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About


 


When these damsels in distress get into some hot water, they are very thankful when these older guys go out of their way to rescue them! They warmly express their gratitude in all the right ways and they aren’t afraid to get dirty while going the extra mile to demonstrate the appreciation that they feel deep inside. Enjoy four fun, spicy stories of rescue where these guys will do anything to protect their dirty damsels!


 


Dirty Damsels is a spicy collection of age gap short stories featuring possessive older men rescuing ladies in trouble, then claiming that beautiful younger woman all for himself!


 


In this collection, you will find:


 


 


I Rescued My Son’s Ex…


She Thanked Me in the Closet


 


I’ll do anything to protect her. She’ll do anything to thank me!


 


I never thought of myself as a hero, but when I see a bad guy yank my son’s gorgeous ex into an alley, I rush to her rescue. 


 


Katie is extremely grateful afterward. I know it’s wrong. I’m twice her age and she’s off-limits. But with a body like hers, how can I resist?


 


We don’t even make it to the closet before she is thoroughly thanking me and I show her my hard and deep appreciation.


 


 


I Rescued My Best Friend's Daughter...


She Thanked Me on the Rooftop


 


The building was on fire but the heat between us was hotter!


 


I’m one of the firemen responding to a two-alarm fire at an apartment complex. Turns out that’s where my best friend’s daughter Helena lives.


 


She needs my help to escape. I’m more than eager to rescue her and protect her from danger. 


 


As we take refuge on the roof of the building, the heat between us becomes hotter than the fire below.


 


I’m twice her age and she’s my buddy’s Little Princess, but when she gets on her knees and says she wants to thank me for being her savior… how can I say no?


 


 


I Rescued My Son's Ex...


She Thanked Me on the Beach


 


When she gets soaked, I go deep... to save her.


 


During a ferry ride, my son's super hot girlfriend falls overboard. I use my marine training to rescue her and take her to shore.


 


I wanted to get her dry. Instead, she drowns me with gratitude, begging me to go deeper than I did in the water.


 


She's totally off limits and half my age, but when she says it's her first time, I can't help but take the plunge!


 


 


I Rescued My Daughter's Best Friend...


She Thanked Me in the Kitchen


 


After she has a low blood sugar episode, she gives me something very sweet!


 


My daughter begged me to hire her smoking hot friend Amber in my restaurant, but she pushed herself too hard on her first day and I stepped in to catch her as she fell.


 


Suddenly I’m in hot water, things heat up in the kitchen when Sarah expresses her gratitude and wants to give me some sugar.


 


Being much older than her and her being my daughter’s best friend, the beautiful Amber was definitely off-limits... We got out of the frying pan only to head straight into the fire! 



 


 


 


I Rescued My Son's Ex... She Thanked Me in the Closet


 


So I was on my way to work one morning when it happened. I never thought I would end up being anyone’s hero, but sometimes life puts you in the right place at the right time. 


My name is Lee and I work at a large warehouse. I load trucks filled with packages and unload trucks filled with more packages in the shipping and receiving department. It’s not a bad job, I get to drive a forklift around and I get to be outside in the lot sometimes. Our bosses don’t like us wasting time but some of them are good people who look the other way when we get a little downtime in between trucks arriving or departing. 


I like to get a walk in during my journey to work, so I usually hop off the bus a little early and walk the rest of the way. It’s just good for me to have at least a short time all to myself in the morning, where I get some peace and fresh air for ten or fifteen whole minutes before I have to bustling around at work. 


I mean, the air is only as fresh as air gets in the industrial part of town. But I enjoy it nonetheless and getting some sunshine every day doesn’t hurt. 


So that’s how I ended up walking down that street on that particular day. It was my turn to work the afternoon shift, so it was a bright sunny day with a stunning blue sky. A shame to spend it in a stifling, dusty warehouse but such is my lot in life. 


Then I saw her. She was leaving a coffee shop and she turned, tossing her long auburn hair over her shoulder as she walked away from me down the sidewalk. Holding a clutch purse in one hand, she moved confidently and purposefully with a mesmerizing walk that I couldn’t stop watching. She was stunning and despite her departing, I felt beyond blessed to see her shapely behind swaying in front of me as she went.


