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This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.  All characters 18+. 

Adult Reading Material

*****

About This Book:

Mature men just loves to pound young women’s butts in anal sex frenzies and you can read all about it in this 5 story bundle of kinky, steamy erotica that’s sure to have you hot under the collar.  Oh and one more thing—they don’t pull out!  These brats are gonna get it all!

Featuring: ‘The Rough Lumberjack’, ‘Brat at the Mall’, ‘Virgin Anal Brat’, ‘My Teacher Me and My Friend’ and ‘Rough Backdoor.’


The Rough Lumberjack

It was the day I noticed just how hot the family lumberjack was and the day we both did something very, very naughty indeed.

Connor, the lumberjack, would come by every so often and chop wood straight out of our back yard.  It was a big place but he only came by so often, but whenever he did I fantasized about him so much.

I was doing the dishes to begin with as Mom was out for the weekend and someone’s gotta look after the place.  I liked to look after Connor too, in the little ways that I could.  I’d do things like bring him iced lemonade or make him sandwiches.  Just little things, you know.

I was at the sink watching him in the backyard when it first came over me.  I was nineteen and on a break from college and I guess I’d just kind of kept my feelings dormant for however long.

As I pushed the soapy suds around the water and watched him my mind began to wonder.  He was topless, the hot sun beating down on his rippled and sweat-dappled muscles as he powerfully cut through the wood pile from our yard.

He was perfectly hairy, Connor.  He had just the right amount on his chest and stomach, sitting on top of his powerful pecs and down to his washboard abs.  Connor worked out, and the effort he put in as a lumberjack, swinging that big thing around, sure made the difference too.  He had the body of a twenty year old, despite his forty years.

I started to imagine him completely naked, swinging that axe and causing his cock to sway on his hip, flapping around wildly and longing to be claimed.  Then I’d imagine going out to meet him and him taking me, passionately and raw, fucking me right there on the lawn and feeling his swollen cock piercing my pussy.

When I opened my eyes finally he was looking right at me through the glass.  I felt kind of nervous, suddenly, imaging that he could sense my thoughts but when he smiled and waved I knew I was being silly.

I gushed and waved back, putting on a brave face as he kept his eyes on mine.  As soon as he turned back to business I drove a hand down over my breasts and squeezed at my hot pussy.

I didn’t really wear too much around the house, especially on the weekends and today was no exception.  I sometimes wondered if Connor minded me gallivanting around the house without a bra on and whether he looked at my nipples whenever they decided to become a little too animated on my chest.  He could stare all he wanted for all I care.

I never wore panties either, just these cute, little shorts.  I mean, it was way too hot to wear anything, really, so when I did put something on, I made sure it wasn’t too much.

Any other guy would have killed for it, but not Connor.  I’d slide right by him with hardly anything on at all and he’d look around me as though I wasn’t even there.  Well today I was going to put an end to all that and make it so he couldn’t ignore me.

I hadn’t decided on it right away.  Instead I went upstairs and stood at my window, chancing little glances at him as he continued to split wood below.  Thankfully he never glanced up, otherwise he’d have wondered just what the hell I was doing up there, face at the window as I pleasured myself.

Slowly I began to feel hornier and hornier until I couldn’t stop myself any longer.  I looked down on Connor and imagined him beckoning me down from my bedroom and suddenly, before I knew it, my hands were at my pussy and circling around my stiffening clit.

It’s the first time I’d ever pleasured myself to the thought of him, consciously at least.  Every so often he’d come in to my mind and I’d feel all dirty and want to get him out of there, but this time I was embracing it.

I kept chancing little looks out the window, hoping he wouldn’t see me as I rubbed my breasts behind him and smoothed down the crease of my crotch.  Soon I was on the edge and stopped thinking clearly, having the wildest idea that I should go down there and try to make my fantasy a reality.

‘What’s the worst that can happen?’ I asked myself.  He could only say ‘no,’ and there was the slightest possibility that he might say yes.  What man could deny a girl begging to be fucked by him?

I took a deep breath and swallowed hard, rubbing my nipples one last time for good luck before I strode out of my bedroom and went downstairs, ready to do something foolish.

I’d already prepared his lunch and put it in a cutesy little Tupperware box for him and I thought I could use that as my opening gambit.

I walked out to him with it, feeling the hot summer air against my body and taking a few last looks at his strong, sweaty back, oblivious to my approach behind him.

“Made you something,” I announced and he turned a little startled.  When I saw his eyes I began to melt all over and I felt my pussy swell with excitement.

“Thanks, Morgan,” he said, dropping his axe on the tree-stump where it stayed bolt upright.

“Just something I threw together,” I said, handing it to him and turning my foot in to the floor.

“Well, it looks great, honey,” he said, leaning in to kiss me.

As his face approached mine I lay a hand on his shoulder and draped it down his body as his stubbled lips pecked my cheek.

Connor pulled away and seemed to notice all too much how I’d let my hand linger on him a little too seductively.  The real turn on, though, was that he hadn’t seemed to mind it.

“What’re you up to today?” he asked, taking a bite and trying not to let the sexual tension drown us both.

“Well, I don’t have too much to do,” I began, but felt like spicing things up a little.  “I’ll probably break out my vibrator and then go to the mall.  How about you?”

I smiled as I waited for the words to catch his ear, then he damn-near spat his sandwich out.

“The mall, huh,” he said, coughing.  “Sounds good.”

“And the vibrator,” I reiterated.  “I need to do that.”

As I said the words I ran my hands down my body in a sexy kind of showgirl way.

“What’s gotten in to you?” he asked, looking at me kind of worried and kind of turned on.

“Nothing yet,” I said, raising an eyebrow and taking a step closer to him.

He put his sandwich down and lifted his arms in protest.  “Hey, what’re you doing there, girl?”

“Coming on to you,” I said simply.

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” he warned, holding his hands up and ready to grab me if I tried anything.

“Sure it is, Connor.  Mom’s out of the house and we both have needs.”

He looked around himself, checking if anyone was witnessing this madness.  As his head turned I took my chance and lunged at him, breaking through the barrier of his arms and finding myself against his naked chest that I hugged with a strong grip.

“Jesus, Morgan, you’ll get me in trouble.”

“No-one can see us, Connor,” I said in to his chest as we swayed.  “We’re all alone.”

“Well, what exactly do you have planned?”

I thought a moment and then told him exactly what I wanted.  “I’d kind of planned on fucking you.”

He seemed taken aback and it was a tense few seconds before he finally reacted.

“I think,” he began slowly, “that you wouldn’t like that.”

I pulled my head off his chest and looked up at him.  “I’d like that more than anything in the world,” I said honestly.

“Do you really mean that?” he asked, looking for one final bit of confirmation before joining me in our illicit rendezvous.

“Of course, Connor, you can do whatever you want.”

He smiled and seemed to think of something naughty.  “It’s just ... I can be a little rough.”

I squirmed with delight and rocked against him.  “Don’t worry about that.  I like it rough.”

He smiled but looked as though he had one more thing to say. 

“What is it?” I asked.

“I like anal too,” he said quickly, nervous of my response.

“I do too,” I smiled.  I really did.  There was something so hot about having a guy all the way up there, in the wrong hole.

“Do you mean that?”

“Of course!  It’s fucking hot!”

“Good,” he said, holding me out in front of him and taking a good look at me.  “Because my cock’s going deep in that asshole of yours.”
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