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      “Are you sure this is the place?” my brother Rosco asks when he pulls up to the restaurant.

      “Yeah. It’s not open for another hour, but they told me to come in early,” I explain as I reach for my purse.

      He reaches out and grabs my hand, and I stare down at the leather bracelet around his wrist. The black cord has been there so long it’s faded at the edges, but Rosco never takes it off.

      “You’re not lying to me, are you?”

      I don’t make eye contact as I tug out of his hold. “Of course not. Thanks for the lift. You’d better hurry or you’ll be late.”

      “Fine. I’ll be right here when you’re done. Don’t make me wait,” he orders as I get out of the car.

      I feel his eyes on me as I walk to the front of the restaurant and knock on the glass door. There’s a sign that indicates they’re closed, but thankfully, someone comes from the back and unlocks the door. He’s probably close to my age, which I’m happy about. In my experience, adults ask too many questions.

      “Sorry, we’re closed,” the guy says, and I wave to Rosco.

      “Listen, I know you’re not open, but my brother thinks I work here. Could you let me in until he’s gone?” I give the guy my biggest smile with pleading eyes. “Pretty please.”

      The guy looks at Rosco’s car and then back at me. “Are you in some kind of trouble?”

      “No, he’s just overprotective.” I smile again, and after a second, the guy opens the door and I walk inside.

      Watching out of the corner of my eye, I see Rosco pull away from the curb and drive off. I breathe a sigh of relief as I thank the guy and go to leave.

      “Are you sure you’re okay?” he asks, and I nod.

      “Absolutely.”

      Once outside, I begin to walk in the direction of the shops on the other side of the restaurant. It’s not too far but far enough that Rosco won’t be suspicious. He’s always hovered over me since as far back as I can remember, but it’s gotten worse since I turned eighteen. It’s like now that I have the ability to leave, he’s tightening his grip harder than ever.

      I’m not sure why he’s so worried about me leaving because where would I even go? He’s several years older than me, and most people think he’s my uncle. I used to ask him what happened to our parents, but all he would say is that they took off, so I stopped asking. It’s always been the two of us, and he’s all I know.

      It doesn’t help that he's pissed about me getting a job, but I can’t keep letting him pay for everything. I’m not exactly sure what he does for a living, but I know that he works for someone really important, and when people see us on the street, they walk the other way. I’ve never been afraid of Rosco, but there is a real sense of danger that lurks below the surface.

      When I see the place up ahead, I take a deep breath and remind myself that it’s okay. I’m doing this for the money and so Rosco doesn’t have to work so much.

      The chime over the door sounds when I enter, and the guy behind the counter puts down his book and stares at me.

      “You got ID?” he orders, and I nod.

      It’s not actually my ID but my best friend’s. Shelby and I are both eighteen, but I didn’t want them to know my real name. Sometimes when people see it, they make a face or get really quiet, so I decided the best way to get this job would be to pretend to be Shelby.

      “Right here.” I hand it over, and the guy looks at it for a long moment before giving it back to me.

      “You here to work or shop?” His tone hasn’t changed from barking orders, so I assume this is just the way he talks.

      “Work,” I say, and he nods.

      “Good. I’m Tony. You go on in fifteen minutes.” He eyes what I’ve got on. “You got something else to wear?”

      I nod and hold up my bag. “Is there a place I can change?”

      He points to a wooden door that’s labeled office, and I walk toward it. On the way, I pass a few shelves that are filled with all kinds of things I’ve never seen before. I want to stop and read the packages, but I just keep going and try not to think about what I’m about to do.

      A few days ago, Shelby texted me and told me she made five hundred dollars in cash after working one night at Secret Pleasures. The adult toy store not only sells everything you need for the bedroom but also has a small stage in the back. She said they call it the peep show and explained what she had to do.

      When I’m in the office, I take out the clothes I brought to change into and try to remember everything Shelby told me. After I’ve changed and stuffed my regular clothes back in my bag, I walk out and see Tony standing by the door.

      He takes one look at my outfit and then lets out a low whistle. “Damn, girl, you play your cards right and I’ll make sure you don’t go home empty-handed.”

      I’m already nervous, and he’s not helping, but I do my best to ignore him as he stares at all the places my bare skin is showing.

      “Since this is your first time, I’ll go over the rules. Number one, the people watching will pay you to do stuff. If they pay you to do it, you do it. No refunds. Got it?” He doesn’t wait for me to respond, so I listen. “Number two, they can’t touch you without your permission. Number three, the store gets twenty percent of your earnings.”

