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It's hot and I'm feeling restless as I sit on the couch watching my dad move around in the kitchen across from me. Even though I'm on Summer break and he should be spending most of it with me, he's been buried in work mostf the time and we only have dinner together sometimes.

I'm the only child and it's been him and I for as long as I can remember. I'm his little girl. His princess, but as of lately it doesn't really feel like it.

We have a bond like no other. I even suspected him of dating initially, but his life is as dull as life on this sprawling ranch. Besides, he wouldn't dare date without telling me, just like he keeps tabs on my dating life.

After Mom died, he promised that I was going to be his top priority, but it doesn't really feel like it recently.

“So I met someone at a party before coming back home, Daddy,” I say and when I glance over at him, I find his eyes are immediately locked onto mine.

That seemed to catch his attention. I'm lying but he doesn't need to know that. I just need to get his attention.

“What?” he asks as he places the knife down on the counter.

I shrug. “Yeah. He could be serious too, Daddy. I might bring him home for Thanksgiving.”

I get up from the couch and walk over to the kitchen where I see a bowl of dessert cream and I grab it as I feel him watching me.

“You didn't tell me about this, Hailee.” His tone is accusatory, but I ignore it as I quickly make my way out through the front door and onto the porch.

I don't wait for him to catch up with me, because I know he's already following me. I enjoy the fact that I can make him mad with a single lie and can just imagine the thoughts running through his head.

“Hailee!” he shouts manage behind me, but I quickly make my way into the orchard that is full and ripe with summer peaches ready to be devoured.

I go far into the field, moving in between the trees until I come to a spot with a little opening that Daddy and I used to come to when we used to hang out more often and he'd prepare an entire picnic just for me or sometimes we'd just lay in each other's arms and stare up at the stars at night.

I place the cream on the ground before pulling off my underwear and discarding the lace material on the ground.

And then I grab a few peaches from a tree next to me before settling myself down onto the soft grass.

I bite into a peach and close my eyes for a second as the tart sweetness of the fruit dances on my touch. God, its fucking delicious. Leaning my head back I take another bite and then a third, letting the sticky juices drip down my chin and collarbone, before I hear his voice.

“Did you fuck him?”

My eyes snap open and I see Daddy standing there. I sit back on my elbows and raise my knees a little so that my summer dress rides up my thighs.

I don't say anything for a long second as Daddy watches me, his eyes moving down to my exposed pussy.

“Fuck who?” I ask even though I know what he's talking about. I just want to tease him and drive him over the edge. He knows what I want.

I reach down and grab the bowl of cream before pouring some of it over my clit and pussy. A gasp escapes my lips as the coolness of the cream connects with my skin. I imagine his cock pumping in and out of me after he licks all the cream from my clit and pussy.

“You know what I'm talking about,” he says with a tinge of anger in his voice

“No I didn't fuck anyone. It was a lie,” I tell him. “I just wanted to make you mad.”

“You've been bratty this past week.” He steps towards me. “And you've been testing my patience. Do you want to know what happens to little bratty girls who try to test their Daddy's patience?”

“I don't know, Daddy. Why don't you punish me and show me how to be a good girl for you. I think I need to remember.” I tease him and spread my legs wider.

And he sure as hell doesn't need to be told twice.
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“Does that feel good?” Daddy runs his tongue up and down my clit making me moan loud even though I'm trying as hard as possible to make him not get to me.

“I don't know,” I manage to say.

He grips my thighs with his big hands and sinks his fingers into my skin while I shove my hands into his hair and bring him closer. His hot mouth against my pussy, with his warm, wet tongue flicking back and forth against my clit feels so fucking good.

I arch my back and he spreads my legs wider before he dips his tongues inside of me, spearing my pussy.

He licks and sucks and fucks me with his devilish tongue, bringing me close to the edge and when I feel that familiar tremble deep within my core, he pull back and kisses and bites along my thigh.

“Daddy,” I whisper and my eyes snap open to see him smirking cruelly.

“What? You need to be punished and this is my punishment for you,” he says, before grabbing a peach that's laying on the grass next to me.

Daddy takes a bite of the peach and then glances at me and before I know what he's about to do, he rubs the bitten part of the fruit against my clit and all the way down to my entrance.

