

Burning Evidence

Some fires can't be contained.


Chapter 1

Burning Contempt

The warehouse in Red Hook was fully engulfed by the time Engine 9 screamed onto the scene, lights slashing through the thick Brooklyn night. Captain Luca Moretti, thirty-four years old and carrying every one of those years in the set of his jaw, vaulted down from the rig before the wheels had stopped turning. Heat rolled out from the building in pulsing waves, warping the air and searing his exposed skin.

His dark hair, already silvering at the temples, was flattened under his helmet. The old burn scar on his right forearm pulled tight beneath his bunker jacket, the familiar itch kicking in like an old dog sensing a fight.

“Primary search, let’s go!” Luca’s voice cut clean through the roar. “O’Brien, Ramirez, on me. Chen, get that line charged on the alpha side. Nobody inside stays inside, you hear me?”

The crew moved like extensions of his own body, twelve years of pulling people from burning buildings having welded them into something tighter than family. Luca trusted them with his life and they trusted him with theirs. That was the only contract that mattered.

He yanked his mask into place and led them through the loading bay doors, smoke swallowing them whole.

Inside, the world narrowed to heat, darkness, and the rasp of his own breathing inside the SCBA. Flames climbed the walls like living things, chewing through stacked pallets and old timber. Visibility was down to three feet.

Luca kept one gloved hand on the wall, the other sweeping in front of him as he called out.

“FDNY! Anyone here? Call out!”

A weak groan came from somewhere near the rear offices. Luca pushed forward, boots crunching over broken glass and charred debris. The temperature climbed fast; he could feel it trying to cook him even through the gear.

His scar burned hotter, a sharp reminder of the night a ceiling had collapsed on him in Bushwick when he was still a rookie. He’d carried a mother and her two kids out that night. The scars were the price.

“Got a victim!” Ramirez’s voice crackled over the radio.

Luca pivoted toward the sound. They found the man slumped against a metal desk, an elderly night watchman by the look of the uniform. Unconscious, but breathing.

Luca didn’t hesitate. He scooped the man up in a fireman’s carry, the dead weight settling across his broad shoulders like it belonged there. At six-two and built like the linebacker he’d been in high school, Luca barely felt the strain.

“Evacuating now,” he radioed. “Fire’s spreading to the mezzanine. Hit it with everything you’ve got.”

They got the watchman out to the paramedics. Luca stripped off his mask, gulping cooler air that still tasted like burnt plastic and regret. Sweat carved clean tracks down his soot-streaked face, his green eyes stark against the grime.

The rest of the crew was pushing the fire back, hoses thundering, but the building was old and mean. It wanted to burn.

That was when the black sedan rolled up, headlights cutting across the scene like they had any right to be there. A man stepped out, suit jacket flapping in the wind generated by the fire itself. Even from thirty yards away Luca could tell the guy didn’t belong.

Too clean. Too precise. He moved through the chaos like a surgeon entering an OR, dark eyes already scanning the wreckage with clinical hunger.

Luca’s crew parted for the newcomer without being told. The man was six feet tall, lean and athletic, Black with dark skin and close-cropped hair, with an intensity that radiated off him in waves. He had a British accent when he finally spoke to one of the patrol cops.

“I need this perimeter expanded and all firefighting operations ceased on the east quadrant until I’ve documented the pour patterns,” he said crisply. “This is potentially linked to the Gowanus series. Evidence integrity is paramount.”

Luca felt the words like a slap. He strode forward, helmet tucked under one arm, his thirty-four-year-old body still humming with adrenaline and rage.

“Like hell it is,” he growled. “My people are still knocking down hot spots. You want to play evidence collector, you wait until my crew says it’s safe.”

The investigator turned. Up close, his dark eyes were even sharper, almost black in the flickering light. Twenty-eight if he was a day, Luca thought.

Too young to be this fucking arrogant.

“Dominic Kane,” the man said, offering neither handshake nor smile. “Twenty-eight. Arson investigator, NYPD Fire Marshal’s Office. And you are?”

“Captain Luca Moretti, Engine 9. The man whose scene you’re trying to fuck up.”

Dominic didn’t flinch. “Captain, with respect, if this is arson, every gallon of water you pour now is destroying chemical signatures we need. I’m not asking you to stop saving lives. I’m asking you to stop contaminating my investigation.”

Luca stepped into his space, close enough to smell the faint trace of expensive cologne under the smoke. “I’ve been pulling bodies out of fires since you were still jerking off to cop shows in London, Kane. You see that man my guys just carried out? He’s alive because we didn’t sit around waiting for permission from some suit with a clipboard.

You want to play whose dick is bigger, we can do that after every ember is dead.”

A muscle ticked in Dominic’s jaw. “And if this fire was set deliberately to cover up the last one, your enthusiasm might let the perpetrator walk. Is that what you want, Captain Moretti?”

The words landed like a hook. Luca hated how reasonable they sounded. He hated it more because the man delivering them had a voice like expensive whiskey and eyes that didn’t look away even when a six-two Italian firefighter was crowding his personal space.

“My job is to keep people alive,” Luca said, voice low and rough. “Yours is to play detective after the fact. Don’t confuse the two. And don’t ever roll up on my scene again and start giving orders like you own the fucking fire.”

Dominic’s gaze flicked over Luca’s face, taking in the silver at his temples, the green eyes, the scar peeking from under his rolled sleeve, the set of his broad shoulders. Something unreadable moved behind those intense eyes.

“Understood,” Dominic said at last, though his tone made it clear he understood nothing of the sort. “I’ll wait until your captain deems it safe. But I will be collecting evidence tonight, Captain. With or without your blessing.”

Luca turned away before he did something stupid like punch a cop in front of half the department. He could feel Dominic’s stare between his shoulder blades as he walked back to his crew. The fire was mostly out now, reduced to sullen glow and steam.

His men were tired, dirty, victorious. That was what mattered.

But the encounter stuck under his skin like a splinter.

Later, back at the station after they’d cleaned the rig and changed into civilian clothes, Luca sat on the worn bench in the locker room with a cup of terrible coffee. The place smelled like sweat, engine grease, and the faint metallic tang of hose water. At thirty-four, he’d learned to read a scene in seconds, and the scene with Dominic Kane had been loud.

The man was too controlled. Too sharp. The way he’d stood his ground in a two-thousand-dollar suit while flames still licked the roof had done something unpleasant to Luca’s nerves.

He told himself it was anger. Distrust of outsiders, especially bureaucratic ones who’d never felt fire trying to melt their face off. But there was something else too, something he refused to name.

The lean strength visible even under that suit. The precise way he spoke. The way those dark eyes had catalogued every inch of him without apology.

Luca rubbed a hand over his face, feeling the stubble and the grit still embedded in his pores. His divorce from Maria had been final for three years now. No kids, thank God.

Just a lot of silence and the realization that he’d never been able to give her the version of himself that didn’t belong to the job. Since then he’d kept things simple. Work.

Crew. The occasional anonymous night that left him emptier than before. He didn’t do complications.

And Dominic Kane looked like six-foot-two inches of pure complication wrapped in British vowels and cop authority.

“Fuck,” Luca muttered to the empty locker room.

He went home to his apartment in Bay Ridge, a comfortable third-floor walk-up with too many books and not enough furniture. The silence there was different from the station’s. He showered until the water ran cold, watching soot swirl down the drain.

When he closed his eyes, he saw those intense dark eyes again. Saw the way Dominic’s shoulders had squared when Luca had crowded him. The man hadn’t backed up an inch.

Luca jerked the shower off with more force than necessary. He was thirty-four years old. Battle-hardened.

Emotionally closed off for a reason. The last thing he needed was some twenty-eight-year-old arson investigator getting under his skin.

Three days later the tones dropped again at 2:17 a.m.

Another warehouse, this one in Gowanus. Similar pattern. Luca was pulling on his gear when the battalion chief’s voice crackled over the radio that the fire marshal was already on scene.

Luca’s stomach tightened with something that wasn’t entirely anger.

When Engine 9 arrived, the fire was already being fought by two other companies, but the figure in the dark suit standing near the command post was unmistakable. Dominic Kane stood with his arms crossed, watching the flames with predatory focus. The rain that had started an hour earlier had soaked his shoulders, making the fabric cling to the lean lines of his body.

He looked up as Luca approached, and Luca's green eyes locked with his across the chaotic scene.

