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About



She gave me smoke, even as I pulled her from the fire.



I’m a helicopter pilot with the wildfire service. While I was trying to rescue my best friend’s daughter Elaine, she resisted my assistance. She lost something important and wants it back. With a dangerous forest fire raging around us, I can’t risk it. I carry her away from the flames despite her protests. 



Except, Elaine isn’t so grateful I saved her. She’s mad as hell. Cute as hell too. She might be half my age and off-limits, but I’m going to have to teach this ungrateful brat a lesson…



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



I said nothing, carefully guiding the chopper back to the ground for a soft landing. I shifted in my seat, trying to make a little more room in my pants. 

“Thank god,” she spat, searching the door for a way to escape. “Let me out.”

I reduced the power to the rotors as much as possible, and executed a quick shutdown check. I cut the fuel to the engines, then pulled my helmet off as the rotors overhead began to slow.

“You’re not going anywhere yet,” I said, turning to face her and placing my helmet on the co-pilot’s seat.

“Wh—” she stammered, taken aback. “What do you mean?”

“Elaine,” I sighed, stooped over as I stepped into the passenger area. “I think I have to teach you an important lesson.”

Elaine pushed herself back into her seat hard, staring at me with wide eyes in surprised silence. 

I sat down right next to her with a grin on my face, our legs touching.

“What are you doing?” she asked, watching me warily.

I put my arm around her shoulder, and I reached across her to grab her opposite arm. Gently pulling, I overpowered her as she struggled and fell across my lap.

“M—Mark!” she cried out almost questioningly, trying to get up but I held her down firmly. “Wh—What are you doing?”

I knew she could probably feel my excitement underneath her, but I didn’t care.

I ran one hand in circles over her, and the other held her down as she struggled to escape her punishment. Her round behind and curvy hips were sublime, and her warm body pressed against me just made me even more excited. Up close, she was somehow even more perfect than any of my fantasies about her.

She smells so nice…

“You were a bad girl today,” I chuckled, running my fingers along the edge of her shorts. “I think you need a good spanking.”




Fiery Brat


After my final rep in the set, there was a metallic clink as I racked the barbell. Exhaling as I relaxed, I sat up on the bench and wiped sweat off my face with a towel.

I was on standby at the helibase, on yellow alert due to a nearby wildfire. Due to years of suppression, the forest had accumulated too much deadfall and overgrowth. The projected spread of the fire and the wind conditions were favourable, so command ordered us to contain and manage the fire instead of extinguishing it completely.

The chatter of radio transmissions was still non-stop as different ground crews communicated with dispatch and each other. I stripped down by my locker and went quickly to the showers just to freshen up.

I perked up when I heard someone speaking with a raised voice over the radio, and the dispatcher replied right away to clarify and confirm. I couldn’t hear the words, but the tone was urgent so I quickly rinsed off and ran back to the locker room dripping wet.

A loud click and a crackle echoed throughout the helibase.

“Higgins to Helitack Three,” I heard over the loudspeaker. “Priority launch. Now!”

Fuck, bad timing!

“I’m going now!” I shouted as I quickly put on my clothes.

I couldn’t be sure anybody heard me, but I had to hurry.

I yanked one boot on, hopping as I quickly shoved my foot in the other. I paused for just a few seconds to kneel, tying both of my boots securely and then taking off at a run in only pants and a t-shirt. The chopper was already prepped, so it would have everything I could need. 

I burst out the door and ran across the tarmac to my Airbus H125. Designated Helitack Three, she was my baby. She was a sleek yellow bird that could easily outmaneuver any of the other choppers on the base.

The sun had just set and it was getting darker already. I was the only pilot left on standby. I hopped into the pilot’s seat and buckled in, hesitating as I looked back at the base.

Am I going out alone?

Grabbing my helmet, I put it on and started going through the takeoff sequence. I adjusted my mic and turned on the radio.

Before I could even say anything, the radio crackled and came to life in my ears.

“About time. You’re going out alone,” dispatch quipped, stress in her voice. “No time to gather a crew. The ground teams weren’t fast enough making the fireline, and the wind has shifted. New models show a cabin with one reported occupant in the projected burn path. Go in, get them, and get out. Coordinates incoming now.”

Engines warmed up, I raised the collective and lifted off smoothly. 

“En route,” I said as I set my waypoint.

Focused on my mission, I felt a cool alertness settle over me.

“Be careful,” dispatch said, her tone softer now that I was underway.

“No worries, Sarah,” I said with a little smile as I rose up over the trees. “I’ll be right back.”