      Thankfully, these are all the same things Shelby said, so I’m at least somewhat prepared for what he’s told me.

      “Number four,” he continues, but Shelby didn’t tell me there was a fourth rule. “If you wanna fuck, you can take them to the office where there’s a camera. People have to pay extra to watch.”

      Tony goes over to a heavy curtain at the back of the store, and I’m left standing there thinking about how I just got undressed in his office. I guess people are about to see all of it anyway, so I follow after him.

      What have I gotten myself into?
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      I can’t see much in front of me as Tony walks ahead and blocks out everything with his bulk. By the time he stops, there’s a spotlight in my eyes, and I literally can’t see two feet past where I’m standing.

      “We’ve got fresh meat on the menu tonight, boys,” Tony announces, and to my surprise, several people cheer.

      Oh no, what have I done? Shelby said there would only be like five people tops, but it sounds like twenty. Maybe I’m just freaking out because I’ve never been naked in front of anyone, and I’m about to show my virgin body off to a room full of strangers.

      Music begins to play, and it’s the kind you’d hear in a strip club. Part of me wonders why they don’t just go to a strip club if that’s what they want, but maybe this is more intimate? At least it feels that way for me even though I can’t see the crowd.

      “Keep your hands to yourselves and toes behind the line. Everybody got it?” Tony calls out, and once again a shockingly large number of men respond.

      Beside me is a chair that reminds of the ones in a beauty shop. It’s high off the ground and leans back, but there’s a place to put your legs like at the doctor’s office. My heartbeat is picking up, and I swallow hard, trying to think of a way to get out of this.

      All I wanted to do was make a little money so that Rosco wouldn’t have to work so much. He’s taken care of me my whole life, and I didn’t know another way to give back. This was going to be easy money for one night of taking off my clothes, but now I’m starting to regret listening to Shelby.

      Tony turns around and glances over my body one more time before grinning. “Get on up. Time starts when your ass is in the seat,” he says, and then he’s gone.

      Directly in front of the seat are where the men are seated, but the spotlights are too bright and too close for me to see them. All I can see is a red line on the floor that must be the one Tony said for them not to cross. Against the wall is a clock with a countdown, and below that is a screen with a total. From what Shelby said, I’ll be able to see when money is added as time runs out.

      I guess the sooner I get in the chair, the sooner I can get this over with. I have no idea if I’ll make any money tonight, but I’ve come this far, and I don’t think Tony is going to let me back out.

      Climbing into the chair, I have to wiggle around a bit to get comfortable and then figure out how to put my feet in the stirrup things. I’m already feeling exposed with my feet apart, but dressing up like a schoolgirl might have been the wrong choice. My skirt is so short that I have to keep my knees tight together as I sit back under the bright lights.

      “Fuck, she’s a beauty,” I hear someone say, and I close my eyes.

      My cheeks heat from embarrassment and maybe even a tiny bit because nobody has ever called me beautiful. One time I asked Rosco if he thought I was pretty, and all he did was give me a look like I was dumb.

      “She doesn’t look legal, but I ain’t calling the cops,” someone whispers, and I hear someone else chuckle.

      “Goddamn I’m hard as fuck.”

      That comment above the others makes a hot shiver go down my spine. I’ve never been the object of desire, and suddenly I’m in a room with men not only looking at me but doing it with appreciation.

      There’s a soft chime over the music, and I turn to see the time has started on the clock. Below it I see there’s already money being added, and my eyes widen. I haven’t even done anything yet.

      “Get your tits out,” someone orders, and the rest of the men begin to cheer.

      Money is added to the screen, and I take a fortifying breath. This is what I came to do, right?

      My fingers are shaky as I reach for the bottom of the babydoll tee I’m wearing. It’s tight across my chest, but Shelby told me to wear it along with a skirt. She said the more innocent I looked, the more money I’d make.

      When I changed earlier, I left off my bra, so as I lift the material over my breasts, they’re bared for the room to see. I leave the shirt on but my breasts are big enough that it won’t roll back down. My nipples are exposed to the cool air, and they harden under the lights as the room moans in appreciation.

      “Those nipples are made for a mouth,” I hear, and then the rest of the crowd is broken into fragments because they’re all talking over each other.

      “Cock between them.”

      “Lick them all over.”

      “Suck the milk out.”