He rubs the fruit and circles and I squirm as the sticky juices run down my inner thighs and against my clit. My pussy clenches with need as I watch him take a bite out of the fruit that he just rubbed against. I need him now. I need him to fuck me. And it doesn't matter. Even if I have to beg him to do it.

“Please,” I whisper and he smirks again, but he doesn't do anything just yet. Not until he's done eating the entire peach.

“Remind me again, little brat, about the guy you're supposedly bringing over for Thanksgiving.” He spits on my pussy before rubbing small circles with his thumb against me. “Tell me about how he supposedly fucked you.”

“But he doesn't exist.” I bite down on my bottom lip and he spits down on me again.

“What do you want me to say? That he would fuck me better and faster than you because you don't know what you want, Daddy?” I chuckle because I know this will take over the edge. “ Is that what you want—”

Before I can finish, he grabs my thighs and yanks me towards him before unzipping his jeans and yanking his thick cock out.

I don't even have a chance to say anything else, he positions himself in front of me and then without warning, Daddy shoves his big cock inside my pussy forcing a scream out of me.

I arch my back and feel the hard ground digging into me from beneath, but even that doesn't matter right now. All I know is Daddy and his big cock that's moving inside of me, stretching me wide until I can't breathe properly. He goes so deep that he doesn't stop until he's at the hilt.

And then he pulls out slowly, making sure I feel every inch of him moving in and out of him.

I feel him. I feel all of his veiny cock as he drives back into me and only when he leans over and grabs my jaw before kissing me, do I find my breath again.

He's against me, pressing his body into mine, careful enough not to crush me into the ground, but he moves slowly at first. He makes certain that I feel every thrust.

I moan into his mouth as he kisses me. He bites and sucks my bottom lip into his mouth, before grazing his teeth against me. Fuck.

His left hand comes around my neck and Daddy squeezes hard. There's no mercy in the way he touches, kisses or fucks me.

His trimmed beard scrapes across my jaw and sends delicious sensations through my body and then I feel him start to pick up the pace. He moves faster, spreading my thighs with one hands and his other hand holding both of my wrists above, keeping me in position as he fucks my brains out of this world.

“You think he can fuck you this good, little brat?” he asks against my mouth.

I shake my head.

“Not. Good. Enough,” he growls and fucks me harder, shoving his cock in and out of me. Over and over again.

I'm on the edge. My world is about to explode.

My heart is racing against my chest and just before I can come, he pulls his cock of me. “Tell me, little brat. Can he fuck you better than my cock can?”

“No, Daddy,” I whisper and he cocks his cock into me again before pulling it out.

He repeats the action, taking me to the edge, but withholding what I need from him the most.

“Please,” I beg. “Let me come, Daddy. Only you can make me come. I'll be a good little girl for you.”

“You'll be daddy's good little girl, hmm?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He shoves his cock back into me. “Come for me, baby.” And that's all the encouragement I need to hear. My pussy clenches tightly around his cock as I come hard around his monstrous cock and Daddy doesn't let me into the feel of him inside me. He pulls out and moves down until his mouth is on my pussy again. He laps at my pussy, licking and sucking at my sore lips as my juices drip down my entrance.

“You taste so fucking good,” Daddy says. “So fucking delicious. You taste better than those fucking peaches.”

I grab his hair and pull him closer, my body is shaking as he continues to eat me out.

But Daddy doesn't stop. He shoves two fingers inside of me and starts fucking me again while he flicks his tongue against my clit.

In and out. I throw my head back, tears streaming down my cheeks, but not from pain. From pure pleasure. It's too much. The pressure is there again. The heavy feeling of me needing to let go. I bring his face closer and grind my pussy against his face and that is all it takes. I come again and hard within a minute or two from my first orgasm.

And while I lay there shaking, Daddy spears me again with his cock and moves into me. He's rock hard. It doesn't take him long until he's coming inside of me. I feel his hot come filling me up.

He collapses against me and brushes my hair away from my hair. “Will you ever be bratty again with me?” he asks.

I shake my head and smile before biting down on my lip. “I can't promise that. I mean if I get fucked like this being bratty, then maybe I don't ever want you to stop Daddy.”

“Be bratty and defy me and you won't be able to walk for weeks, little brat.”

“Is that a dare daddy?”

“Only if you make it one.”
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