
  
    [image: Dirty Rescue]
  


  
    
      DIRTY RESCUE

    

    
      
        SADIE MAY

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Sadie May

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Cristina

      

      
        2. Cade

      

      
        3. Cristina

      

      
        4. Jay

      

      
        5. Cristina

      

      
        6. Cade

      

      
        7. Cristina

      

      
        8. Jay

      

      
        9. Cristina

      

      
        10. Cade

      

      
        11. Cristina

      

      
        12. Cristina

      

    

    
      
        Dirty Ride

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            CRISTINA

          

        

      

    

    
      I know I’m dreaming but it’s too good to wake up. Two days ago, two hot firefighters I’ve been crushing on rescued me. Now, I’m sleeping on their couch.

      In my dream, they’re doing all manner of dirty things to me and I groan in my state of half sleep, half wake, pressing my thighs together to try and relieve the ache.

      “Jay,” I moan, dreaming of his face between my legs, licking me like I’ve always dreamed of being licked.

      “Cade,” I cry, imagining his cock right in my face as I taste him. How I’m going to face them in the morning, I don’t know.

      But right now, I don’t care. The fantasy is just too good.

      “Sweetheart,” Jay whispers, and my whole body goes still.

      His voice wasn’t in my dream. It was here. In this room.

      “Fuck me,” Cade groans.

      My eyes fly open. Did they really just catch me in my sexy fantasy about them?

      They stand shoulder to shoulder in front of me in low slung boxers and nothing else. Their broad shoulders and rock solid abs are on full display.

      For a moment, all I can do is stare, my nipples pebbling as my pussy gives another throbbing ache of need.

      I could reach out and touch Jay’s body if I dared…

      But then I come to my senses. Looking down, I realize Jay’s shirt I was wearing to sleep in is now up around my chest, my stomach and hips on full display.

      I quickly pull down my shirt and tug up the covers.

      But Cade’s hand shoots out to stop me. “Sweetheart,” he murmur softly. “We’re up there having the same dreams about you.”

      “What,” I gasp, going still.

      Jay reaches down and strokes my leg. “We are trying to be respectful of everything you went through, but you are tempting as hell.”

      I shiver, my mouth going dry.

      Jay’s hand slides up my leg and over my belly. “But we don’t want to rush you. Our tastes are not your everyday variety.”

      “I know,” I answer, my body humming at his touch. “You two hook up with women together.” I swallow down my reservations, knowing what I want. “I saw you both in a bar about a month ago. You were with a brunette.”

      “Fuck,” Cade mutters, his hand running through his hair. “I wish you hadn’t seen that.”

      Jay lifts my legs and then sits down on the couch, pulling my feet back on top of his lap. The slide of his skin has my pussy dripping with need.

      Cade follows his lead and pushes up my torso, sliding underneath my back and resting my head on his chest. Both of them brush their hands on my stomach, my legs. I nearly orgasm from this light touch alone.

      Jay clears his throat. “I can’t blame you if you don’t want to be with a couple of manwhores.”

      I shake my head, knowing this is my moment. “Oh, I’m not judging you. It’s just…” I pause, screwing up my courage. “I don’t have much experience.”

      “What?” Cade growls out, his fingers skating over my ribs. “You’re worried you haven’t been with enough guys?”

      I shrug, hating to even say the next words. “I’ve only been with one and every time I suggested we try anything he shut down. I’ve been wondering if I was doing it wrong or--”

      It’s Jay’s turn to cover his face with his hand. “You can’t be serious, sweetheart. You didn’t do anything wrong. That guy is a moron.”

      “Then show me,” I whisper softly, hardly believing I actually asked. “Show me how to do it right.”

      There is a pause where nothing happens, I don’t even breathe. And then Cade’s hand moves with agonizing slowness until he cups the full weight of my breast. His hands are massive, masculine, but I’ve got big boobs for my frame and I fill his whole palm.

      He tweaks one nipple and then palms the other, pinching that one too. They go rock hard as I reach back to twine my fingers into his hair.

      Jay is running his hands along my hips. Then he slides one palm over my mound and applies a light pressure. But I nearly buck off the couch into his touch as a moan rips from my lips.

      It’s so good, my thighs start to shake as Cade pinches my nipples harder. “She needs to come now,” he rumbles at Jay, even as he stops playing with my nipples long enough to rip the shirt over my head.

      Jay doesn’t hesitate.

      Not even bothering to take my panties off, he tosses one of my legs behind him and then drops his face between my legs, tonguing my panty covered pussy.

      My scream of pleasure echoes through the room. Cade grabs my hips, holding me in place.

      Cade rumbles close to my ear, “You’re going to be so wet when I fuck you. I can’t wait.”

      

      Two days earlier…

      

      I’m sitting at Antonio’s Pizzeria, eating a shitty slice of pizza, with one eye looking out the window. My roommate, Pam, is alternately complaining about the food and expounding on her latest crush from gross anatomy class.

      “Cristina, why do you want to keep coming here?” She takes another bite of her veggie calzone. “Did I tell you that Zach asked me to be his lab partner?”

      “Sexy,” I roll my eyes, giving her a grin. I’m completely teasing. At least Zach made some kind of move. The guys I have been crushing on don’t even know I exist. And yep, I just said guys.