      The money on the screen adds up, and I begin to relax a little. Okay, this isn’t so bad. I just have to lie here and listen to people talk about how hot I am.

      Suddenly the music changes, and then I feel the seat of the chair warm up. My eyes widen as I look down to see if I’ve done something, but it must be automatic. Then a vibration comes from below, and it’s so strong that I can feel it running up my thighs and between my legs.

      “Spread those knees for us, princess,” someone says, and I nervously do as they ask.

      Slowly I part my knees until my thighs fall all the way open and my skirt is rucked up around my waist. With the way the chair is tilted, everyone can see directly between my legs, and I want to cringe.

      I’m still wearing my pink cotton panties, but the vibration on the chair feels really good, and when I glance down, I can see a little wet spot on them. I’ve never used a vibrator or any of the other toys in the store. I didn’t know it could feel so good, and maybe with everyone looking at me, my body is confused. At least my head is.

      Either way, I’m embarrassed as I feel their eyes on me and the wet spot on my panties begins to grow.

      “She’s wet,” I hear a few people whisper even over the music.

      “Fuck, she likes it.”

      The vibration intensifies between my legs, and I’m beginning to feel strange. My breasts are achy and my nipples are tight like they need to be touched. I try to move in the seat to get comfortable, but all that does is send the vibrations deeper, and it shocks a gasp out of me.

      “Nah, she loves it,” someone jeers, and when they laugh, I close my eyes self-consciously.

      My body is hot all over, and I feel nervous about what’s going to happen next. The wet spot on my panties is getting bigger, and it’s like the wetter it gets, the more money gets put on the screen.

      The heat that builds between my legs is coiled tight, and the vibrations are making me needy. I have to rock my hips in the chair to get some relief, and the men seem to like that the most.

      “That’s it, baby, grind it out.”

      “Rub it on the chair.”

      “Bear down on it.”

      “Good girl.”

      The last one gets me, and I’m almost ashamed at the moan that escapes my lips. Maybe I would be if everyone wasn’t so pleased with what I was doing. Somehow, this doesn’t feel wrong as they keep telling me how pretty I am and hot it is watching me.

      “Pull your panties to the side,” someone orders, and I nod, thinking that maybe this is what I need to help ease the ache.

      Reaching between my legs I pull the now soaking wet material to the side and expose my shaved pussy to the room. The groans of pleasure that fill the space somehow make me feel powerful.

      “Lick it up.”

      “Sit on my face.”

      “Fuck that looks tight.”

      I can’t pay attention to what everyone is saying because the vibrations have gotten stronger, and I can hardly control myself. I’m not worried about people looking at me anymore as I rock my hips and search for relief. I’ve touched myself before, but this is nothing like that, and I’m so close to the edge of something intense.

      Money is coming in, and I’m shocked by the dollar amount as I roll my hips and chase the pleasure. I squeeze my eyes tightly and try to focus on getting off, but no matter how hard I try it’s just out of reach. Sweat coats my skin, and I whine with frustration as the vibrations torment me.

      “I want to touch her.” A huge sum of money is deposited as the order comes from the crowd. Rule number two is they can’t touch me without my permission, but there’s only a minute left on the clock, and I feel like I’m going to die if I don’t get off.

      “Okay.” I swallow and nod. “You can touch me.”

      The lights are so bright that I can’t see the man that steps forward. All I can see is his hand as it comes through the wall of shadows and slides over my wet pussy lips. His fingers are thick, and his nails are short and clean as they gently stroke me.

      I gasp at the heat of him then moan loudly as he pets my clit. He’s touching me with such tenderness that I rock my hips in invitation for him to do more. He doesn’t hesitate to push two fingers inside my wet opening, and I bear down on them.

      When he uses his thumb to rub my clit at the same time, he has to adjust his arm. And that’s when I see the black leather bracelet on his wrist come into the light.

      My eyes widen in horror, but his hand doesn’t stop as he keeps rubbing so perfectly. My body responds to his touch with a rush of desire to coat his fingers as I clench around him. My words are lodged in my throat as I ride my brother's hand and he gets me off in a room full of strange men.

      I can feel him staring down at me as I start to cum, and his touch turns almost possessive as I cry out. My legs tense and my toes curl as I stiffen and get off harder than ever before.

      As soon as the rush of my orgasm is over, the vibration turns off and the clock runs out. Roscoe takes his hand away from between my legs, and then I watch as he steps out of the shadows.

