
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Station 17: Pressure & First Real Consequence

Caden Rowen

" Station 17: Pressure & First Real Consequence"

Copyright © 2026 Caden Rowen

Adult-only fiction. Consent-forward.

All characters are 18+

Thank you for reading Station 17: Pressure & First Real Consequence.

Did your stomach drop when Okafor's voice came over the radio — calm, impossibly calm — and said "Found one"? Did Vasquez's silent carabiner land heavier than any lecture could? And when Rostova finally said her name again — just Carter, nothing more — did you feel exactly how much those two syllables were worth?

Leave a review — your words help this story find the readers who need it most: the ones who know what it feels like to get something badly wrong, and show up the next shift anyway.

With gratitude,

Caden Rowen
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CHAPTER 1 - RILEY POV - "Same House, Different Weight"
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Riley was refolding the same turnout coat for the third time when she realized she wasn't nervous anymore. The new-badge tremble was gone. The one that had lived in her hands for a year, that slight vibration that made her check her knots twice, re-buckle her SCBA mask until her fingers ached. It was just... gone. The blue canvas folded into perfect thirds under her hands, practiced muscle memory.

Different house, different weight.

The bay ran the way it always did — organized noise, everyone in their lane. Hara had the medical kit half-disassembled on the hood of the rig. Okafor was re-tagging gear, working from left to right, jaw set. He'd caught a mislabeled line once during a live call. He hadn't stopped checking since.

"Just admiring the craftsmanship," Riley shot back, slapping the folded coat onto its shelf. The sound was solid. Final.

She was already moving — supply closet to rig bay, hands running the inventory on autopilot. Two ladders. Saw fuel half-full, she'd top it off before next shift. Hydraulic tools prepped and locked. Her mind didn't need the list anymore. That was the thing about not being a probie: the checklist lived in your hands now, not your head.

She was grabbing the hydraulic cutters from their mount when Vasquez passed behind her, a silent presence she'd learned to feel rather than hear. A current in the air, a shift in the pressure. He didn't slow down. His own movements were fluid, heading for the kitchen.

"Careful."

It wasn't a reprimand. Not quite. Just one word, dropped into the space between them as he moved past. Low. Quiet. Almost swallowed by the echo of the bay.

Riley froze for half a beat, the cold metal of the jaws of life heavy in her hands. Then she set them back into their bracket with a solid clank that reverberated off the concrete walls.

Yeah, yeah. Don't pinch a finger. I know.

She mentally brushed it off. Big V looked out for everyone. A word like that from him was standard procedure, the kind of background noise that kept everyone whole. A reminder about the tools, about the respect they demanded. A word for the rig. Not for her. She was Carter now, not Probationary Firefighter Carter. The badge felt solid against her hip, a familiar weight. She had earned this. She knew the risks, the procedures, the sharp edges. She knew how to move.

So she kept moving. Quick check of the radio frequencies. A quick wipe-down of the already-clean driver's side window. The day was young, the coffee was hot, and everything was exactly where it was supposed to be.

She headed for the kitchen, the rhythmic squeak of her boots on the floor a familiar comfort. The shift stretched ahead, full of possibility. She thought she knew what Vasquez meant.

She didn't. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2 - RILEY POV - "Speed"
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The new guy showed up between breakfast and the morning rig check, which meant nobody had time to make it a thing. He just... arrived. One minute the coffee pot was gurgling away, the next there was a stranger with duffel bags at the bottom of the stairs, looking around like he was trying to read the graffiti on the walls.
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