In that moment, Luca understood with sudden, sinking clarity that the sharp-eyed investigator was about to become a permanent fixture in his world. Whether he liked it or not, their paths were going to keep crossing in the ashes of other people’s mistakes.

And something in the set of Dominic’s jaw told Luca the feeling was mutual.

Luca's jaw clenched as he broke eye contact first, turning sharply to his crew and snapping orders that carried over the hiss of water on embers. But the awareness of Dominic stayed lodged in his chest like smoke in the lungs, impossible to cough out. The younger man hadn't moved from his spot near the command post, arms still crossed, rain sliding down the sharp lines of his face and soaking the dark suit until the fabric molded to every contour of his lean, athletic frame.

Luca hated how clearly he could see the definition of Dominic's shoulders, the way the wet shirt clung to the flat planes of his chest and tapered down to narrow hips. Twenty-eight years old and built like he ran marathons before breakfast, the kind of body that didn't come from hauling hose but still looked plenty capable of taking a hit.

The fire was dying under the assault of three engine companies, reduced to stubborn pockets that spat and steamed in the downpour. Luca's bunker gear felt heavier than usual, soaked through and reeking of smoke and diesel. His scar itched viciously under the sleeve, a hot reminder of every time he'd pushed too far, too fast.

He stripped off his helmet and gloves, raking a hand through sweat-damp hair, and tried to focus on the after-action checklist. But his gaze kept drifting back to Dominic, who had finally stepped closer to the scene now that the flames were down, crouching low to examine a charred threshold with a small flashlight and camera. The man's ass tightened against his trousers as he shifted weight, the fabric stretched taut over muscle that made Luca's mouth go dry.

"Fuck this," Luca muttered, striding over before he could talk himself out of it. His boots splashed through puddles laced with runoff from the hoses. Dominic straightened at his approach, turning with that same clinical precision, dark eyes locking onto Luca's like they were measuring him for evidence too.

"Captain Moretti," Dominic said, voice low and clipped with that crisp British edge. Rain dripped from his lashes. Up close, Luca could see the faint shadow of stubble along his jaw and the way his full mouth pressed into a firm line. "Your crew did efficient work.

The structure is stable enough for me to begin documentation."

"High praise from the guy who wanted us to sit on our hands," Luca shot back. He was close again, closer than necessary, the heat rolling off his own body cutting through the chill of the rain. Dominic didn't retreat.

Instead, he tilted his head slightly, studying the way Luca's wet t-shirt clung to his chest under the open bunker jacket, tracing the thick muscle of his pecs and the dark hair visible at the collar.

"I'm not the enemy here," Dominic replied, tone dropping an octave. "But if this matches the pour patterns from the last three, we're looking at a serial. And your enthusiasm with the hoses last time washed away critical accelerant traces. I need this one clean."

Luca's pulse kicked harder. The words should have pissed him off more, but the way Dominic's gaze lingered on his mouth, then flicked down to the scar on his forearm, sent a different kind of heat crawling under his skin. He could smell the man now, expensive cologne mixed with rain and the faint ozone tang of the fire's aftermath.

It made his cock twitch inside his gear, a thick, unwelcome pulse that had no business surfacing in the middle of a scene.

"You talk a good game for someone who's never had to drag a body out of a collapse," Luca said, voice rough. "That watchman from Red Hook? He's got third-degree burns and a wife who gets to keep him because we didn't wait for your permission. You stand there in your two-thousand-dollar suit looking like you stepped out of a boardroom, judging my methods.

Makes me wonder what you'd do if the flames were licking at your pretty face."

Dominic's nostrils flared, but not with anger. Something darker flickered in those nearly black eyes. He stepped forward this time, closing the last inch until Luca could feel the warmth of his breath against his wet skin. "I spent three years in the London Fire Brigade before transferring to investigations, Captain.

I've pulled my share of bodies. And I don't appreciate you assuming I'm some soft-handed bureaucrat just because I wear a suit and speak properly. As for my face, it's held up through worse than your posturing."

The admission hit Luca harder than expected. He pictured it, Dominic younger, in turnout gear, that controlled intensity focused on a blaze instead of evidence markers. The image did nothing to calm the growing ache in his groin.

His cock was half-hard now, pressed uncomfortably against the wet layers of his pants, and he shifted his weight to hide it. Dominic's eyes tracked the movement, and for a split second, Luca swore he saw the man's pupils dilate.

They stood like that, chests nearly brushing, rain pounding down around them while the radios crackled with status reports. Luca's hands itched to grab the front of that ruined suit, to shove Dominic against the nearest truck and see if that controlled mouth tasted as sharp as it sounded. Instead, he exhaled through his nose and stepped back first.

"Fine. Document your patterns. But stay the hell out of my crew's way until I've given the all-clear.

And next time, Kane, try not to look so fucking pleased to see me."

Dominic's lips twitched, almost a smile but not quite. "Noted. Though from where I'm standing, Captain, you don't look entirely displeased yourself."

Luca turned on his heel and stalked back to Engine 9, blood pounding in his ears. His crew gave him a wide berth, sensing the mood. By the time they rolled back to the station at dawn, the rain had stopped and Luca's body was a live wire.

In the shower, he braced one hand against the tile, the other wrapping around his thick cock without preamble. The water beat against his scarred forearm as he stroked roughly, eyes closed, picturing Dominic's wet suit, those dark eyes challenging him, that accent wrapping around filthy words instead of evidence talk. He came with a grunt, thick ropes of cum splattering the wall, but the release only left him hollower.

Back at his apartment, Luca couldn't settle. He paced the living room in sweatpants, the fabric tenting again every time his mind circled back to the way Dominic had stood his ground. The man was trouble, pure and simple.

Arrogant. Precise. Tenacious.

And so goddamn beautiful it made Luca's teeth ache. He dropped onto the couch, rubbing the heel of his hand against his hardening dick through the material, wondering how long it would be before their paths crossed again. Three days later, when the next call came in at midnight, this time to an abandoned factory in Sunset Park, Luca wasn't surprised to see the black sedan already parked at the perimeter.

Dominic waited in the shadows, tie loosened, sleeves rolled up to expose corded forearms. Their eyes met across the apparatus, and Luca felt the pull like a backdraft sucking air from a room. Whatever this was, it was building fast, hot enough to burn them both if they weren't careful.

Luca yanked his mask down and charged into the smoke, but part of him knew the real fire was waiting outside in a tailored suit and a stare that stripped him bare.

By the time they pulled the last victim clear, an injured squatter this time, Luca's nerves were shredded. Dominic approached as the paramedics loaded the man, his expression softer in the flashing lights. "Good save, Captain," he said quietly, close enough that his shoulder brushed Luca's. The contact sent electricity straight to Luca's balls. "Perhaps we could discuss the patterns over coffee.

Off the clock."

Luca's breath caught. The invitation hung between them, loaded with everything neither man had said. He looked at Dominic's mouth again, at the faint tremble in that strong jaw, and knew he was already fucked. "Yeah," he growled, voice low enough for only Dominic to hear. "But not coffee.

And not until I've shown you exactly what happens when you push a man like me."

Dominic's eyes flashed with heat, a small smirk breaking through the professional mask. "I look forward to the demonstration, Captain Moretti."

The promise settled heavy in Luca's gut as he watched the investigator walk back to his car, hips rolling with that athletic grace. He had a feeling their next meeting would leave more than just evidence behind. It would leave marks on both of them, deep and permanent, the kind that lingered long after the ashes cooled.


Chapter 2

Signs of Arson

Dominic Kane, a Black man with dark skin and close-cropped hair, crouched low in the blackened shell of the Red Hook warehouse, the soles of his dress shoes grinding against a slurry of ash and water that had cooled hours ago. The air hung thick with the chemical bite of burned plastic and something sharper underneath, a hydrocarbon signature his nose had learned to recognize after three years with the NYPD Fire Marshal’s office. He clicked on his flashlight, sweeping the beam across the concrete floor where the deepest charring pooled like spilled ink.

Pour patterns radiated outward in irregular fingers, the wood around the base of the support columns eaten away in clean, unnatural lines. This wasn’t random combustion. Someone had fed the fire.

He pulled a sterile swab from his kit and dragged it along the edge of the heaviest pour, sealing it into an evidence tube with precise movements. The accelerant had been poured in a deliberate trail, snaking from the rear loading bay toward the offices where the night watchman had nearly died. Dominic’s jaw tightened at the memory of Captain Luca Moretti carrying the injured man out like he weighed nothing, those broad shoulders cutting through smoke and flame without hesitation.