      When the rest of him appears, I see he’s looking at me with something close to rage as he slips his fingers in his mouth and sucks them clean. He bends down slowly so that he’s the only thing in my vision, and I swallow hard.

      “Out of the chair, Zadie. Now.”
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      When she goes to open her mouth to say something, I shake my head and grab her upper arm to haul her out of the chair myself. Her tits are still out, so I yank down her top to cover them now that the show is over.

      As I get her out of there, the guys in the crowd cheer and laugh, and the fire I’m feeling turns into an inferno.

      “Listen, I can explain,” she says softly as I push through the heavy curtain that separates the front of the store from the peep show in the back.

      The owner, Tony, is standing there and when he sees me his face pales. “Rosco. What are you doing here?” He glances at Zadie and holds his hands up. “I checked her ID. She’s legal.”

      “So you’re telling me you checked her ID and saw she belonged to me and still let her get on that fucking stage?” I ask as I take a menacing step toward him.

      “She’s yours?” If possible, his face pales even further.

      “I didn’t give him my ID,” Zadie whispers, and Tony backs away.

      “I’m sorry, Rosco. Please don’t kill me,” Tony pleads, but I’ve got bigger things to deal with right now.

      “Where are your clothes?” I ask her, ignoring the owner.

      “In the office.” She points to a wooden door, and I leave Tony standing there as I pull Zadie in the office with me.

      “Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” I ask as I crowd her up against the desk.

      “Please just let me explain,” she offers, and as I see her chin tremble, I feel like a fucking asshole.

      “You don’t have to explain. I knew when you told me about the job it was a lie. I know you better than anyone, Zadie. I’m so fucking attuned to everything you do that I can tell by the way you hold your fork if you like your dinner or not. I can tell by the way your hair falls in the morning if you’ve gotten enough sleep.”

      “Rosco,” she says softly, and I shake my head.

      “No, Zadie, you don’t understand. My entire life has been dedicated to you and your needs, and I’ve done bad things to make sure you had your heart's desire.” I press my body against hers as I bend down close. “I’ve given you everything, and this is how you repay me.”

      “No, that’s not it.”

      “The people in this city know my name because it comes with actions not threats. They know when I show up that not everyone is leaving the room alive, Zadie.”

      She parts her lips as I put my hand on her throat and tilt her head back. Leaning down, I hold her in place while I press my mouth to hers. I don’t hesitate to take possession as I lick inside and taste her sweetness. When I’m done, she's breathless, and I can feel her heartbeat against my palm.

      “I could have stopped you. Do you know that?” I run my nose along her cheek as I move my lips to her ears. “I could have stopped it the moment I saw you walk in this building, but I didn’t.”

      “Why?” The one word is barely above a whisper.

      “Because, Zadie”—my lips graze her ear as I feel her shiver—“I want those men out there to see what belongs to me.”

      My other hand grabs her ass and lifts her onto the desk before I rip her panties from between her legs. I keep my grip on her neck as I free my cock and push it to her opening.

      “Rosco.” Her eyes are huge as I nudge the wet tip against her. “What are you doing?” She starts to struggle a little, but I’ve got her held in place.

      “I’m giving you what you’re out there begging for. Apparently, you need attention, and this is the only way.”

      “It’s not the only way. I was only trying to help.”

      “Help?” I want to laugh as my cock leaks cum all over her opening.

      “You do so much for me.” She licks her lips and it makes them shiny and full. “I wanted to pay you back.”

      “If you want to earn your keep, you come to me. I’m your brother. I’m supposed to take care of you. If you want to thank me, you get on your fucking knees and suck me off. You don’t come in this shit hole and show off your cunt.”

      Her eyes fill with tears, but she nods. “I’m sorry.”

      “I’m going to fuck you hard, Zadie. It’s the only thing that’s going to teach you a lesson.”

      “Okay,” she agrees, accepting her punishment.

      “Hold on to me,” I tell her, and she quickly puts her hands on my shoulders.

      With one hard thrust, I sink deep in her cunt and groan at the feel of her wet heat around me. She cries out but doesn’t push me away as I pull out and thrust back in.

      “Fuck, there is it.” I moan when I look down to where we’re connected. “I’ve been waiting on that cherry.”

      “Rosco,” she whines, but I keep her locked in place as I go harder.

      There’s a knock on the office door, and I hear Tony call out, “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah come in,” I tell him, and he hesitates before opening the door.

