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Chapter 1: The New Chief
The Oakhaven Volunteer Fire Department sat on the edge of town like it had grown there-red brick, white trim, American flag snapping in the September wind. Inside, the bay smelled of motor oil, wet gear, and whatever Travis had scorched in the kitchen again. The crew called it “breakfast surprise.” Today it was charcoal pancakes and regret. Anna Kane leaned against Engine 3’s bumper, turnout pants slung low on her hips, black station polo clinging to her ribs from the overnight humidity. 

She was twenty-six, built like she could carry a hose line up three flights and still have breath left to curse you out. Freckles dusted her nose and shoulders, auburn hair scraped back into a messy knot that always looked seconds from coming undone. She liked it that way-kept people guessing whether she’d just rolled out of bed or someone else’s. Tina Torres stood beside her, same uniform, same smirk. Twenty-eight, all curves and confidence, dark curls escaping her own ponytail. She sipped coffee from a chipped mug that read WORLD’S OKAYEST MEDIC and watched the rest of the crew horse around with the wash-down.

“Travis is gonna burn the station down one day,” Tina said. “Swear to God, if I smell bacon grease one more time I’m gonna deep-throat the fire pole just to feel something else. ”Anna snorted. “You already do that every other shift.” “Details.” Tina grinned, wicked. “Speaking of details-new chief’s due any minute. Bet he’s another forty-something desk jockey who thinks turnout gear is a costume.” Anna rolled her eyes. “Twenty says he’s married and boring. They always are.” “Ten says he’s hot and divorced. And hung like a-” “Torres!” Chief Ramirez barked from the radio room. “Mouth.” Tina saluted with her middle finger. 

Ramirez just shook his head and disappeared. The bay doors rattled open wider. A black department Tahoe rolled in smooth, parked dead center in the chief’s reserved spot. Engine noise died. Hoses stopped hissing. Even Travis poked his head out of the kitchen, spatula in hand. The driver’s door opened. Lucas Harlan stepped out. Forty-two. Six-three if he stood straight, broad shoulders that filled the navy chief’s polo like it was tailored. Dark hair cropped short, silver threading the sides and temples. Short beard, jaw carved from granite. Eyes gray-blue, the kind that looked right through you and didn’t blink. No ring on his left hand. No smile, either.

The silence lasted two full seconds before the bay erupted. “Goddamn, Cap,”  Travis yelled. “You here to run calls or pose for the beefcake calendar?” “Easy, Trav,” Tina called back. “Don’t scare him off before he sees the good parts.” Harlan didn’t react. He scanned the crew-slow, deliberate, cataloging every face, every posture. When his gaze landed on Anna, it lingered. She felt it in her chest like a backdraft-sudden heat, air gone thin. Her nipples tightened under the polo. She crossed her arms to hide it. “Morning,” he said. Voice low, rough, like he’d smoked a pack before coffee. “I’m Chief Lucas Harlan. Transferred from Station 17 in Asheville. I’m not here to win popularity contests. I’m here to keep you alive.” A few guys muttered “yes, Chief.” Most just stared. 

He kept going. “I’ve read every incident report from the last eighteen months. Good news: you’re competent. Bad news: you’re sloppy. Barn fire last night-Kane, you held the line like a pro. Torres, your patient extrication on the rollover last month was textbook. But the rest of you?” He looked around. “You’re lucky nobody died. That ends today.” He stepped forward. Boots echoed on concrete. “New rules. No more skipping PT. No more fucking around on the apparatus floor during downtime. And no more personal bullshit bleeding into this house. I don’t care who you’re banging on your off days-as long as it stays off my clock and doesn’t create drama. Clear?” “Yes, Chief,” the crew chorused.

Harlan’s eyes found Anna again. “Lieutenant Kane. Torres. My office. Now.” Tina whispered, “We’re fucked,” but she was grinning. They followed him up the metal stairs to the chief’s office-glass walls, view of the bay, desk already stacked with files like he’d been here a month. He didn’t sit. He leaned back against the desk, arms crossed, biceps flexing under the polo sleeves. “Close the door,” he said. Anna did. The click sounded too loud. Harlan looked between them. “I’ve read your personnel files. Both of you are top performers. Kane, you’re the best pump operator in the county. Torres, your EMS call times are the fastest on record. 