The image had lodged in his mind more firmly than he cared to admit.

Rising, Dominic photographed the alligatoring on the remaining wall studs—deep, shiny cracks that spoke of intense, rapid heat. He measured depths with a small ruler, noting the V-shaped burn at the origin point. Every measurement, every sample, went into his log with methodical care.

In London he had learned that evidence didn’t lie, even when people did. Three years here in New York had only sharpened that conviction. He refused to let sloppy firefighting or inter-agency pissing contests destroy what the flames had left behind.

By the time the sun broke over the East River, Dominic had filled three evidence bags and taken over two hundred photographs. His back ached from the constant crouching, but the discomfort was familiar. He preferred it to the alternative—standing idle while a scene degraded.

The black sedan waited at the perimeter, its clean lines absurd against the destruction. He changed his gloves one last time, sealed the last vial, and climbed into the driver’s seat. The interior still carried the faint trace of his cologne, a small piece of order in a city that thrived on chaos.

Back at the Fire Marshal’s office downtown, Dominic shed his suit jacket and sat at his desk. The preliminary report took shape under his fingers with the same precision he applied to everything. Accelerant confirmed.

Class 3 petroleum distillate, likely diesel or fuel oil, distributed in a trailer pattern. Multiple points of origin. The Gowanus series was no longer a suspicion; this fire fit the profile exactly.

He attached the digital photos, cross-referenced the timestamps with Engine 9’s response logs, and hit send. The report would be on his lieutenant’s desk before the man finished his morning coffee.

The reply came faster than expected. His phone rang twenty minutes later.

“Kane,” he answered, his subtle British accent clipping the word.

“Lieutenant Hargrove. Good work on the prelim. The commissioner’s office is breathing down our necks on this series.

We’re getting pressure to coordinate directly with FDNY on the ground level. Specifically Engine 9’s captain. Moretti.”

Dominic’s fingers stilled on the edge of his desk. “Captain Moretti and I have already had words at two scenes. He’s not exactly eager to share his sandbox.”

“That’s why it’s an order, not a suggestion,” Hargrove said. “His chief and our boss signed off this morning. You two are now officially paired for evidence recovery and scene analysis until we catch this guy. Share everything.

No more turf wars. You report jointly. Understood?”

Dominic exhaled slowly through his nose. “Understood, sir.”

“Start today. Visit Engine 9. Introduce yourself properly.

And Kane—try not to rile him up. Moretti’s got twelve years on the job and the respect of every company in Manhattan. We need him on our side.”

The call ended. Dominic stared at the blank wall of his sparse office, the modern lines and bare surfaces suddenly feeling too much like his flat in downtown Manhattan. Three years since London, three years since the relationship that had hollowed him out and sent him across an ocean.

He had built careful walls here—professional distance, early runs along the Brooklyn waterfront, nights spent reviewing case files instead of letting anyone close. The last thing he needed was a battle-hardened firefighter with piercing green eyes and shoulders wide enough to block out the light getting under those walls.

Still, orders were orders.

He drove up through Manhattan with the windows cracked, letting the late-morning noise of the city push against his thoughts. The station for Engine 9 occupied a squat brick building on the Lower East Side, American flag snapping above the open bay doors. Two rigs gleamed inside, fresh from yesterday’s wash.

Dominic parked across the street, adjusted his tie, and walked in with his leather portfolio under one arm. The scent of diesel and coffee greeted him first, followed by the low murmur of male voices and the distant clang of weights from the back.

A firefighter in a dark blue t-shirt looked up from polishing the chrome on the pumper. “Help you?”

“Dominic Kane, Fire Marshal’s office. Here to see Captain Moretti.”

The man’s expression shifted from friendly to wary in an instant. “Captain’s in his office. I’ll let him know.”

Dominic waited near the watch desk, taking in the details. Framed photos of past companies lined the walls. A large American flag hung beside a memorial plaque for fallen members.

The place felt lived-in, functional, and unmistakably masculine. It smelled like men who worked hard and trusted each other with their lives. He understood that kind of loyalty.

He had felt it once, in turnout gear on the streets of Southwark before he traded the hose for a badge and clipboard.

Heavy footsteps approached. Dominic turned to find Luca Moretti filling the doorway of the captain’s office. Six-two, broad through the chest and shoulders, the man moved with the easy power of someone who had carried grown adults through flames more times than he could count.

His dark hair showed silver at the temples, and those green eyes narrowed the moment they landed on Dominic. The burn scar on his right forearm stood out against tanned skin where he’d rolled up his sleeves.

“What the hell are you doing in my station, Kane?” Luca’s voice was gravel wrapped in dry Italian-American vowels. No handshake. No invitation to sit.

Dominic kept his expression neutral, though the hostility rolled off the captain like heat from fresh embers. “I received orders this morning. From both our chains of command. We’re to coordinate directly on the warehouse fires.

Share evidence. Work side by side.”

Luca’s laugh lacked any trace of humor. “Side by side. That’s rich. Last time we were at the same scene you wanted my crew to stop putting out the fire so you could play CSI.

Now you want to be partners?”

“I want to catch the person setting these fires before more buildings burn and more people end up in the burn unit,” Dominic replied evenly. “The latest scene confirmed diesel fuel as the accelerant. Trailer patterns identical to the two previous incidents. This is a serial arsonist, Captain.

And your engine company has responded to all three.”

Luca stepped closer, arms crossing over a chest that stretched the fabric of his department shirt. Dominic noticed the way the man’s biceps flexed, the solid line of his jaw, the faint shadow of stubble that suggested he’d been up since the predawn hours. He forced his gaze back to Luca’s eyes.

“My crew saved a life at that first warehouse,” Luca said. “You think I give a shit about your pour patterns when there’s still smoke in the air and a civilian down? We do our job. You do yours.

Never needed a suit to tell me how to run a scene before.”

“And yet here we are,” Dominic said. He opened the portfolio and handed over a copy of the joint directive, signed by both chiefs. “This isn’t optional. I’m not here to undermine your authority or criticize your methods.

I’m here because the evidence matters if we want a conviction that sticks. Contaminated scenes don’t win cases.”

Luca took the paper, scanned it, and muttered something in Italian under his breath that didn’t sound complimentary. His shoulders remained tight, the muscle in his jaw ticking. Dominic found himself cataloguing details against his will—the way the silver threaded through Luca’s hair caught the overhead light, the faint scent of soap and smoke that clung to the man even after a shower, the sheer physical presence that made the station bay feel smaller.

“Come on,” Luca finally said, turning on his heel. “We’ll use the kitchen. My guys are eating and I’m not doing this in private like it’s some goddamn therapy session.”

Dominic followed him past the watch desk and into a long room lined with industrial refrigerators and a scarred wooden table. Four firefighters looked up from their meals, curiosity sharpening when they saw the visitor in the tailored suit. Luca introduced him with the enthusiasm of a man announcing root canal work.

“Fire Marshal Kane. He’s been assigned to work with us on the warehouse fires. Everybody play nice.”

The men offered cautious nods. One of them—Ramirez, if Dominic remembered the radio traffic correctly—pushed out a chair with his foot. Dominic took it, spine straight, aware of Luca settling into the seat directly across from him.

The captain’s knees nearly brushed his under the table. The contact, however slight, sent an unwelcome spark up Dominic’s leg.

He laid out the preliminary findings in clear, professional language. The accelerant tests. The burn patterns.

The statistical likelihood that they were dealing with the same perpetrator. Luca listened without interrupting, though his green eyes never softened. When Dominic finished, the captain leaned back, thick arms folding again.

“My crew didn’t wash away shit that mattered. We knocked down the fire and got the victim out. If your fancy tests can’t handle a little water, maybe your lab needs better equipment.”

“It’s not about the lab,” Dominic countered. “It’s about chain of custody. If we’re going to testify in the same courtroom, we need consistent documentation. That means I need to be on scene earlier.

And you need to let me do my job without threatening to throw me off the perimeter.”

Luca’s gaze flicked over Dominic’s face, lingering for a fraction of a second on his mouth before returning to his eyes. The look carried heat and irritation in equal measure. “I don’t like outsiders telling my men how to operate. Especially ones who’ve never worn turnout gear in a real collapse.”