      I know that’s crazy. But I saw them in the bar down the street one night. One is a golden god, all toned with blond hair and blue eyes. The other is just as tall and equally broad but he’s all darkly handsome.

      I don’t know their names. I didn’t get a chance to introduce myself, not that I would have been brave enough if I could have.

      But they were occupied. There was this completely trashy girl between them. You know the type, super tight mini skirt and boobs hanging out of her tank top. Her hair was all teased up and her eye makeup smoky black. But the blond guy was kissing the front of her neck and the dark-haired one was pressed against her back like she was the peanut butter in their sandwich.

      Equal amounts of jealousy and desire had made it impossible to look away.

      And since that night, I have this recurring fantasy that they do the same to me.

      They strip off my clothes, and the blond god is kissing my mouth while tall, dark, and handsome is kissing a trail down my spine. When he gets between my legs, he spreads me wide and licks from one end to the other.

      I can’t help it, I bend over to give him more access and when I do, a thick juicy cock, surrounded by golden curls is too close to my mouth and I can’t help myself. I take a lick. Then a suck, and next thing I know, I am giving my blond god head while my brunette makes me so wet, I am about to come all over his face.

      That is the exact moment he stops. I want to protest but my mouth is full of another cock and as I pull off of it, to turn around and beg for him to lick me again, I feel his fat head part my seam and push inside me. I am so full, I moan around the cock still in my mouth and my blond god, twines his fingers through my hair to push me all the way back down his thick rod.

      I am going to come and when I do, they are going to cum too. Filling me with their hot liquid till I can’t take another drop.

      I nearly moan around my slice of pizza, as I stuff a large bite in my mouth to keep from publicly embarrassing myself.  But just when I have a huge mouthful, my eyes slide to the window, and I see them. My fantasy guys.

      They step out of a blue pickup truck. It’s the same one they arrive at the fire station in every time, and head for the side entrance.

      That night in the club, I drank away my despair. I wanted them but they were with somebody else, and I would probably never see them again. Hung over and in need of sustenance, Pam convinced me to try this new pizza place. It was awful but as we sat by the window, I saw them go into the station.

      I could hardly believe it, it was like a miracle. I still haven’t worked up the courage to talk with them, so I keep dragging her back here to get my fix.

      “Are you listening to me?” Pam demands.

      I nod, my eyes watching them until they disappear into the station.

      I haven’t told her about my crushes for a bunch of reasons. One… it’s two guys. The other, I don’t even know their names. Third, she would try to convince me to do something about it and I already know that isn’t going to happen. I don’t have much experience and even if I did, I look like the sweet innocent girl next door. I don’t have that whole slutty vibe that they obviously like.

      Unfortunate for me, because two hot firefighters totally get my engine running. Looks like it will be me and the shower head again tonight. After I study, of course. Pam and I are both physical therapy majors in our grad program. There are never enough hours in the day for studying, especially with finals right around the corner.

      But even as late as I stay up to cram in all the information I need, I can’t get to sleep without picturing them and all the dirty things I’d love do to them and have them do to me…
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      The thing about being a firefighter is that I never sleep soundly. I did before I started this job. But now, my body is always waiting for the alarm. It used to be just at the firehouse, but now, fuck, it’s all the time.

      It was actually worse at home because at the station, I knew there were other guys there that had my back, you know?

      So I ended up moving in with my buddy, Jason. We work together and now we live together, because I sleep better knowing that another fireman has got my back if shit goes down.

      Which is why I am sleeping like a baby when the alarm goes off. My eyes pop open and Jay is already there, his face an inch from my face. “You awake, man?”

      “Yeah, I’m good.” I reply, as he backs up to give me room to get out of my bunk. I’m only in my boxers but it isn’t like everyone at the house hasn’t seen my junk. That’s the thing about being at a station like this together all the time, you get real used to each other in the buff.

      Jay and I take that to a whole different level, though. And it maybe isn’t something that everybody understands. You save each other’s life a couple of times, and your bonded in a way I can’t fuckin’ explain. So when we were at a bar a year ago and some chick said she wanted to do us both, we were game. We share everything else in life, why not a woman?

      It’s gotten to the point, where we hardly hook up with girls on our own. We just share. The ladies are cool with it, probably because we’re the perfect complement, I’m a blond-haired and blue-eyed all American type while he’s all dark and mysterious or some shit like that. I don’t know. I don’t really know how girls classify dudes as hot. But they seem to think we are, so we go with it.

      And just like sleep, being with a woman together, well it takes some of the pressure off. Whatever I’m not giving her, he will and vice versa.

      My gear is all on now, and I take my position, next to Jay, on the truck. “It’s a bad one man.” He yells to me over the engine and the sound of the sirens blaring through the dark streets. “It’s in those row houses, over on the ABC streets.”

      “Fuck,” I groan out. Those places should just be torn down. They’re the nineteen twenties version of balloon construction. Built straight up, no fire stops. They go up like a bonfire when they light. No one survives that shit.

      He claps me on the shoulder. “We’ll get ‘em out if we can.”

      But I don’t respond because the mass of flames lighting the
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