But I’ve also read the locker-room talk. The hookups. The nicknames. The ‘shift tradition’ bullshit.” Tina shrugged. “We’re consenting adults, Chief. Nobody’s complaining.” “Yet.” His voice was flat. “I’m not here to police your sex lives. But I will not have this station turned into a frat house. No favoritism. No jealousy. No drama that costs us focus when the tones drop. If I catch wind of anything that compromises safety or chain of command, I’ll reassign whoever’s involved. No second chances. ”Anna lifted her chin. “We do our jobs, Chief. Better than most.” His gaze locked on hers. “I know. That’s why I’m telling you this privately instead of in front of the crew.” A beat. “But don’t mistake clarity for leniency. I see everything.” Tina tilted her head. “You see us, Chief? Or just the reports?” He didn’t flinch. “I see two women who’ve earned their place in a house that didn’t want them at first. I respect that. But respect goes both ways. Keep your personal lives personal. That’s all.” 

Anna felt heat crawl up her neck. Not anger. Something else. The way he said it-like he was fighting not to look at her mouth, her throat, the way her polo pulled tight when she breathed. “Yes, Chief,” she said quietly. Tina echoed it. “Dismissed.” They turned to leave. At the door, Anna paused. “Chief?” He looked up. “Thanks for reading the reports,” she said. “Most chiefs don’t bother.” His expression didn’t change, but something flickered in those storm eyes. “Most chiefs aren’t me.” She held his gaze a second longer than she should have. Then she followed Tina out. The second the door shut, Tina grabbed her arm and dragged her toward the locker room. 

“Holy mother of fuck, Anna,” she hissed. “Did you feel that? He was looking at you like he wanted to pin you to the wall and find out what you taste like after a structure fire. ”Anna’s pulse hammered between her legs. “He’s our boss. Age gap. Power imbalance. Forbidden fruit 101.” Tina laughed. “Since when has forbidden stopped either of us? Girl, you were wet the second he said your name.” Anna didn’t deny it. Because Tina was right. And Chief Lucas Harlan had just walked into her station like he owned it-and maybe, just maybe, he already owned a piece of her she hadn’t planned to give away.

Chapter 2: One Week In

Seven days had passed since Chief Harlan walked into Oakhaven FD like he owned every inch of concrete and every heartbeat in the bay. Seven days of stolen glances, clipped orders, and the kind of tension that made Anna’s skin feel too tight. She’d taken to wearing her polo one button looser than regulation allowed, just to see if his eyes would drop. They always did-for half a second-before snapping back to her face like he was punishing himself. 

He’d started assigning her to lead drills more often, standing close enough that she could smell the pine-and-leather scent of him while he critiqued her nozzle technique. “Tighter grip, Kane. Control it.” His voice low, gravel-rough. Her thighs would clench every time. She was a walking live wire. Horny didn’t cover it. She was soaked through her bunker pants during PT, aching during meals, throbbing every time the tones dropped and she had to climb onto the rig next to him. The man hadn’t touched her once, but her body acted like he already had. 

Tina noticed. Of course Tina noticed.“ Girl, you’re gonna combust,” she’d whisper during downtime. “You need relief or you’re gonna start humping the engine ladder.” Anna didn’t argue. So they kept busy. The firehouse was a pressure cooker of testosterone and routine, and Anna and Tina had long ago learned how to vent it. They were careful-always careful-because getting caught could mean write-ups, transfers, or worse. But careful didn’t mean slow. It meant quick, filthy, and quiet. Monday afternoon, after a medical assist call, Tina dragged Anna into the gear locker while the rest of the crew showered. Door locked, lights off. They stripped fast-pants shoved to ankles, polos rucked up. Tina dropped to her knees first, yanked Anna’s thong aside, and buried her face between her thighs. Anna bit her own forearm to stay quiet as Tina’s tongue flicked fast over her clit, then plunged deep, lapping up the slick she’d been leaking all shift. Two fingers curled inside, stroking that spot until Anna’s legs shook. She came hard, silent scream muffled against skin, flooding Tina’s mouth. 