“I have,” Dominic said quietly. The words slipped out before he could weigh them. Luca’s eyebrows rose. “London Fire Brigade, five years on the line before I moved to investigations.

I know what it feels like to have the floor give way under your boots. I’m not some desk jockey who’s never tasted smoke.”

The admission shifted something in the room. The other firefighters exchanged glances. Luca’s expression didn’t exactly soften, but the outright hostility dialed back a notch.

He rubbed a hand over his jaw, the scar on his forearm pulling with the motion.

“Fine,” he said at last. “We work together. But my scene stays my scene until I say it’s safe. You document what you need without compromising my guys.

And if you slow us down when lives are on the line, all the joint directives in the world won’t stop me from telling you exactly where you can shove your clipboard.”

Dominic allowed himself a small nod. “Acceptable terms. I’ll forward you my full report this afternoon. Tomorrow we review the scenes together.

All of them.”

The meeting broke up after that. Luca walked him back to the bay doors in silence, their footsteps echoing off the concrete. At the threshold, Luca stopped, one hand braced on the doorframe above Dominic’s head.

The position put six-two inches of muscular firefighter squarely in his space. Dominic refused to step back, meeting those green eyes steadily even as his pulse kicked harder than professional distance allowed.

“You really think this guy’s going to slip up because we’re holding hands on paperwork?” Luca asked, voice low.

“I think two experienced professionals working from the same set of facts have a better chance than either working alone,” Dominic replied. “Whether we like each other or not is irrelevant.”

Luca’s mouth twitched, almost a smirk. “Good. Because I don’t like you, Kane. You’re too neat.

Too controlled. And you look at my scenes like they’re puzzles instead of places where people almost die.”

Dominic felt the words land somewhere low in his stomach, warm and irritating. He noticed the way Luca’s t-shirt stretched across his chest, the faint sheen of sweat at the hollow of his throat from the station’s ambient heat. The man was stubborn, protective, and built like a wall.

Forcing himself to focus on the case instead of the way Luca’s presence seemed to crowd every available inch of air, Dominic extended his hand.

“Then we’ll keep it professional, Captain Moretti.”

Luca stared at the offered hand for two full seconds before gripping it. His palm was rough, callused, impossibly warm. The handshake lasted longer than necessary, green eyes locked on dark ones, until Dominic felt the contact travel up his arm and settle somewhere dangerous behind his ribs.

Luca released him first. “See you tomorrow, suit. Try not to get that pretty tie dirty.”

Dominic walked back to his car without looking back, though he could feel Luca’s stare between his shoulder blades the entire way. He slid behind the wheel and started the engine, but didn’t pull out immediately. Instead he sat with both hands on the steering wheel, breathing through the unwelcome tightness in his chest.

Three years of keeping his personal life locked down. Three years of careful distance after the London disaster that had taught him exactly how much damage a man could do to another man’s heart. And now he was ordered—literally ordered—to spend days and nights in close quarters with a thirty-four-year-old veteran firefighter who looked at him like he wanted to fight him and fuck him in roughly equal measure.

Dominic exhaled sharply, adjusting his tie in the rearview mirror. The stubborn, muscular captain was going to be a problem. Every measured glance, every clash of authority, every brush of broad shoulders in tight spaces would chip away at the control Dominic had spent years perfecting.

Forced proximity with Luca Moretti was going to test his legendary self-control in ways he wasn’t sure he could afford. And the worst part was, some quiet, reckless piece of him was already looking forward to the burn.


Chapter 3

Grudging Cooperation

Luca pushed open the door of the all-night diner on the edge of Red Hook, the bell above it clanging like it was announcing a false alarm. The place smelled of burnt coffee, frying bacon, and the faint grease that had seeped into every cracked vinyl booth over decades. Rain streaked the windows, turning the neon signs outside into smeared red and blue streaks.

He was ten minutes early on purpose, wanting the edge, wanting to watch Dominic Kane walk in and see exactly how out of place that tailored suit looked among the off-duty cops and warehouse workers hunched over their plates.

Luca slid into a booth near the back, his broad shoulders filling the space. At six-two and built from years of hauling hose and victims, he always took up more room than he needed. His dark hair was still damp from the station shower, silver glinting at the temples under the harsh fluorescent lights.

He ordered black coffee from the tired waitress without looking at the menu, then spread the thin file folder on the scarred Formica table. Photos from the three scenes stared back at him: charred thresholds, irregular burn patterns, the old night watchman’s soot-streaked face in the ambulance. His scar on his right forearm pulled tight as he turned a page, the familiar itch reminding him why he did this job.

He didn’t want to be here. Not with the twenty-eight-year-old arson investigator who’d been crawling under his skin since that first night in Red Hook. Dominic Kane and his crisp British accent, those intense dark eyes that catalogued everything like evidence.

Luca had jerked off thinking about him twice since the last scene, hating himself for it each time. The man was a suit. An outsider.

The kind who cared more about chemical signatures than the lives hanging in the balance. Yet here Luca was, pulse kicking harder than it should as the minutes ticked by.

The bell clanged again. Dominic stepped inside, shaking rain from his close-cropped hair. Even in the shitty lighting he looked put together, lean and athletic in a charcoal suit that skimmed his six-foot frame without a wrinkle.

His dark skin gleamed faintly with moisture, and those nearly black eyes scanned the diner until they locked on Luca. No smile. Just that professional mask that made Luca want to crack it open and see what spilled out.

“Captain Moretti,” Dominic said as he slid into the opposite side of the booth. His voice carried that clipped London edge, low enough that it didn’t carry to the other tables but still managed to slide straight down Luca’s spine.

“Kane.” Luca didn’t offer a handshake. “You’re late.”

“Three minutes. Traffic on the bridge.” Dominic set his own leather portfolio beside Luca’s file, unbuttoning his suit jacket. The movement revealed the crisp white shirt underneath, tailored close enough to hint at the defined chest and flat stomach beneath.

Luca forced his gaze back to his coffee.

The waitress returned. Dominic ordered tea—fucking tea—in that accent, along with a short stack of pancakes. Luca waited until she left before pushing his file across the table.

“Three fires in eight days. Same accelerant trace on the last two. My guys pulled a victim from the first, an injured squatter from the third.

Response times under eight minutes each. We’re doing our part. What’ve you got that I don’t already know?”

Dominic opened the portfolio with precise movements, laying out glossy photos and lab reports. “Class 3 petroleum distillate. Diesel, most likely. Poured in trailer lines from multiple points of origin.

The patterns match across all three scenes. This isn’t opportunistic. Someone’s targeting these derelict warehouses for a reason.

Insurance fraud doesn’t fit—the owners have nothing to gain. I’m thinking it’s personal. Maybe a disgruntled former employee or someone with a grudge against the port authority.”

Luca leaned forward, elbows on the table. His green eyes narrowed. “You’re missing the obvious. The first fire had people inside.

The watchman nearly died. If this guy’s pouring diesel in trailer patterns, he doesn’t care who gets hurt. Your lab reports won’t tell us shit if we’re chasing shadows while he lights up the next one.”

Dominic’s jaw tightened. He tapped one photo showing a deep V-shaped burn. “And your crew’s enthusiasm with the hoses on the second scene washed away half the pour patterns. I needed those edges intact for chemical mapping.

We’re supposed to be working together now, Captain. That means you don’t drown my evidence before I can document it.”

“Working together,” Luca scoffed, the dry humor in his voice sharp as a blade. “That’s what they’re calling it when brass forces two assholes to play nice? My job is to get in there and get people out alive. Your fancy mapping doesn’t matter if the building collapses on a civilian because we’re waiting for you to finish playing photographer.

I’ve been doing this twelve years. You’ve been here three, straight from London with your suits and your rules. Don’t lecture me on fire.”

The tea and pancakes arrived. Dominic stirred in sugar with deliberate slowness, his long fingers steady. Luca watched those fingers despite himself, imagining them gripping something other than a spoon.

The thought sent a low pulse of heat through his groin, thickening his cock against the seam of his jeans. He shifted in the booth, scowling.

“I’m not lecturing,” Dominic said quietly, dark eyes lifting to meet Luca’s. “I’m stating facts. I’ve seen what contaminated scenes do in court. The defense tears apart chain of custody and suddenly a serial arsonist walks because some captain couldn’t wait thirty seconds for documentation.

I spent five years on the line in Southwark before I transferred to investigations. I know what it costs to go in too early. But I also know what it costs when the evidence disappears.”