      The sound of the desk hitting the wall is loud, but I see him out of the corner of my eye.

      “Fuck, is she always this horny for it?” Tony asks, and it sounds like wonder in his voice.

      “No.” She moans and then rolls her hips. “Yes.”

      “She likes being watched,” I tell him as I keep rutting. “Just no video recording.”

      “Yes, sir, already done. It’s just on live feed. If that’s okay with you?” He peers around to get a closer look, and I hear him whisper appreciatively, “Damn, that’s a pretty pussy.”

      “Yeah, let them watch. Nobody in this whole goddamn city is gonna come near this cunt now that I’ve fucked it.” I nod to the camera in the corner. “They’re watching right now.”

      I feel her clench around me as she looks up, and I reach under her shirt for her tits. When I pinch her nipples, she moans, and then I bend down to suck one in my mouth. I’m fucking her hard now, and she falls back on the desk and spreads her legs wider.

      “Leave us,” I tell Tony, and he rubs the bulge in his pants before he exits the office. “Go on now, show off. Let them see how much you love it,” I order as I pound deeper.

      She moans my name over and over as I pin her to the desk and ride her hard.

      “Let them see your brother raw-dog you in this shithole so they know you’ll do anything for me.”

      She’s so fucking wet now I can feel it spreading down her thighs.

      “And that you want it.”

      “I’m cumming.” The whimper that leaves her makes my cock throb, and I feel her grip me tighter as her pussy pops off.

      I help her ride it out until the last of her orgasm fades before I pull out of her and point to the floor. “Now you’re gonna finish me off.”

      To her credit, she doesn’t hesitate as she hurries off the desk and gets to her knees. “I’m sorry, Rosco. I promise to never betray you again.”

      “I know,” I tell her as I grip the back of her hair.

      “Tell me what to do,” she begs as her hands come up and grip my shaft.

      “Open your mouth,” I order and the tip of my cock drips cum on her tongue. When I push past her lips, she naturally sucks me in, and I nod in approval. “That’s it, take some more. Try to fit all of it.”

      When my cock bumps against the back of her throat, I grunt. She hums around me, and I feel my body coil with the need to cum, but I don’t want it to be over too fast. Her tongue circles me as I pull back, and then I feel her run it over the head. She’s eager and has no idea the power she holds over me.

      For years, I’ve wanted and waited for this, and as I slide my cock back into her mouth, I know that this is only the beginning. Now she’s ready to take care of me, and after today, I’ll be able to remind her of exactly why this started. She forced my hand, and now I’m going to rule her body with an iron fist.

      “I’m close,” I tell her as my sac draws up tight. “I’m going to cum on your face, Zadie.”

      She mewls around my cock but doesn’t stop sucking.

      “I want them to see that you let me do it. Show them that you love me and you’re sorry.”

      Zadie nods eagerly as she grips the base of my cock and rubs the tip over her swollen lips. The sight of her so greedy for me is enough to set me off. Cum spurts out in a thick rope across her mouth and then to her cheeks. Her lips part, and when it lands there too, I swear I think she grins.

      “Good girl,” I tell her as I hold her chin and inspect my work. “Now let’s get you changed so we can go home.”

      “You know that I do, right?” she says as I help her to her feet. When I look at her in confusion, she shrugs. “That I love you.”

      “Yes,” I tell her as I use her ripped panties to wipe away the cum I left on her face.

      “And you love me,” she says confidently.

      “Yes,” I say again, and she seems to glow with the answer.

      “Is my punishment over?” she asks shyly as she pushes off the schoolgirl skirt and is naked from the waist down.

      “Almost,” I say as I look at her ass and turn her to face the desk. I’m still hard as fuck, and I could use another nut before we leave. “Bend over, grab the edge.”

      I use my boot to nudge her feet wider apart as I grab her hips and pull her ass in the air. She’s still soaking wet, so when I push the head of my dick to her opening, it slides right in.

      “I’ve gotta be careful with you,” I grunt while I shove deeper. “You’ll be easy to get pregnant.” Her pussy clenches, and I grin. “You want me to cum in you, don’t you?” She closes her eyes, and I see her cheeks turn bright red. “Say it, Zadie.”

      “Rosco.” She licks her lips before opening her eyes and looking back at me. “Will you cum in me? Just one time. I want to feel it.” She urges me by holding her ass higher in invitation. “Please.”

      “Fine but just once,” I say, but we both know it’s a lie. It already feels too good taking her bare like this.

