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About


 


I’m going to punish whoever is messing with me, I just wasn’t expecting them to be so gorgeous… Sexy… Blonde… Curvy…


 


I feel like I’m losing my mind when things start going wrong in my new store. The damage is clearly intentional and aimed at me personally, so I become determined to catch the vandal.


 


Things take a naughty turn when I succeed, and I take a hands-on approach to punishing her. She learns her lesson right outside the store, hard, rough, and unprotected…


 


Rebel Brat is a spicy age gap short featuring a possessive older man claiming a beautiful, bratty younger woman all for himself!



 


 


 


Preview


 


The night air was cool and crisp, so much in fact that I pulled over to put the top back up. However, it still wasn’t cool enough to to cool my head, and I drove with my thoughts swimming with revenge. I really wasn’t a violent guy, but I was thinking some nasty things about how I would vent my frustration if I ever caught the vandal.


If I catch the person who did this…


Without even having a goal in mind, I had driven all the way back to the Green Mart in the dead of night. I slowed down, eying the barren parking lot as I circled the block. It felt pointless, but I was just hoping to somehow catch a glimpse of further shenanigans.


I couldn’t see the store at all angles from the surrounding streets, so I turned off my headlights and cruised through the parking lot. The jag’s engine purred softly as I prowled and scanned the area.


That’s when I noticed something out of place. I reversed a little to stay hidden and parked my car, opening the door and pushing it shut again as quietly as I could.


There was a yellow light being cast on the trees, coming from around the corner of the store in the area where trucks would make deliveries. It stood out because the light was different from the harsh bluish-white bulbs that I knew the store used.


I paused for a second when I saw a shadow moving, confirming my suspicion that someone was there.


I crept up to the corner quietly, the soft rubber soles of my shoes doing much of the work to keep me silent. I leaned on the wall and peered around the corner while I held my breath.


I ducked back into hiding quickly, my heart pounding with excitement.


I found them! It’s scary mouse!



 


 


 


Rebel Brat


 


The sky was a clear blue and the summer sun was baking the city, so I drove with the top down. I had a driver, but driving was one of those menial things that just felt good to do for yourself. Besides, it’s good to get some of my cars out of the garage once in a while so they don’t get dusty.


The wind messed up my hair, but it felt nice. I was in a good mood, since I was heading to the latest property I acquired for a scheduled walkabout.


My family owned many properties, that’s how I made money these days. Inheriting my father’s fortune was certainly a big help, but I liked to think that I lived off my own income at this point in my life.


I upkept several restaurants, condominiums, and business parks, all of which bore my family’s name. This latest acquisition was our family’s first grocery store, and I was looking forward to exploring and learning about the new business.


Just to maintain whatever trust the community already had in the place, I had decided not to change the name. Rights to the name only had a small price tag, so I figured it was the best move for business.


Green Mart.


The green sign with white lettering filled me with fresh pride when I got close enough to see it. It was like a beacon of hope, and I felt good to be a part of feeding and employing people in a community. The sign even looked like it had been recently cleaned, so I guessed that people working there wanted to impress me today.


Maybe just a little addition… Henry’s Green Mart? That has a nice ring to it…


I turned into the parking lot, driving slowly to allow people to cross in front of me. I parked my deep green Jaguar E-Type Roadster at the far end of the lot, as far away from other cars as I could manage. I tidied my windswept hair in the mirror, grabbed my suit jacket from the passenger seat, and hopped nimbly over the door on my way out of the car.
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