Luca took a swallow of coffee that burned his tongue. The admission about Dominic’s time in turnout gear landed heavier than he expected. He pictured it—the younger man in bunker gear, that lean athletic body moving through smoke, those intense eyes focused on survival instead of evidence markers.

It did uncomfortable things to Luca’s chest. And to his dick, which was now fully half-hard under the table.

“Southwark,” Luca muttered. “Explains the accent. Doesn’t explain why you’re so goddamn stubborn about letting us do our jobs.”

“Because your jobs and mine overlap now.” Dominic cut into the pancakes but didn’t eat. “Look at the timelines. Engine 9 responded first to all three. You’re seeing patterns on the ground that my lab can’t.

But my lab can tell us the exact chemical signature, right down to the batch if we’re lucky. We need both. That’s why they paired us.”

The argument hung between them, thick as the smoke from the fires they kept circling. Luca’s broad shoulders tensed, the muscle in his jaw ticking. He hated how reasonable Dominic sounded when he wasn’t being an arrogant prick.

Hated more how the man’s presence filled the booth, the faint scent of his cologne cutting through the diner grease. Rain continued to lash the windows, mirroring the storm building under Luca’s skin.

“Fine,” Luca said after a long beat. “The third scene had fresh tire tracks in the mud behind the loading bay. Not from our rigs or the trucks. Narrow tread.

Could be a motorcycle or small utility vehicle. Your report didn’t mention it.”

Dominic’s eyebrows rose slightly. He flipped through his notes, then nodded once. “It wasn’t in the initial patrol photos. You documented it?”

“Ramirez took pictures before the rain got bad. I’ll send them over.” Luca slid another photo across. Their fingers brushed as Dominic took it.

The contact was brief, rough calluses against smooth skin, but it jolted straight to Luca’s cock. He pulled back like he’d been burned, clearing his throat. “Don’t say I never gave you anything.”

Dominic studied the photo, his full mouth pressing into a firm line. Luca found himself staring at that mouth, wondering what it would feel like wrapped around his dick. The thought was crude and immediate, making his balls tighten.

He was thirty-four, divorced, and emotionally locked down for a reason. He didn’t need this kind of distraction, especially not from a younger man who was supposed to be the enemy.

The silence stretched. Dominic finally set the photo down. “This helps. The tracks suggest he’s scouting on two wheels.

Harder to trace than a car. But it also means he’s mobile and familiar with the area.”

Luca grunted. “My crew’s response time on the last one was six minutes and forty seconds from tones to boots on ground. That’s not luck. That’s training.

If this guy’s watching, he’s learning our patterns too.”

Something shifted in Dominic’s expression then. The professional mask cracked just enough for reluctant respect to show through. He leaned back in the booth, one arm draping along the back of the seat.

The movement pulled his shirt tighter across his chest, outlining the lean muscle there.

“Your crew’s response time has been impressive across all three,” Dominic said, voice quieter. “Six minutes forty is elite, even for Manhattan. Most companies take eight or nine. You’ve got them drilled tight.

I saw the way they moved at the last scene—efficient, no wasted motion. That saved the squatter’s life. I can acknowledge that even if I don’t love how it impacts the evidence.”

Luca blinked, caught off guard by the praise. It landed warm in his chest, easing some of the knot that had been there since their first shouting match in the rain. He rubbed a hand over his jaw, feeling the stubble rasp. “Didn’t think I’d hear that from you.”

“I don’t bullshit, Captain. I call it as the evidence shows. Your men perform.

That matters.”

The reluctant moment stretched between them, the hostility dialing back a notch. Luca felt the shift like a pressure valve releasing. Dominic’s dark eyes held his, and for once there was no challenge in them—just acknowledgment between two men who both carried scars from fire, even if one was more visible than the other.

Luca exhaled. “Alright. Truce on that part. But we’re not done arguing about methods.”

A small twitch at the corner of Dominic’s mouth almost looked like a smile. “I’d be disappointed if we were.”

They spent the next twenty minutes going over the combined files, voices lower now but still edged. Luca pointed out structural weaknesses he’d noted in the buildings—old wiring, stacked pallets that acted like kindling. Dominic countered with chemical timelines, explaining how long diesel took to burn versus other accelerants.

The argument flared again when Luca suggested setting up patrols based on gut instinct, and Dominic insisted on data mapping first.

“You can’t map your way out of a backdraft,” Luca growled, leaning forward until their faces were closer across the table. He could see the faint shadow of stubble along Dominic’s jaw now, the way his dark eyes reflected the diner lights.

“And you can’t charge into every potential target with sirens blazing and expect the arsonist to simply stop,” Dominic shot back. But there was heat in it that wasn’t all anger. His gaze dropped to Luca’s mouth for a split second before snapping back up.

The air between them crackled. Luca’s cock was fully hard now, thick and insistent against his thigh. He could smell Dominic’s cologne mixed with rain, could see the way the other man’s pulse jumped in his throat.

It would be so easy to reach across, fist that crisp shirt, and drag him into the rain-slick alley outside. See if that controlled mouth opened just as wide for Luca’s tongue as it did for arguments.

Instead, Luca sat back, forcing his shoulders to relax. “We need eyes on the next target before it happens. The next warehouse in the series is likely one of the abandoned ones near the Navy Yard. My guys have been running drills there.

If we set up joint surveillance, we might catch him in the act.”

Dominic considered it, tapping one finger on the table. “Joint how? I’m not riding with your engine company.”

“Stakeout. Rooftop across the street. Two of us, one night shift.

We watch, we document, we call it in without contamination. Your evidence stays clean, my crew stays ready to roll the second something lights up. No turf war.”

Dominic’s eyes narrowed, but he nodded slowly. “Acceptable. I’ll pull the permits for the building. We start tomorrow night.

Eight-hour rotation, you and me first. Then we rotate in one of your lieutenants with one of my techs.”

Luca felt the reluctant agreement settle between them like a truce neither fully trusted. He signaled for the check, tossing a twenty on the table before Dominic could reach for his wallet. “I’m not letting you pay. This wasn’t a date.”

Dominic’s lips curved faintly. “No. It wasn’t.” But the way he said it carried layers, like he was imagining what a date with Luca Moretti might involve. Luca’s scar itched hotter at the thought.

They stepped out into the rain together. The downpour had eased to a steady drizzle that soaked through Luca’s jacket immediately. Dominic pulled up his collar, the movement exposing the strong column of his neck.

Luca wanted to bite it. Wanted to press the younger man against the diner wall and grind their hips together until that professional mask shattered completely.

Instead he shoved his hands in his pockets. “Tomorrow night. Nine o’clock at the site. Don’t be late, suit.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it, Captain.” Dominic’s dark eyes held his for a long moment, rain dripping from his lashes. The hostility was still there, sharp and familiar in the set of both their jaws. But underneath it something far more dangerous was beginning to smolder—something hot and mutual that had nothing to do with fire and everything to do with the way their bodies reacted every time they occupied the same space.

Luca turned and walked toward his truck without another word, boots splashing through puddles. He could feel Dominic watching him go, that intense gaze tracking the breadth of his shoulders, the way his wet jeans clung to his muscular thighs. His cock throbbed with every step, half from anger, half from something darker that had no place on the job.

By the time he reached his apartment in Bay Ridge an hour later, the rain had followed him inside his head. He stripped off his damp clothes in the bedroom, muscles tight from the meeting. The mirror showed him what Dominic had seen: thirty-four years of hard living etched in the silver at his temples, the burn scar standing out pale against tanned skin, the thick cock still half-hard between his legs from the booth conversation.

Luca wrapped a fist around himself roughly, stroking once, twice, picturing Dominic’s mouth forming those precise arguments. The way those lean hips would feel pinned under his heavier body. He came with a low curse, thick spurts hitting the bathroom tile, but the release only left the smoldering feeling stronger.

Tomorrow night on that rooftop, just the two of them in the dark with binoculars and tension thick enough to cut, would test every ounce of his control. Luca wiped down the tile and climbed into bed, knowing sleep wouldn’t come easy. The fires outside were one thing.

The one building between him and Dominic Kane was something else entirely—slow-burning, unpredictable, and likely to consume them both if they weren’t careful.

He closed his eyes, but the image of rain on dark skin and intense eyes followed him into the dark. Grudging cooperation, they’d called it. Luca suspected it was the start of something that would leave marks far deeper than any scar from a building collapse.

