head, and she can hear a sound coming from his throat as he teasingly moves back and forth between her nipples, rolling them between his fingers, softly brushing them, and rubbing them sensually.

Her brother and grandpa are blissfully unaware of the situation, still chatting away while Rosie gets felt up by her daddy.

Her body heats up all over, like molten lava is coursing through her veins as her daddy now lets his hand move down her belly, over her hips, and around to her ass.

He groans, and Rosie can feel how hot his crotch is now as he gets stiffer and stiffer. His hands cup her ass, and she arches her back, needing to cum so badly that her vision is becoming blurred.

“Mm, such a nice ass you have, princess. But Daddy first wants to feel how wet you are.”

She purrs and bites her lower lip as he grips the waist of her panties and slides them down. Rosie helps him finish the job by tugging them the rest of the way down and letting them fall to the floorboards. She also keeps her eyes on the men up front, making sure they don’t look back here and see the filthy things that are about to occur.

“Fuck, baby,” Phil whispers as he slides a hand between her creamy thighs.

Rosie moans softly, lifting her leg slightly so he can touch her swollen lips. Her walls clench as he slips a finger through her folds, and of course Phil growls softly above her, making her body ache with need.

“Roll over a little sweetie, let me at that pussy.”

He gently pulls her shoulder to the side, causing Rosie to be on her back. Phil uses his right hand to fondle her tits through her shirt while sneaking his left hand up her skirt and finding her drenched pussy.

“You know how much I’ve wanted to touch your tender places, babydoll?”

Rosie’s eyes clamp shut as he teases her outer labia, making her throb painfully. “No, Daddy. I … I didn’t know.”

“Well I have. And I know you’re innocent,” he growls, pinching her nipple so hard she can’t help but whimper.

He moves the tip of his finger over her lips, and her legs naturally part to accept him. Her breathing increases in time with her pulse, and when he pushes that same finger into her opening, she trembles.

“Mmmm,” he moans, flicking her hard nipple back and forth. “So wet…”

“Yes, Daddy,” Rosie whispers, the ache now becoming unbearable.

While cupping her breast in one hand, he slowly draws his finger out and moves it over her clit, releasing a soft growl when he discovers just how meaty her button is.

“Can’t wait to suck on that sometime, when we are alone…”

“Oh yes, Daddy. I … I want you to suck on it.”

Her thighs begin to tremor ever so slightly, and she rocks her hips upward, right as Phil grips her clit between pinched fingers.

“Fuck,” he grunts.

Rosie feels another bump under his pants, his need making him stiffer with each passing minute.

With two fingers now, he pushes inside her tunnel, getting himself thoroughly slicked up.

Rosie feels the imminent crash of the wave approaching, and as her walls swell and throb, he brings those fingers to her clit and swirls them round and round.

The heat and burn take over, and Rosie whimpers as she cums, Phil’s fingers still toying with her breasts and making her shudder.

Her body jerks softly through the orgasm, and her daddy doesn’t give her a chance to recover before he navigates further south, finding the tight entrance to her most forbidden hole. She squeaks and closes her legs, forcing Phil to clamp a hand over her mouth.

“Shush,” he commands. “And let me at your pretty little ass, baby. Daddy needs to feel how tight you will be when I finally fuck you.”

Holding back a groan, Rosie does as her daddy asks, spreading her legs open once again to give Phil unfettered access to her holes.

With fingers that are still slick from her juices, he slides into her bottom, using just one finger, and Rosie immediately feels the pressure.

She huffs and bucks her hips as he slides his hand underneath the top of her shirt to fondle her tits, flesh to flesh. Her blood is pumping hard now, and as he fingers her ass, she feels the need for another release.

Licking her lips and turning her head to the side, Rosie’s belly tightens. She loves the surrender, the way it feels to let this man who has taken care of her most basic needs now take care of her primal needs.

And given the erection that’s continually pressing into her skull, he has his own primal needs.

“Good girl, letting Daddy play with your ass,” he whispers as Jarod and Stone chuckle about something up front. “Would you like to cum?”

Rosie nods quickly and grinds her hips, and Phil uses a thumb to massage her enormous clit. She has to bite her lip to keep herself silent, to keep herself from exploding a string of expletives that describe just how horny she is right now, how animalistic she feels.

