
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Station 17: Probie at Station 17

Caden Rowen

" Station 17: Probie at Station 17"

Copyright © 2026 Caden Rowen

Adult-only fiction. Consent-forward.

All characters are 18+

Thank you for choosing Station 17: Baseline.

Did that first heavy door -—and the way nobody rushed to greet Riley -—make your stomach drop a little?

Did the probie bunk, the unmarked mug on the top shelf, and Vasquez’s absurdly sacred kitchen “system” make you laugh even while Riley wanted to vanish?

Did your pulse kick up when she moved too fast, opened the line before the command, and learned the hard way that Station 17 cares about process as much as guts?

And did you feel it in your chest when Reyes froze at the deli door, and when Riley found the child on the Grand Avenue call—proof that bravery isn’t loud, it’s consistent? For half a second she thought of Jordy, of the way academy confidence had sounded loud right up until the room started fighting back.

If you have a moment, please leave a review -—your words help this story reach readers who know what it costs to earn your place, and show up anyway.

With gratitude,

Caden Rowen
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CHAPTER 1 - RILEY POV - "The First Door"
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The first door was heavier than she'd expected. Not that she'd built it up in her mind as some grand portal to her new life -—okay, maybe a little -—but the plain metal reality of it pushed back against her shoulder with the stubborn weight of a place that didn't particularly care if she entered or not.

Riley shifted the duffel bag strap digging into her left shoulder. The regulation black nylon held everything she owned that mattered now, a sad little collection of practical items that barely filled the bag. She nudged the door wider with her boot, listening to the satisfying creak of old hinges that needed oiling but wouldn't get it. Station 17 already smelled different from the Academy -—less disinfectant and desperation, more lived-in neglect mixed with something vaguely chemical beneath it all.

The truck bay stretched before her, cavernous and dim, two engines gleaming under strip lighting. No one rushed to greet her. No one even glanced her way. Two figures in the far corner were methodically checking equipment, their movements practiced and synchronized. The only other presence was a woman polishing the front of Engine 82 with enough intensity to be either incredibly diligent or incredibly angry about some microscopic smudge.

Riley cleared her throat. The sound died before hitting the ceiling. She tried again, louder. "Riley Carter. Reporting for duty."

The polisher paused, rag still pressed against the chrome. "Captain's office. Second floor." The words weren't welcoming, nor were they particularly hostile. They were simply information delivered with minimal effort, like someone reading off a weather forecast for a city they'd never visit.

Riley nodded, though the woman hadn't looked at her. "Thank you."

The woman had already returned to her polishing, leaving Riley to navigate the space alone. She found the stairs beside a glass case displaying helmets and badges from decades past, each with a story she'd never know. The steps were worn, the banister smooth from thousands of hands, some now gone. Second floor, the sign read. Administration. Training. Bunks. Bathrooms. Simple. Clean. Cold.

Captain Eva Rostova's door stood slightly ajar, nameplate tarnished at the edges. Riley knocked twice, then three times when the initial taps went unanswered. She almost asked for clarification, then chose not to. She picked a direction and committed to it.

"Enter."

Riley stepped inside. Rostova didn't look up from whatever document she was signing, just gestured to the chair opposite her desk. The room was immaculate except for one framed photo turned face down on the corner of her desk.

"Riley Carter, Firefighter, probational period, assigned to Engine 82, reporting for duty, Captain." Riley's words came out too fast, too eager. She hated herself for it immediately.

Rostova finally looked up, her eyes missing nothing. "You're here." Then, after a pause that stretched three seconds too long, "Bunkrooms are down the hall. Pick an empty one." She looked back down at her paperwork. Dismissal, complete and absolute.

Riley backed out of the office, pulling the door closed behind her. Her feet seemed too loud on the linoleum. Down the hall, she found four bunkrooms, three with names on the doors, one blank. Inside, six bunks were arranged, two on each wall. Five were clearly claimed -—personal items arranged, books stacked, blankets with distinct patterns. Only one remained untouched, pushed against the wall furthest from the window, mattress sagging visibly in the middle, a slight stain on the ceiling directly above.
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