And the worst part was, some battle-hardened corner of him was already leaning into the heat.


Chapter 4

Shadows in the Ruins

Dominic Kane adjusted the strap of his evidence kit against his shoulder as he picked his way across the charred threshold of the Red Hook warehouse, the same building where this whole mess had started. The air inside still carried the acrid bite of diesel and scorched metal, even days later. Sunlight sliced through gaps in the collapsed roof, turning the ash on the floor into a fine gray powder that clung to his boots.

He’d dressed for the work today—dark jeans, a fitted black polo that wouldn’t show every smudge, and a lightweight jacket—but the ruins didn’t care about careful planning. Every step stirred up ghosts of the fire that had nearly killed a night watchman and brought Luca Moretti crashing into his life.

Luca waited ten yards ahead, broad back to the light, his 6’2” frame making the space feel smaller than it was. The captain had shown up in worn work pants and a navy FDNY t-shirt that stretched tight across shoulders built from years of hauling men twice his size out of hell. His dark hair caught the silver at the temples under the filtered sun, and that burn scar on his right forearm stood out pale against tanned skin as he crouched to examine a piece of fallen timber.

Dominic’s pulse gave an annoying kick at the sight. He told himself it was the job. The joint directive from their bosses left no room for personal friction, but friction seemed to be the only thing they generated.

“Captain,” Dominic said, voice clipped with the professional edge he’d perfected in London. “I see you started without me.”

Luca rose without hurry, green eyes narrowing as they swept over him. “Figured you’d want the scene exactly as it cooled. Didn’t touch anything that looks like evidence. You’re welcome.”

The words carried that dry Italian-American drawl that somehow managed to sound both mocking and intimate. Dominic ignored the way it settled low in his gut and stepped closer, pulling a flashlight from his kit. Their boots crunched in unison on the debris-littered floor.

Close up, Luca smelled like plain soap and faint smoke, the kind that never fully washed out of a man’s skin. It was annoyingly appealing.

They moved deeper into the ruins together, navigating what had once been the main storage area. Dominic swept his light across the floor, noting the deep alligatoring on the remaining support posts. “Trailer patterns start here,” he said, pointing to the irregular V-shaped burns radiating from multiple points. “Diesel poured in lines leading toward the offices. The arsonist wanted it to spread fast but controlled enough to look accidental at first glance.”

Luca grunted, stepping over a pile of twisted rebar. His muscular thigh flexed visibly under the work pants. “Controlled until it wasn’t. That watchman was trapped in the back because the flames blocked the only exit.

We had to cut through the side wall with the saws. Took us four minutes once we found him. Another two and the ceiling would’ve come down on all of us.”

The professional insight landed between them, factual but laced with the weight of lives on the line. Dominic crouched to swab a particularly heavy char spot, sealing the sample in a tube while Luca held the flashlight steady above him. The captain’s shadow fell over his back, broad and solid.

When Dominic straightened, their shoulders brushed—Luca’s thick muscle against Dominic’s leaner frame—and heat flashed through the contact like a live wire. Dominic’s breath caught for half a second. Luca’s arm was warm, the scar rough where it grazed his own bare forearm.

“Watch your footing,” Luca muttered, voice lower than before. “Floor’s unstable past the next beam.”

They pressed on, squeezing through a narrow gap where a section of the mezzanine had partially collapsed. The space was barely two feet wide, forcing them to turn sideways. Dominic went first, kit held tight to his chest, but the debris shifted under his boot and he had to steady himself against a jagged wall stud.

Luca followed, his broader body making the fit tighter. Dominic felt the press of Luca’s chest against his back, the solid wall of pectorals and the steady thump of the other man’s heart through thin cotton. Luca’s breath ghosted hot against the nape of his neck as they inched through.

“Easy,” Luca said, one large hand landing on Dominic’s hip to guide him past a protruding nail. The touch was practical, almost automatic, but it burned through Dominic’s jeans. Five years on the line in Southwark had taught Dominic to ignore physical discomfort, but this was different.

This was Luca—battle-hardened, distrustful, and far too close. Dominic’s cock gave a slow, heavy twitch in his jeans, the first stirrings of unwanted arousal that had no place in a crime scene. He focused on the evidence instead: the way the char depth increased here, suggesting the accelerant had pooled before igniting.

“Pour was heavier in this corner,” Dominic observed, voice steady despite the proximity. “He wanted the fire to climb the walls fast. See the calcination on the concrete? That’s from sustained heat, not just flashover.”

Luca’s hand stayed on his hip a beat longer than necessary before releasing him. They emerged on the other side, but the air between them felt thicker now. Luca’s green eyes flicked down to Dominic’s mouth for a fraction of a second, then away. “Yeah, and that climb blocked the internal stairwell.

My crew had to go external with ladders. Lost visibility in under thirty seconds. If you’d been here demanding we preserve it all, that man would be ash right now.”

The words held no real heat, more like shared knowledge between two professionals who’d both tasted smoke. Dominic nodded, logging the note in his tablet while they moved toward the rear offices. The debris grew worse—twisted metal shelving, chunks of fallen drywall, glass crunching underfoot.

They had to climb over a low mound of rubble, Luca going first and reaching back to offer a hand. Dominic took it. Luca’s grip was rough, callused, impossibly strong, and when he pulled Dominic up, their chests collided again.

This time Dominic felt the full breadth of Luca’s body: the hard planes of his stomach, the way his thighs braced for the weight. Sweat had started to darken Luca’s t-shirt between his pecs, and Dominic caught himself wondering what that skin would taste like under his tongue.

Fuck. He stepped back quickly, but not before noticing the slight bulge at the front of Luca’s work pants. The captain was affected too.

The realization sent a spike of heat straight to Dominic’s groin. His own cock was filling now, thickening against the denim in a way that made every step a reminder of how tight the quarters had become.

“Next section’s tighter,” Luca said, clearing his throat. His voice had dropped an octave, rougher. “Offices are through there. Watch for nails.”

They squeezed into the narrow corridor that led to where the watchman had been found. The walls had buckled inward, leaving a passage barely shoulder-width. Dominic went sideways again, but this time Luca had to follow so close their hips brushed with every careful step.

Dominic felt the solid length of Luca’s thigh press against his ass, then the unmistakable heat of the man’s semi-hard cock grazing his hip as they shifted to avoid a hanging wire. The contact was electric, sending a pulse of pure want through Dominic’s body. His own erection strained fully now, cock thick and leaking a little at the tip, trapped uncomfortably in his jeans.

He could smell Luca stronger here—musk and smoke and something distinctly male that made his mouth water.

“These patterns suggest the arsonist knew the layout,” Dominic said, forcing his mind back to the work. His voice came out slightly husky. “He started in the storage area but funneled the flames this way. Personal grudge, maybe.

Someone who worked here before.”

Luca’s breath was warm against his ear as he answered. “Or someone watching us respond. Engine 9 hits these warehouses fast. If he’s timing us, he knows exactly how long he has before we roll up.” One of Luca’s hands braced on the wall above Dominic’s head, caging him momentarily while they navigated a particularly sharp piece of debris.

The position put Luca’s broad chest inches from Dominic’s face. Dominic could see the faint sheen of sweat on his collarbone, the silver threads in his hair, the way his jaw clenched like he was fighting the same pull.

They brushed again—Luca’s forearm against Dominic’s chest, nipple hardening under the polo from the friction. Dominic’s pulse hammered in his throat. He wanted to shove the bigger man against the ruined wall and see if that dry humor disappeared when he had a hand wrapped around both their cocks.

The fantasy was vivid and filthy, but he shoved it down. They were here for evidence, not to scratch this increasingly combustible itch.

A low groan of stressed wood cut through the tension. The beam above them shifted, dust and ash raining down as the unstable structure protested their weight. Luca’s eyes widened. “Move!”

Instinct took over. Dominic lunged forward, but his boot caught on a piece of fallen conduit. The floor under him gave with a sickening crack.

Luca moved like lightning, that massive body slamming into Dominic’s and shoving him clear of the collapsing section. They tumbled sideways into a clearer pocket of space, Luca’s arms wrapping around him to shield his head from falling debris. A chunk of ceiling the size of a car tire crashed down where Dominic had been standing, sending up a cloud of ash that choked the air.

For a long moment they stayed locked together on the ground—Luca on top, his heavy muscular frame pressing Dominic into the ash-covered floor. Dominic’s hands had fisted in Luca’s t-shirt, one leg wrapped instinctively around the captain’s thick thigh. Their cocks were aligned now, both fully hard, grinding together with the fall.