I had over twenty years of experience as a pilot, having flown since my early twenties, but I actually was a little worried this time. Experience is one thing, but I always had a team at my back. At the very least, a co-pilot.

“Sarah,” I said, trying to take my mind off the fact that I was heading toward a blaze all alone. “Thought the area was cleared.”

“Plenty of warnings were given,” Sarah said, static cutting through her voice. “Cabin renter refused to leave.”

Great, a stubborn one.

“Does this civilian have a name?”

“Elaine,” she enunciated clearly. “You’re looking for Elaine. LZ open patch, north side of cabin. You’ll need to be quick.”

“Copy that,” I said, the flames ahead of me lighting up the trees and rising smoke with an eerie orange glow.

I watched the mesmerizing wall of smoke boiling the sky ahead of me, taking care not to fly right through it as I reduced my airspeed. The air around me turned gray, so I closed the cabin vents and cut the airflow to prevent too much smoke from entering the cabin.

Visibility was poor, and the air felt pretty choppy as I approached the coordinates. The chopper lurched sickeningly as I passed through downdrafts and updrafts on my way to the landing zone. 

“Come on,” I mumbled to myself as I peered below. “Where are you…”

An open patch of ground came into view. The smoke and turbulence made things difficult, but being able to see the landing zone gave me a little relief.

I had to quickly correct left to avoid a tree when a strong gust buffeted me aside. I touched down a little roughly but all things considered, the trip was as clean as could be expected.

I steadied the H125 on the ground and kept the rotors spinning. I exhaled a breath, steadying myself as I turned on the loudspeaker.

“Elaine,” my voice boomed out. “Come toward the sound of my voice. I’m here to get you out.”

I waited, scanning around the chopper, on the lookout for approaching flames. I turned on the floodlight and aimed it, illuminating the front of the cabin.

“Elaine,” I tried again, more urgently. “Come toward the light, I can’t stay here much longer.”

I saw a curtain flutter, a sign of life that gave me hope the extraction would go smoothly. The seconds ticked by painfully, the smoke was getting thicker, and my patience was wearing thin as nothing continued to happen. 

“Let’s go, Elaine,” I said, no longer hiding my annoyance. “The fire is too close, you’ll die if you stay here!”

I wasn’t exaggerating, the fire was too near to be playing any games. I knew I shouldn’t leave the helicopter unattended, but indecision was about to get us both killed.

I waited a few moments longer, staring in disbelief at the door to the cabin. I kept hoping to see it fly open with Elaine bounding out of there at top speed.

After it became clear that I was being ignored, I hung up the microphone forcefully. I stupidly slammed my fist into the door of the helicopter, and regretted it immediately.

“Fuck!” I shouted, double checking the instrument panels as I fumbled to unbuckle myself from the brightly coloured Airbus. “I’m sorry I hit you, Sunshine… I didn’t mean it…”

I confirmed Helitack Three’s rotor and engine stability, lowering the collective a little further. I looked out the window, choosing the path that I would take in and right back out again while keeping an eye on my yellow bird.

I opened the door carefully, planning to be away from the chopper for as little time as possible. I felt a little sick getting out while the helicopter was running. I knew I wasn’t supposed to leave the chopper alone, but staying for too much longer was going to get Elaine and I killed.

Go in, get her, and get out.

Cursing at both of us, I ran full tilt through about twenty meters of trees toward the cabin, repeatedly looking back at my bird. Approaching the wooden door, I kicked it as hard as I could beside the door handle. I heard Elaine scream, and something smashing on the floor. I ran in, worried sick about leaving the helicopter running and unattended.

I was speechless for just a second as I had a realization. This Elaine was my best friend Lenny’s daughter. Her name set off a tiny bell in my mind when I heard it earlier, but I didn’t make the connection until I had seen her.

“Mark?”

I shook off my surprise, taking a few steps toward her and grabbing her wrist.

“Elaine, come on,” I said, pulling her. “We have to go before it’s too late.”

She stumbled forward a step then dug her heels in and resisted, to my dismay. I was trained to be calm in an emergency, but I felt a flash of anger in my chest.

“I can’t!” she sobbed. “I lost my grandma’s locket, I know it’s here somewhere…”

“Locket?” I said incredulously, balking at her. “No! That’s not important right now, the chopper is running and we’re out of time.”

She wrenched away from me, and I quickly stole a glance out the window at the idling H125 through the trees. The chopper never left my mind once, and I urgently needed to get back in control of her. I had terrible visions of a falling tree branch or random debris striking and damaging Sunshine’s spinning rotors, stranding all of us here to die.

I could sympathize with Elaine. Losing an heirloom is terrible, but I already knew her
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