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The sirens cut through the night like an echo that refused to die.

Even after the engine rolled to a stop, even after the flames were reduced to smoke and steam, the sound lingered in my chest. Red and white lights flashed against brick and glass, painting the street in sharp, restless color. The fire was out. The danger contained. But the adrenaline hadn’t gotten the message yet.

I jumped down from the truck and pulled my gloves free, my pulse still racing. Heat clung to my skin beneath my gear, sweat trapped and slick, my shirt heavy against my back. I set my helmet on the bumper and bent forward for a second, hands on my knees, breathing through it.

Around us, the scene was quieting. A few firefighters moved methodically, coiling hose, checking equipment, making sure nothing was left behind. The building stood dark and damp now, smoke drifting lazily from an upper window. Someone shut off a floodlight. The crowd that had gathered earlier was gone.

That was when I noticed him.

He stood near the front of the engine, turnout coat already shrugged off and tossed over the side rail. His shirt was gone too, skin still flushed from the heat, muscles relaxed but ready, like his body didn’t know how to fully stand down. The emergency lights washed over him in pulses—red, then white—highlighting the sharp lines of his chest and shoulders.

He caught me looking.

Our eyes met, held for a fraction of a second too long.

There was nothing new about the tension between us. It had been there for months, maybe longer—unspoken, unresolved, pressed tight beneath layers of routine and professionalism. We worked well together. Too well. Close calls, late nights, shared glances that lingered just past acceptable.

Firefighters are trained to recognize danger early. To respect it. To keep it from spreading.

He looked away first, jaw tightening, like he’d felt the same pull and didn’t like what it implied. He reached for his helmet, lifting it slowly, grounding himself in the weight of it. I watched the movement without meaning to, the way his arm flexed, the way the lights caught the sheen of sweat on his skin.

I picked up my own helmet and held it against my side, fingers tightening around the rim. The street was quiet now, the engine still humming softly behind us, lights flashing as protocol demanded. The call wasn’t officially cleared yet. We were still on duty. Still watched. Still pretending everything was normal.

But when he looked back at me—really looked—there was something different there. Not urgency. Not hunger. Something steadier. Like recognition.

Like a line being seen clearly for the first time.

The last hose was stowed. Someone called out that we were ready to roll. The engine doors began to close, one by one, sealing us back inside routine and rules and distance.

As I climbed back onto the truck, helmet tucked under my arm, I had a quiet, unsettling thought settle into place:

This wasn’t going to stay on the street.

Some fires don’t burn where they start.

And when we finally got back to the station—when the lights went dark and the doors closed behind us—I wasn’t sure either of us would still be pretending we didn’t feel it.

***

[image: ]


BY THE TIME WE GOT back to the station, the adrenaline had burned down to something quieter and heavier.

Gear was cleaned and hung. Boots lined up. The routine took over—automatic, muscle memory doing the work while my mind lagged behind, still replaying the way he’d looked at me under the flashing lights. No one said much. It was late. The kind of late where voices drop without anyone asking.

The showers were already running when we stepped in, steam curling toward the ceiling, tile slick and shining under fluorescent light. Helmets and shirts were dropped without ceremony, bodies moving in practiced rhythm. This was normal. This was routine. A room full of men who trusted each other with their lives, stripping down without a second thought.

I told myself that.

Water roared from multiple heads, heat filling the space, fogging the mirrors. One by one, the others finished up—quick rinses, jokes half-formed, footsteps fading as towels were grabbed and doors swung shut. The sound changed as they left, echoes stretching longer, the room slowly emptying.

Until it was just us.

I felt it before I fully registered it—that shift when the room stopped being communal and became... something else. The water was loud enough to cover breathing, the steam thick enough to blur the edges of everything except what was close.

He stood a few feet away, under his own stream, head tilted forward, water running over his shoulders and down his chest. I tried not to look.

I failed immediately.

His body was all clean lines and quiet power—broad chest, muscles relaxed now but unmistakably strong, water tracing paths over skin like it knew where to linger. Dark hair flattened against his chest, damp curls clinging just enough to draw my attention. My gaze followed without permission, down the hard plane of his stomach, the deep cut of his abs, lower to strong thighs that had carried more weight and danger than most people ever would. My eyes finally landed on his beautiful dick. It was half-hard, uncut, and around 8 inches.

I swallowed and shifted under my own spray, heat crawling up my neck.

He glanced over.

Not fast. Not accidental.

His eyes moved the same way mine had—slow, deliberate, cataloging. My chest tightened and my cock twitched as I felt myself being seen: the rise and fall of my breathing, the way the water darkened the hair on my chest, the tension in my shoulders that hadn’t quite let go. His gaze lingered on my stomach, my hips, my thighs, then my dick, like he was memorizing something he might not get another chance to study.

The air between us thickened, steam-heavy and charged.

Neither of us spoke.

The water ran. Droplets slid down skin. The space felt suddenly too small, every inch of distance loud with what we weren’t doing. I shifted my stance, aware of how close we were now, aware of the way his presence seemed to pull at me like gravity.

This was still the firehouse. Still the rules. Still the line.

But standing there, wet and bare and breathing the same heated air, it felt thinner than it ever had.

His jaw flexed. Mine did too.

For a moment, I thought he might step closer. Or maybe I would. The possibility hung there, fragile and electric, like the first spark before a flame catches.

Instead, he turned his face back into the spray, shoulders tensing, like it took effort. I did the same, pressing my palms against the tile, letting the water pound down as if it could wash the awareness away.

It didn’t.

When we finally shut off the water, the silence felt louder than the sirens had earlier.

I reached for my towel. So did he.

Our hands brushed.

Just barely.

But it was enough to make my breath catch—and judging by the way his fingers stilled for half a second, I wasn’t alone in that.

The sound of the water shutting off echoed louder than it should have.

Steam lingered in the air, clinging to skin, to tile, to the space between us. I wrapped a towel around my waist and turned, expecting him to already be reaching for his clothes, for distance, for the exit.

He wasn’t.

He stood there with his towel hanging loose in his hands, chest still damp, shoulders broad and bare, droplets sliding slowly down the lines of his body like they were in no hurry to leave him. His gaze was fixed on the floor, jaw tight, breath measured—controlled in that way that told me it wasn’t coming easily.

Then he spoke.

“You always do that.”

The words were quiet, almost lost under the hum of the lights. Calm. Controlled. But not casual.

I looked at him. “Do what?”

His eyes lifted to mine, slow and deliberate, and my chest tightened immediately. There was no humor there. No deflection. Just honesty, laid bare in a room where we were already stripped of everything else.

“You look,” he said. “Like you’re trying not to.”

Heat crept up my neck, spreading outward, settling deep. I didn’t answer right away. The air felt too thick for easy lies.

“So do you,” I said finally.

That got his attention.

His mouth curved—not a smile, not really. Something sharper. Something knowing. He shifted his weight, muscles in his thighs tightening, towel still untouched in his hands.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “I do.”

The admission landed between us like a dropped match.

Neither of us moved.

I became acutely aware of my own body again—the way my chest rose with each breath, the way the damp hair on my skin felt cooler now, the way his eyes flicked briefly over my stomach, my shoulders, my thighs before dragging themselves back up to my face like it took effort.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SOME FLAMES AREN'T MEANT
TO BE CONTROLLED.

ALEXANDER GRANT





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





