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      When dragon shifter Dima goes to a fire on the job, he has no idea what he's about to find. The house is full of young men who have been kidnapped and held against their will, and he and his fellow firefighters and his cop buddies vow to get to the bottom of it. Especially since Dima is pretty sure one of them, Kam, is his mate.

      All Kam wanted was a fresh start when he came to California from Las Vegas. He thought he was finding work as a model, but things soon went very bad. So when Dima sweeps in and rescues him, he can't believe he's safe. Dima calls to him in so many ways, but danger still looms over them. Can Dima keep Kam safe, and bring him into the dragon family without his brothers objecting?

      This is a non-mpreg dragon shifter alpha omega romance with knotting.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          DIMA

        

      

    

    
      I’m usually the one in the kitchen at the firehouse.

      Supposedly, we have a roster, but Harve is a terrible cook, Jason can only cook breakfast, and Leo is a brick. He sleeps anytime we’re not on a call.

      So tonight, it’s me, and I decided on street tacos with rice and beans. I love the idea of a pot of beans on the back of the stove for anyone who comes and goes, and I make enough taco meat for the rest of the shift. We’re off in ten, so this way, I don’t have to cook again today.

      “Smells good, Dima,” Jason says as he slides into the kitchen from doing PT. My nose twitches because he needs a shower, but I’m not gonna be the one to tell him that. He can’t help it I have heightened senses compared to the rest of the guys, at least on my shift.

      I know we have a werewolf captain, a kitty shifter who works the shift opposite mine, and somewhere in the system there’s a fire elemental.

      “Thanks, man. There’s tortillas in the warmer and rice in the Instant Pot.” I do love my electronic pressure cooker. It makes all sorts of shit easier. Human inventiveness never ceases to amaze me.

      “Slow day.”

      “Hush your mouth.” Harve comes in, hair every which way. “No one says shit like that. It curses us.”

      I have to nod, because it’s true. Whether that tempts one of the multitude of trickster gods or simply aggravates chance, it’s a total fact, and I’m not kidding.

      “Sorry.” But Jason doesn’t look sorry at all. In fact, he seems jazzed, waiting for something to happen. My brothers might tease me about being an adrenaline junkie, but Jase really is. He needs constant stimulation.

      “Eat,” I tell them, taking the meat off the heat at the perfect time. “I’ll get Leo and the other guys.”

      I poke my head into the sleeping area a few seconds later. “Grub! Get it while you can.”

      “Coming!” We eat well, but we work hard, and not one of us looks a chance for a meal in the gift horse’s mouth.

      One by one, the guys file in and fill a plate, and the chatter picks up, the comforting hum enough to make me smile. I’m the extrovert of my family, as my brother Aleks is always telling me, and I love the vibration that’s achieved when a really good crew is assembled and working together.

      I hear the alarm a second before anyone else does, and I’m up and running, suiting up.

      “Fire at a large house. Six bedrooms, at least.” Leo has the tablet, punching up the call information. “Let’s go, let’s go!”

      We’re on the engine in no time, the address in the system, and Leo is yelling out what details the 911 call gave us, which isn’t much. Residential structure fire, already pretty severe. We’re the closest station, so when we arrive on scene, it’s up to us to assess the situation, get a hose going, and start making sure the residents are out.

      My heart races, and I can feel the markings on my body moving, becoming harder, like armor. My fellow firefighters call them tattoos, but they’ve been on me since birth.

      All the windows are barred, so no one’s getting out that way. Dammit.

      “Do we know if it’s occupied?” I snap.

      “The call came from a resident. He said the place rented rooms like an Airbnb. So we have no idea how many people might be inside.” That was Leo again. “Perimeter is secure.”

      “Shit. Okay. I’ll go in first.” I’m always the first one in. I’m naturally fire-resistant, after all, so if entry causes a flare, no one ends up crispy. I know Jason will take the back of the house, seeing if anyone is at the back doors or windows.

      I can hear the screams as I get closer, and my urgency ramps up as I breach the domicile. It smells—like filth and death and pain.

      Goddess.

      I slam into the front room, which is filled with smoke but not a lot of flame yet. That means the fire started at the back of the house somewhere, and I check the kitchen, which is full of grossness, but not on fire yet. The heat coming from the hall is intense, and I can hear people shouting for help.

      Shit. Why aren’t they running out the front?

      “The front is clear! Can you come out? Fire department! You can follow me out!”

      “Help! Please! Before they come back!”

      What?

      I get to the first bedroom door on the long hall and try the door. Locked. “Hello! Is there anyone inside? Unlock the door if you can!”

      “Please. Help!”

      Shit. I hit the door with my handheld battering ram, which I took in favor of my ax in case I needed it for the front door. Turns out to be a good choice.

      The door shatters, a wasted, emaciated young man there, chained to the bed.

      “Please!” The tear-stained face was already sooty, the damn window boarded up from the inside.

      “Holy hell.” I run to the bed, slamming my battering ram against the bedpost. Now I wish I had an ax.

      “I’ll get the next room,” I hear Leo call.

      “No! Bring your ax. I need you to get this chain free.”

      “Chain?” Leo is shouting, because in here our radio communication is for shit. “Oh my God.”

      “Get him out!” I’ll move on to the next bedroom, since I can get the doors. What if this kid isn’t the only one?

      “You have to get Jamey and Ollie, and the new guy, the one that won’t eat!”

      I can read the horror in Leo’s body language. “Hide your eyes!” Leo shouts.