Tina stood, kissed her deep-sharing the taste-then turned Anna around, bent her over a stack of turnout coats. She spread Anna’s cheeks and licked slow circles around her asshole, tongue pressing inside while her fingers rubbed Anna’s swollen clit. Anna pushed back, grinding, chasing the burn. Tina ate her like dessert-sloppy, noisy enough to make Anna’s heart race with fear of being heard-until she came again, thighs trembling, asshole clenching around Tina’s tongue. They swapped. Anna ate Tina against the lockers-tongue fucking her pussy, then rimming her tight hole until Tina was biting her own fist, hips bucking, cum dripping down Anna’s chin. 

They cleaned up fast, shared one last sloppy kiss, and slipped out like nothing happened. Tuesday night shift. Travis cornered Anna in the kitchen after lights-out. Quick blowjob behind the fridge-her on her knees, his cock thick and heavy down her throat. She swallowed every drop, licked him clean, then slipped away before anyone noticed. Wednesday, Tina took two guys in the apparatus bay-bent over Engine 1’s bumper while one fucked her from behind and the other fed her his cock. She came twice, loud enough they had to cover her mouth with a turnout glove. 

Anna watched from the shadows, fingers in her own panties, rubbing herself to the sight until she shuddered through a quiet orgasm. Thursday morning, after a structure fire, adrenaline still pumping, Anna let Ramirez pin her against the tool bench in the back room. Hard, fast fuck-his hands bruising her hips, her legs wrapped around him. She bit his shoulder when she came, muffling the moan. He pulled out and came on her stomach; she wiped it up with her fingers and licked them clean while he watched. Friday night. The whole crew was loose after a slow shift. Tina disappeared with two rookies into the bunk room. Anna found her later-face flushed, lips swollen, thighs sticky. They locked themselves in the women’s bathroom, stripped naked, and sixty-nined on the tile floor.

Anna on top, grinding her soaked pussy against Tina’s mouth while she ate Tina out-tongue deep in her cunt, then dragging up to rim her asshole, tasting the mix of cum from the guys she’d just fucked. Tina did the same-lapping at Anna’s dripping slit, sucking the remnants of Ramirez off her folds, then tonguing her asshole until Anna was shaking. They came together-bodies locked, muffled cries, gobs of sticky white cum swapping between their mouths in filthy, open-mouthed kisses.They licked each other clean after-slow, thorough, tongues everywhere-until there was nothing left but their own taste and the faint salt of the men they’d taken.

Saturday morning. Anna was in the weight room alone, trying to burn off the constant ache. Push-ups, squats, anything to distract from the way her clit throbbed every time she thought of Harlan’s voice. He walked in. Shirtless. Sweatpants low. Towel over his shoulder. Muscles carved from years of hard labor-broad chest dusted with dark hair, abs tight, V-lines disappearing into the waistband. He froze when he saw her. “Lieutenant.” “Chief.” She stood, wiping sweat from her brow. Her sports bra was soaked, nipples hard points against the fabric. His eyes dropped-lingered-then snapped back up. “You’re up early.” “Couldn’t sleep.” Truth. She’d been fingering herself in her bunk at 4 a.m., imagining his hands instead of hers. He stepped closer. Too close. She could feel the heat rolling off him. “You’ve been... distracted this week,” he said quietly. Her heart slammed. “Have I?” “You know you have.” His voice dropped lower. “Every time I give an order, your breath catches. Every time I stand behind you on a drill, you arch your back just enough to brush against me.”

Anna’s mouth went dry. “I don’t-” “Don’t lie to me, Kane.” He leaned in, voice barely above a whisper. “I can smell how wet you are right now.” She clenched her thighs together. A

























[image: ]












d2d_images/cover.jpg
Second Xlar

113% anne Starr .

W"”






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