Luca’s erection felt massive against him, a thick, hot length that made Dominic’s hole clench with sudden, sharp need. Luca’s green eyes bored into his, breathing ragged, silvered hair dusted with ash.

“You good?” Luca rasped, not moving away. His hips shifted minutely, almost involuntarily, and the friction dragged a low sound from Dominic’s throat.

“Yeah.” Dominic’s voice was rough, accent thicker with arousal. His hands stayed fisted in the shirt, feeling the rapid beat of Luca’s heart. “That was close. If you hadn’t—”

“Teamwork,” Luca cut in, but his gaze had dropped to Dominic’s mouth again. The word hung between them, heavier than the ruins overhead. They had moved together without words, seamless in the crisis, the way only men who trusted each other in fire could.

Dominic felt it settle in his chest alongside the pounding want.

Luca pushed up slowly, but not before Dominic felt the full drag of that hard cock against his own one last time. They stood, brushing ash from their clothes with hands that lingered too long—Luca’s palm skimming down Dominic’s side, Dominic’s fingers grazing the scar on Luca’s forearm. The touch sent fresh heat spiraling through both of them.

The rest of the walkthrough passed in charged silence broken only by clipped observations. Dominic documented the final pour patterns near the watchman’s desk while Luca kept a protective eye on the ceiling, pointing out structural weaknesses only a firefighter would notice. Every time they passed close, shoulders brushing or hands steadying, the awareness built.

Dominic’s cock stayed half-hard the entire time, a constant throb that matched the pulse in his throat. He caught Luca adjusting himself once, thick fingers pressing against the bulge in his pants with a muttered curse.

By the time they emerged back into the afternoon light, both men were covered in ash and sweat, breathing the same combustible air. Dominic sealed his last sample and stowed the kit, hyperaware of Luca standing close enough that their arms touched. The near-collapse had shifted something.

They had worked as a unit, bodies and instincts aligning despite the arguments and the walls they both kept raised.

Luca wiped a streak of soot from his cheek, green eyes meeting Dominic’s with new intensity. “Not bad for a suit. You move quick when it counts.”

Dominic allowed a small, reluctant smile, his dark eyes tracing the lines of Luca’s muscular frame one last time. “Not bad for a captain who hates sharing his scene. We make a decent team when the building’s trying to kill us.”

The words felt like more than professional assessment. Luca’s jaw tightened, but his gaze held heat that had nothing to do with the fire they’d just examined. They stood there in the ruined doorway, the city noise filtering back in around them, but all Dominic could feel was the memory of Luca’s body pressed against his in the dark, the shared breath, the hard line of cock against cock.

Every shared breath in those ruins made the air between them feel increasingly combustible.


Chapter 5

Rooftop Reckoning

The night air over Brooklyn carried a sharp bite, the kind that seeped through Luca's jacket and reminded him why stakeouts sucked. He shifted on the gravel rooftop, back against the low parapet wall overlooking the suspect warehouse across the street. The building sat dark and hulking, its windows like empty eye sockets waiting for the next spark.

Engine 9 had rolled through this area twice in the last week, and Dominic's lab reports pointed to it as the next likely target in the series. Joint surveillance, they'd called it. Luca called it two stubborn assholes freezing their balls off for eight hours.

Dominic crouched a few feet away, adjusting a pair of high-powered binoculars on a small tripod. His lean frame moved with that precise economy Luca had come to expect, close-cropped hair barely stirring in the wind. At twenty-eight, the man still looked too put-together for this shit, even in dark jeans and a black thermal that hugged his athletic build.

Luca tried not to notice how the fabric stretched across Dominic's shoulders or the way his dark eyes narrowed in concentration. Tried and failed. The memory of their bodies pressed together in the Red Hook ruins three days ago still burned behind his eyelids—hard cocks grinding through layers of clothes, the solid weight of Dominic underneath him, that sharp intake of breath that hadn't been fear.

"Radio check," Luca muttered, keeping his voice low. The earpiece crackled as he tested it with the station.

"Clear," Dominic replied, British accent clipped. He didn't look up, focused on the warehouse like it might burst into flames any second. Which, fair enough, it might.

They'd set up at nine, just as planned after that tense diner meeting. Luca had brought thermoses of coffee and a couple of protein bars from the station, practical shit. Dominic had shown up with his evidence kit, a tablet for logging observations, and a quiet intensity that filled the small space between them.

Now, two hours in, the silence stretched like a hose under pressure. Luca's broad shoulders ached from holding still. At six-two and built like he still played linebacker on his days off, he wasn't made for this waiting game.

He preferred the roar of an engine, the heat of a fire, the clear purpose of dragging someone out alive. Not this rooftop purgatory with a man who made his dick twitch and his temper flare in equal measure.

The city hummed below them—distant traffic on the BQE, the low thump of a bassline from some warehouse party a block over, the occasional siren that made Luca's ears prick. His scar on his right forearm itched in the cool air, that old burn from Bushwick pulling tight. He rubbed it absently, green eyes scanning the perimeter through his own binoculars.

Nothing. Just shadows and the faint glow of security lights on the adjacent lot.

Dominic shifted closer to peer around the same corner of the parapet, their arms brushing. The contact was brief, but Luca felt it like a live current. Dominic's skin carried that faint trace of cologne, expensive and clean under the city's grime.

Luca's cock gave a slow, heavy throb in his jeans. Fuck. He'd jerked off in the shower before coming here, trying to scrub the man's image from his brain—the way Dominic's ass had tightened in those wet suit pants after the last fire, the challenge in those dark eyes when they'd stood chest to chest in the rain.

It hadn't helped. Now here they were, alone in the dark, and Luca's body remembered every accidental grind from the collapsed warehouse.

"Still nothing," Dominic said after another twenty minutes, voice low enough not to carry. He set the binoculars down and leaned back against the wall, stretching his legs out. The movement pulled his thermal up slightly, exposing a strip of dark skin above his belt.

Luca looked away, jaw tight.

"Patience isn't your strong suit, is it, Captain?"

Luca snorted. "Patience keeps you alive when the ceiling's coming down. This? This is just waiting for some pyro asshole to make a mistake.

He took a pull from his thermos, the coffee bitter and hot. "Your lab boys say this is the spot?"

"Patterns match. The tire tracks from Sunset Park lead this direction on the mapping. If he's escalating, it'll be tonight or tomorrow.

Dominic's tone was analytical, but there was an edge of something else—frustration, maybe. Or the same wired awareness Luca felt humming between them.

Silence fell again, thicker this time. The hours dragged. Midnight came and went.

Luca's muscles stiffened from the cold, his broad back protesting the hard concrete. He watched Dominic's profile, the way the younger man's lean jaw clenched as he scanned the warehouse again. Twenty-eight years old, British-born, moved here three years ago.

Luca knew the basics from the joint briefings, but nothing personal. And why the hell did he want to know more? The man was a suit, an outsider, the type who'd never understand what it meant to have your crew's lives in your hands every shift.

But that wasn't entirely true anymore. Dominic had admitted to five years on the line in London. He'd moved quick in those ruins, instincts sharp when the beam gave way.

Luca's hand still remembered the feel of Dominic's hip under it, guiding him through the tight spot. The way their cocks had aligned on the floor after, both hard as iron, neither acknowledging it out loud.

"You ever miss it? Luca asked before he could stop himself. The words broke the quiet like a thrown brick. "Being on the hose instead of poking through ashes after?"

Dominic lowered the binoculars slowly, turning those intense dark eyes on him. For a long moment, he didn't speak. Then, "Every day.

But investigations let me stop the next one before it starts. Or at least try. He paused, studying Luca like he was evidence. "Why?

You sizing me up again, Captain? Still think I'm soft because I wear a tie?"

Luca's dry humor surfaced in a huff. "Soft isn't the word that comes to mind. The admission slipped out rough, laced with the tension coiling in his gut. He shifted, trying to ease the growing pressure in his jeans.

Dominic's gaze flicked down briefly, catching the movement, and something flickered in those eyes—heat, guarded but real.

More silence, but different now. Charged. Luca took another swig of coffee, the thermos warm between his callused palms.

The silver at his temples caught the faint ambient light from the street below. Thirty-four felt heavy tonight, every year of hauling bodies and losing arguments with his ex etched into his frame. He didn't do this—sharing space with someone who got under his skin like smoke in lungs.