There was something about her, something more than just her extreme beauty. I wracked my brain trying to figure out why she felt familiar. She was young, maybe twenty years old or so. She had a shockingly fantastic figure that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from.


She wore a pair of smart looking black pants with a forest green t-shirt tucked into them with a thin belt, which was the uniform worn by employees of that coffee shop. Her shirt was tight, just perfectly sized for her body.


Damn, she is hot.


I could smell her sweet perfume wafting over me on the warm summer breeze as I walked behind her. It was this that finally triggered my memory of her. When I suddenly remembered, I was flooded with that special satisfaction and relief one could only get from recalling something that was eluding them.


Katie!


 My idiot son dated her. He could never get his priorities straight, no matter how many times I tried with him. I did not have all of the details, but I gathered that she broke up with him when he wouldn’t stand up for her during some altercation at school. 


Katie Watts.


There was a time she was visiting my son at our house, we had to pass each other in the hallway and her gorgeous body brushed up against me. I fantasized about her that night when I was alone.


This girl was perfection. She had a warm smile that was magnetic and a personality to match. I was so jealous of my son when I saw them together and seeing her walk like this in front of me, I just wanted to pull her tight body close to me and kiss her. I love my son very much, but I knew Katie could do way better.


With someone like me…


That’s when I saw someone rush out and grab her arm, pulling her tight body swiftly into an alleyway. She screeched briefly as she was nabbed, then the sidewalk ahead of me was suddenly void of Katie’s presence. 


I was simply stunned at first, pausing only briefly with my mouth hanging open.


What is this guy doing, assaulting a woman in broad daylight? 


I dropped my bag on the sidewalk right where I was and I rushed forward. I ran to the alley, rounding the corner and witnessed poor Katie struggling valiantly against a guy wearing stained blue jeans and a dusty looking black jacket.


Katie and the bold vagrant held onto her purse, both of them fighting for possession of it. 


I wasn’t thinking at all then, I just acted. It was like I wasn’t even myself any more, just a force of will that could not allow an injustice to happen.


The filthy man wrenched the clutch away from Katie with a victorious grunt and she cried out angrily as he gave her a shove. I felt a surge of indignation as she reeled backwards a few steps and the man turned to flee.


Unfortunately for him, he turned to face me directly while I was already swinging my fist. The timing was perfect and I was right on target. I saw a brief look of surprise in his eyes and for a moment I only felt the air whistling past my arm before my knuckles slammed straight into his chin.


Since he was beginning to break into a run at the time, his chin was not tucked in at all so his head snapped downward with the force and he crumpled to the ground immediately.


It hurt my hand for sure, but I wouldn’t feel that until much later. I was still ready to fight, fists raised as I stood over him when I realized that he wasn’t getting back up. 


Katie and I exchanged a look for a moment, then we simultaneously decided to run. I bent down, scooping her clutch off the ground and took her hand as we hastily escaped the alley.


As we retraced our steps down the sidewalk, Katie had the presence of mind to grab my backpack, further crystallizing my fascination with her. Not knowing if her attacker had any accomplices around, we ran hand-in-hand back to Katie’s coffee shop. 


We burst into the small cafe, startling it’s sleepy patrons and the small bell above the door chimed more wildly than it ever had before.


“Sorry everyone!” Katie apologized. With a few incredulous glances, her customers returned to reading their phones and newspapers. 


Her workmate was looking over with raised eyebrows while she rubbed a stainless steel container with a towel. 


“Katie?” she inquired with alarm as she dried her hands on her apron. 


“It’s okay, Carol!” Katie assured her partner. “This guy helped me out just now.”


“I was just heading to work,” I explained. “So I should probably go- -”


“No!” Katie took a step towards me and grabbed my forearm. “I mean, please, just sit here for a minute. I want to thank you.” 


Katie ushered me into a secluded corner booth before bustling over to the preparation area. She whispered something to Carol and they glanced over at me a few times. Carol then smiled at me, tossing her shiny black ponytail over her shoulder as she turned and busied herself preparing a drink.


Katie returned and slid her perfect body into the corner booth across from me, so I settled in across from her. Her round bosom was quite obvious as she leaned on the table with her elbows. 
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