      I head for the next room, busting down the door. No one there. The next room, though, yields another young man, this one on his feet, only one arm cuffed, and he’s yanking at it.

      “Get me out! Ollie said he was going to set a fire, but I didn’t believe him!”

      “Are you Jamey? Where is Ollie and the other one?” I shout. This one, I can just snap the bed frame, and the cuff comes away.

      “Jamey is next door. The other guy is at the end of the hall.”

      Fuck. I hustle him out to one of the guys, and the hall is so hot now the air is pretty thin. “There’s another one in there!” I point to the next door, which the guys behind me attack, then head into the area where I can see flames licking at walls. I need to get the one they don’t seem to know. I’m the most heat proof.

      Hysterical barking meets me at the door, and then I hear. “The windows are barred! The doors are locked! Help us!”

      “Get back from the door! Cover your nose and mouth and stay low!” I whack the door with the ram, then hit it again and again until it bursts open. “Come on!” I grab the kid off the floor where he’s crouching.

      “Ducky! Come!” A little gray bullet of a dog shoots out the door as I haul the young man with me.

      “No one else in there?”

      “I don’t know! They locked me in!” This one is dressed, at least, but he’s hollow eyed and looks hungry. He doesn’t hesitate, though, tugging away from me and banging on doors. “Fire! Fire!”

      “The fire is bad back here, dammit. Get out!” I start dragging him to the front of the house, the flames seeming to follow us.

      “But there might be more.” He’s hysterical now, doubled over coughing.

      I can hear the guys hacking at the windows from outside, can hear the roar of the big hose. “We’ll get them.”

      I have to pull him all the way out, and he staggers out into the yard landing on his hands and knees.

      “Ducky! Where’s Ducky? My dog.”

      The dog is barking in there, and I run back in after Leo grabs the kid to keep him from following me. I find the dog at the one unopened bedroom door, and I push him away before battering it down.

      “Shit. Ducky, out. Go.” I send a bit of magic command with that order, and the dog streaks out of the house. That way I don’t have to worry about him as I manage to break the bed the last kid is chained to and lift him, wrapped in a blanket, into my arms. He’s out cold, and I’m worried about smoke inhalation.

      The cops are here, and so are the EMTs, and I’m grateful because these kids are in bad fucking shape. What the hell is all this? Young men chained to the beds? Is this a human trafficking thing? There’s no way these guys consented to that.

      I haul the last kid, I hope, right into the waiting arms of the EMTs, then look for the one with the dog. Did they get reunited?

      I find him staggering around in the street, holding the dog by his collar, tears streaking through the soot on the lean face.

      The radio chatter tells me the fire is getting under control, and I’m sitting out now thanks to my exposure to the heat inside, so I corral the guy, stopping his forward momentum. “Hey. You need to let medical look at you.”

      He shakes his head. “I need my wallet. I need it.”

      “We’ll see where everything is when we get the fire contained and the house cleared. Was it in your room?” That room might be spared, but then again, it might be a mess by now. “Let’s see if we can get a leash for… Ducky is it?”

      “They took it! They took my wallet and my phone and locked me in that room!” Desperate green eyes lock onto mine, and I swear I feel him like a jolt of electricity, from my chest to the balls of my feet.

      “Did they do that to all of you?”

      “I guess? I wasn’t sure there were other guys like me until today when I could hear the screaming.” The kid’s chest heaves, and he bends over, the dog licking his face.

      “Hey. Here’s a leash.” One of the cops comes up with a catch leash made out of nylon rope. “We’ll need to talk to him once the EMTs determine his physical state.”

      “Got it. Thanks.” I go to the guy, putting a hand on his back. “Here. Let’s get this on your dog.”

      “I want to go. They have my money, my cards, everything. I just came here to get away! I just…” The tears start again, and he slaps them off his face.

      “Hey.” I take off my glove to rub his back, and there’s that crazy spark again, running up my arm. “Hey, first, you need to breathe. Just breathe. We’re going to get you help. Okay? All of you.” Jesus, what a fucking mess. What the hell was going on? Who was it holding these kids and taking all their stuff?

      He looks at me, this utterly devastated expression on his face, and I want to hold him. Only the fact that I’m filthy and gross keeps me from pulling him into my arms.

      “What’s your name?” I ask, needing to keep him from crumbling.

      “Kameron Lifehouse. I’m from Vegas. I came for a job interview…”

      “Okay, Kameron. How did this happen?” I guide him to sit down on the curb, because he looks like he’s going to fall. The dog licks his face, whining.

      “I’m a—I was a model. Nothing huge, but a little. I answered an ad in the paper, had an interview. The lady was totally professional.” Kameron clings to the dog with shaking hands.

      “And it led to this?”

      “She suggested I stay here. Renting a room through a rental place instead of a hotel. It would be cheaper and pet friendly.” Kam shudders. “I got here, settled in, and went out to my second interview. When I came back, they’d taken all my stuff and locked Ducky in the bedroom. They threatened to kill him if I didn’t go along with what they wanted. Like movies and stuff.”

      “So—” He’s done porn?

      “I told them I needed to see Ducky first, and then I refused to leave the room. Or eat. Anything. I was afraid they would drug me.”

      “I need some water over here!” No wonder Kam is dizzy. Besides smoke inhalation, who knows how long it’s been since he’s had anything to eat or drink?

      “I want to…” He collapses forward onto the dog, the little pit bull whining in sheer stress.

      “Shit.” I pull him up to look at his face, and he’s still breathing, but the stress has been a hell of a lot for his poor body. I’m also a paramedic, so I start treating him by laying him down
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