How desperately she needs to be fucked.

And letting her imagination run wild, Rosie thinks about just that, her daddy fucking her from behind, gripping her hips and losing all control. With those thoughts come yet another release, and with Phil working her bottom and her clit at once, she tumbles over the edge with such force she grips her daddy’s wrist and holds it steady as her bottom quivers and her clit bounces violently on the tip of his finger.

She can hear his ragged breathing, the sounds that he’s fighting, the roar that’s climbing up his throat. But it doesn’t stop him from fingering her little ass until she lets out a whimper and relaxes her hand on his arm.

“Daddy’s got a few needs now, babydoll,” he says to her quietly, pushing her head out of the way as he unzips his pants.

Desperate to see him, to taste him, Rosie slinks to the floor, between his legs, and watches as he removes his stiff cock. The head is bulbous and dripping clear fluid.

She quickly glances up at him, sees the rage-filled lust in his eyes, and he wastes no time pushing her head to his manhood.

Rosie parts her lips and fully takes him in her mouth, discovering the delicious saltiness of his precum. She swirls her tongue all around, feeling how hard he is, but also how smooth his flesh. His girth is wide, and his length throbs as she begins to suck.

“Fuck, babydoll. Oh jesus,” he grunts.

Fortunately, Rosie hears the radio blaring up front, so she’s fairly certain that Jarod and her granddaddy have no clue what’s happening right behind them. And frankly, she doesn’t care what would happen if they did know.

She’s too busy working her head up and down, bobbing and sucking and slathering her tongue along her daddy’s frenulum.

“You’re gonna make me explode, princess. Don’t fucking stop…”

His words only fuel the desire Rosie has for him, and she wraps her fingers around the base of his shaft and pushes her head down as far as it will go, forcing a torrent of cum to erupt from her daddy’s cock.

Phil keeps a hand on the back of her head, keeping himself deep in her throat as she swallows repeatedly, every few seconds letting out a few garbled sounds. She hears his breath escaping in small bursts, and she finds that she is fighting the urge to climb in his lap and ride his cock good.

She finally comes up for air, keeping her fingers around his root like a tight ring, and sucks softly on his head, enjoying the last few pulses of cum that spurt out as he fists her hair and growls softly.

“You are such a good girl, drinking daddy down like that.”

Rosie smiles and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then crawls back up to the seat next to her daddy.

Her brother is bobbing his head to the beat of a song, but her granddaddy casts a quick glance over his shoulder as Phil is busy tucking himself back in his pants, and Rosie thinks that he might have seen her moving about.

“What’s going on back there? You too are awfully quiet,” he says.

“Nothing, Pop. We’re just enjoying the ride.”

Phil gives Rosie a quick wink, and she giggles as she tugs her miniskirt down.

“I’m not done with you, baby. I aim to ruin you like a good Daddy should.”

Rosie gets a rush of excitement, wondering what ways he will defile her next. But for now, she’s content to enjoy the rest of the day, and whatever it may bring.


TO BE CONTINUED

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.

********
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Excerpt from Daddy Calls the Cops:

The cop steps closer to me, bringing his hand around the front of his pants and thick leather belt. “I said, stand up. You’re not going to ignore an officer of the law, are you?”

Okay, clearly, they are taking this shit to the extreme. With a grumble of obscenities, I stand up, and Roy puts his hands on my arms, spinning me halfway around.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

My mouth drops open, and I toss a look over my shoulder. “You’re not serious.”

“I’m very serious,” he answers sternly, pressing his lips close to my neck.

And without giving me a chance to comply or resist, he grabs my arms and pulls them behind me, sliding cold metal cuffs around my wrists and clicking them in place before I can process what’s happening.

“Now you’re going to bend over for me.” The stupid cop grips me tightly around my arm and pushes me face-down on my own bed, my feet still on the floor and my ass hanging off the edge. Hair flies in my face, and I blow it away.

“Daddy!” I blurt out. “Do something!”

Frank walks over to where he can see me, and he’s rubbing his beard with a smug grin and a glint in his eye. “I am doing something, sugar. I’m gonna help this officer teach you a lesson.”

********
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