      She gasps when I hold myself deep and begin to throb because it sets off her own orgasm. She cums around me at the same time, squeezing my shaft and milking every drop. It’s so fucking good that I nearly collapse on top of her, but I don’t dare pull out. My thrusts are shallow like I’m trying to stuff the cum back in as I rub her soft skin. Zadie means everything to me, and now that I can have her in this way, there’s nothing I won’t give her.

      “I love you,” I say out loud because I want her to hear the words not just feel them.

      “Then will you do that again?” she asks sweetly before letting out a giggle.

      “Maybe.” I reluctantly pull out, and the sight of my cum dripping from her opening makes me want to do it all over again. “At home,” I amend, thinking about having her like this in my bed. In our bed.

      “I really am sorry,” Zadie confesses as she stands up and my cum starts to run down her legs.

      “Don’t worry.” I kiss her quickly before helping her into a pair of shorts. “You’ve got plenty of time to make it up to me.”
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      Kizzy discovers the best way to help out on her uncle's farm. 
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      It’s the hottest time of the year, and I feel sorry for my daddies working out in the sunshine all day. I’m lucky that I’m only in charge of taking care of the house so I get to stay cool in the air conditioning while I tidy up. I’m also lucky that living with three boys—um, men—isn’t so bad because they do a good job of cleaning up after themselves.

      After my grandma died last year, I was sent to live with them on the farm until I turned eighteen. That day has already come and gone, but I’ve got no desire to leave. They are all so good to me and treat me like a princess, so why would I want to go? I also love it here with all the animals even if it’s in the middle of nowhere and hours from the nearest neighbor.

      Technically, only one of them is my daddy, but I don’t know which one. My grandma didn’t, either, and she didn’t know my mom. I was dropped off at her doorstep when I was a baby with a note saying one of her sons was my father. Since they are all brothers, it doesn’t really matter, and as soon as I got here they asked me to give them all the same title. Since then, it’s been Daddy Rowdy, Daddy Dalton, and Daddy Stetson.

      Seeing the sun bright in the sky, I decide to take some cold drinks out to them in the barn and ask if they need anything else.

      This morning, they were all a little distant, and I couldn’t figure out why. It might have been because I’d been washing dishes and accidentally poured a pot of water down my shirt. I usually only sleep in one of their old white T-shirts, so when it got soaked, it was practically see-through. I bet they were mad I ruined their shirt, and that’s why they didn’t talk to me before they left.

      It could have been because of last night when we were watching that scary movie and I had to sit in Daddy Dalton’s lap. He seemed mad every time I jumped, and he kept having to readjust me. Even Daddy Rowdy was scowling at us instead of watching the movie.

      Maybe Daddy Stetson told them about me lying out in a bathing suit yesterday afternoon? I thought they’d be at the barn all day, so I put on my bikini to get some sun. The suit was a couple of years old, so it didn’t fit right anymore, but he was so mad when he saw me in it, he took one look and stomped out.

      They are usually so sweet and spoil me with pretty dresses to wear around the house, but lately, it’s been tense. The last couple of dresses they bought me didn’t fit so well, and I could see the frustration in their eyes as I modeled them. I’ve still been wearing them anyway because I don’t want to disappoint them. I guess my body is growing faster than they anticipated because the pale yellow one I’m wearing today is so tight across the top my boobs are nearly spilling out. Thankfully it’s flowy around my waist and thighs, but it’s short, and I have to be careful when I bend over. It’s probably three sizes too small, but I put it on anyway because I don’t want them to think I’m not grateful.

      Grabbing a big pitcher of ice water, I hold it against me as I step outside into the hot summer sunshine. It’s so warm it’s already starting to melt as I make my way to the barn, and I’m sweating before I get there. I’ve only been out here for thirty seconds, so I can only imagine how hard this is for them. My poor daddies are out in the heat working so hard that they deserve a break to cool down.

      When I get to the barn, I see the three of them on the other side with pitchforks and bales of hay. They’re shirtless as they clean the horse stalls, and I stand there for a moment watching.

      Daddy Dalton is the biggest of all of them but not because he’s the tallest. He’s so wide and strong, but he’s got a big belly too. I love how cuddly and soft he is when we hug or watch movies. He’s the first person to give me a squeeze in the mornings or before I go to bed, and he’s always happy to eat anything I cook.

      Daddy Rowdy is the slimmest, but he’s all muscles with not an ounce of fat on him. His six-pack and chiseled arms flex as he digs in the hay and tosses it in the stall. He’s always helping me around the house, even though I never ask for it.

      Daddy Stetson is somewhere in between their sizes with thick muscles and a small belly. He is the one that always tells me how pretty I am and that everything I do is amazing. His words make me feel special, and it’s why I like talking to him.

      After a moment of watching them, I feel the ice water running down my stomach and realize I’ve been watching them so intently that I wasn’t paying attention and spilled some down my dress. I squeak as I hold it away from me, and then I look up to see all my daddies staring at me.

      “I thought y’all could use a cold drink,” I say and try to laugh off my silly mistake.

      Daddy Dalton swallows hard as he looks at me, and Daddy Rowdy wipes his hand down his face.

      “Come on over here, sugar britches,” Daddy Stetson says. “You’re right; we could all use a taste.”

      “Stetson,” Daddy Rowdy says in a warning tone, but he ignores him.

      I hold the pitcher out for them, and Daddy Rowdy takes it from my hands. He puts it to his lips, and I watch as his throat moves while he gulps. Something about the way he’s watching me as he licks his lips makes me fidget while I stand there. Heat blooms all over me, and I’m not entirely sure it’s from the hot temperature.

      “You sure do look pretty today,” Daddy Stetson says before he takes the pitcher and begins to drink.

      “I’d give you a hug, but I’m all sweaty,” Daddy Dalton says, but I just shrug.

      “You know I don’t mind.” I smile up at him sweetly, and he growls playfully before scooping me up in his arms. “Oh my gosh you are sweaty.” I giggle loudly as he holds me tightly against him, and I feel something hard against my stomach. He must have left a hammer in his pants by mistake.

      “I like rubbing it on you,” Daddy Dalton teases then gives me a quick kiss on the lips. They’ve been doing that a lot lately except I didn’t get my goodbye kisses this morning. As if reading my mind, he gives me another one. “I had to make up for missing it this morning.”

      “I should get mine too,” Daddy Rowdy says as he passes the ice water to Daddy Dalton and reaches for me.

      Daddy Rowdy pulls me in for a hug, and he smells like clean sweat and fresh hay. He’s got something in his pocket too because I feel it poke my stomach as his hands slide around my back and he pulls me close. His lips are on mine, but instead of pulling them away quickly like he usually does, his tongue comes out.

      I gasp, and when I look up, I see mischief in his eyes.

      “I’m still thirsty,” he says, and I laugh.

      “Oh right. It’s so hot out.”

      “I’m thirsty too,” Daddy Stetson says and reaches for me.

      Before I know it, I’m pressed up against his big sweaty body that smells so good and reminds me that I’m safe. When Daddy Stetson goes to get his kiss, he too licks inside my mouth. I let him do it because I know they’re out here working hard, and if this is what they need, then I’m happy to help.

      “Y’all ran out this morning without giving me one.” I pout a little as Daddy Stetson puts me on my feet. His hands linger on my bottom, but it feels nice that he’s holding me securely so that I don’t fall. Sometimes I’m clumsy.

      “You had us worked up,” Daddy Dalton says, and I turn to him.

      “Worked up how? I made breakfast.”

      “It’s all right, sugar britches. You didn’t mean to do it,” Daddy Stetson says. “But the thing is, we’ve been having a hard time concentrating since then.”

      “Oh no, I’m so sorry.”

      “Don’t be sorry,” Daddy Rowdy is quick to say. “But maybe you can help us out so that we can get back to work.” He rubs his hand over the front of his jeans, and I wonder if the thing he’s got in there is making it hard to work.

      “You know I’m always happy to help. Just tell me what to do and I’ll do it,” I say, eager to do whatever they need.

      “That’s our good girl,” Daddy Dalton says as he moves closer. In fact, all three of them are crowding around me. “It’s time you did a few extra chores so that we can focus on work. We can’t walk around like this all day.” He rubs the front of his jeans too.

      I notice that Daddy Dalton has something in his jeans too, and a quick glance at Daddy Stetson confirms all three of my daddies are having trouble.

      “I think whatever this is might be the problem.” I reach out and touch the front of Daddy Dalton, and when I rub my hand over the bulge, he groans. “Does it hurt?”

      “Real bad,” he says as he reaches for the front. “Get on your knees, sugar, and we’ll show you how to fix it.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I say and slowly lower to the ground.
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