But the joint directive had forced their hands, and the near-miss in the warehouse had cracked something open.

"My marriage ended because of nights like this," Luca said finally, the words gravel in his throat. He hadn't planned to say it, but the long hours had worn the edges off his usual walls. "Maria. She was good.

Patient at first. No kids, thank fuck, because I would've fucked that up too. Twelve years on the job by the time we split, and I couldn't leave it at the door.

Came home smelling like smoke and death, too closed off to give her anything real. She'd wait up, dinner cold on the table, and I'd just... shut down. Battle-hardened, she called it.

Like it was some excuse."

He stared out at the warehouse, not meeting Dominic's eyes. Vulnerability wasn't his style. Protective to a fault, yeah.

But showing the cracks? That was new. The scar on his forearm pulled as he flexed his hand, old pain flaring.

Dominic was quiet for so long Luca thought he'd killed the conversation. Then the other man spoke, voice lower, that British accent wrapping around the words like a confession. "I left London for similar reasons. Toxic doesn't cover it.

His name was Alex. We were together two years—me in turnout gear during the day, him pulling me into his world at night. Controlling.

Jealous of the job, of the hours, of anyone I spoke to. It built up until one night I came home from a bad shift, three kids we couldn't save, and he... pushed. Not physically at first, but the words cut deeper.

I wasn't out to my family—traditional, Nigerian roots mixed with British propriety. They still don't know. Moving here was supposed to be a clean break.

New city, new rules. Guard the heart, focus on the work."

Luca turned his head then, green eyes locking onto dark ones. The admission hit him square in the chest, unexpected and raw. Dominic Kane, so precise and professional, carrying his own scars.

Not out to his family. That explained the careful distance, the way he held himself like everything was evidence that could be used against him. Luca felt a thread pull tight between them, fragile but there—respect, maybe.

Or the start of understanding between two men who'd both been burned by more than just fire.

"Explains the walls," Luca said, voice rough but not unkind. His dry humor softened it. "Figured you for the type who doesn't let anyone close enough to see the mess."

Dominic's mouth twitched, almost a smile. He leaned back, shoulder brushing Luca's again in the confined space. This time neither pulled away.

The contact lingered, warm through their clothes, sending a slow heat spreading down Luca's spine. His cock thickened further, heavy against his thigh, the medium burn of arousal mixing with the emotional shift. Dominic's leg pressed alongside his, athletic muscle firm and unyielding.

Luca could smell him stronger now—cologne, sweat from the long hours, the faint ozone of the city night.

"I could say the same for you," Dominic replied. "That crew of yours—they're family. Fiercely loyal, the way you lead them. I saw it at the scenes.

You don't trust easy, especially not suits like me. But in the ruins the other day... you had my back. No hesitation.

That's rare."

Luca grunted, but the praise warmed him more than the coffee. He thought of his ex, the way she'd begged him to open up, and how he'd buried it all under the job. Dominic got it—the pull of the work, the cost of it.

The younger man wasn't just some analytical prick; he had passion under that control, the kind that came from pulling bodies himself in Southwark. Luca's gaze dropped to Dominic's mouth, full and firm, remembering how close they'd been to crossing the line in that diner, in the rain, in the collapsed building.

The warehouse stayed dark, no movement. Hours ticked by—three a.m. now, the city quieter but never silent. They shared the last of the coffee, passing the thermos back and forth.

Each time their fingers brushed, the spark built. Luca's broad shoulder bumped Dominic's deliberately once, testing. Dominic didn't flinch, just met his eyes with that intense stare, dark irises reflecting the distant lights.

"Respect's a start," Luca said after a while, the words coming slower. "My crew would laugh their asses off if they knew I was up here trading sob stories with the arson guy. But you get it. The job doesn't leave room for much else.

Divorced at thirty-one, closed off since. Figured that's how it had to be."

Dominic nodded, his lean body shifting closer against the wind that had picked up. Their thighs pressed fully now, heat bleeding through denim. Luca felt the tension coiling tighter in his groin, his cock fully hard and aching, but he kept it reined in.

Medium heat, this reckoning—emotional first, bodies aware but not yet breaking. Dominic's breath came a little heavier, chest rising under that thermal.

"I left everything to escape that toxicity," Dominic said quietly. "The relationship poisoned the work, the city, even the fucking air. Here, I've built something careful. Not out to my people back home.

Methodical. But pairing with you... it's testing that. You're not what I expected, Moretti.

Battle-hardened, yes. But protective in a way that matters. Your guys would follow you into hell."

"They have. Luca's voice was low, rough with the shared vulnerability. He let his hand rest near Dominic's on the gravel, not touching but close enough to feel the warmth.

The fragile thread strengthened, respect weaving into something deeper. Understanding. Two guarded men, walls cracking under the night sky.

They fell into a companionable quiet after that, watching the warehouse as the sky lightened toward dawn. No arsonist tonight. But Luca's pulse hadn't slowed.

Every shift of Dominic's athletic frame beside him, every quiet breath, every shared glance built the awareness. His scar itched less now, the old wound eased by the simple act of talking. Dominic wasn't the enemy.

Not anymore. The man was sharp, passionate underneath the precision, carrying his own weights just like Luca carried his divorce and his crew's safety.

As the first hints of morning grayed the horizon, Luca felt the shift settle in his chest. Dominic packed up the binoculars with those steady hands, their eyes meeting one last time. The more Luca learned about Dominic, the harder it became to remember why he was supposed to dislike him.


Chapter 6

Too Close to the Fire

Dominic Kane kept his breathing even, the binoculars steady in his hands as he scanned the darkened warehouse across the street from their rooftop perch. The Brooklyn night wrapped around them like a damp cloak, carrying the distant rumble of the BQE and the faint tang of the harbor on the breeze. Three hours into their joint surveillance and his body ached from the awkward crouch, but he refused to show it.

At twenty-eight, he'd learned to compartmentalize discomfort, whether it came from a five-alarm blaze in Southwark or the far more dangerous proximity of the man beside him.

Luca Moretti sat with his back against the parapet wall, long legs stretched out, that broad 6'2" frame taking up more space than seemed fair in their confined setup. The captain's dark hair caught the faint glow from a streetlamp below, silver threading through at the temples, and his green eyes flicked periodically toward the warehouse with the honed instinct of someone who'd spent twelve years charging into hell. Dominic could smell him—soap, a trace of smoke that never quite left his skin, and something warmer, more male, that made Dominic's pulse tick harder than the cold night warranted.

Their conversation from earlier still lingered between them, raw admissions neither had planned to share. Luca's divorce. Dominic's escape from London and the toxic ex who had made him lock down every part of himself.

Not out to his traditional family, guarding his heart like it was evidence in a sealed bag. It had shifted the air between them, turning suspicion into something closer to respect. But respect wasn't what had Dominic's cock half-hard in his jeans right now.

That was all Luca—the way his thick thigh had pressed against Dominic's during a shift in position, the low rumble of his voice when he admitted the job had cost him everything personal.

"Still quiet," Dominic murmured, lowering the binoculars. His British accent sounded clipped even to his own ears, a defense mechanism against the pull in his chest.

Luca grunted, rubbing the old burn scar on his right forearm. "Bastard's probably watching us watch him. These warehouses all look the same at night. Like they're waiting to ignite."

The words hung there, heavier than they should have. Dominic glanced over, catching the way Luca's FDNY t-shirt stretched across his muscular chest, the fabric worn thin from years of use. He forced his gaze back to the building.

This was work. The joint directive from their bosses demanded cooperation, not whatever this building tension was that had them both hard in the Red Hook ruins three days ago. Dominic's hole still clenched at the memory of Luca's heavy cock grinding against his through their clothes, the captain's weight pinning him to the ash-covered floor.

A flicker of orange light caught his eye. At first he thought it was a reflection, but then it bloomed—flames licking up from the loading bay doors across the street, sudden and vicious.

"Fire," Dominic said sharply, already grabbing his radio. "It's going up now."

Luca was on his feet in an instant, his big body moving with surprising grace. "Call it in. Engine 9's two minutes out. He keyed his own radio, voice calm and authoritative as he reported the location, the visible flames, the potential for victims.

Within seconds, sirens wailed in the distance, cutting through the night.

They scrambled down from the rooftop via the fire escape, boots ringing on metal rungs. Dominic's evidence kit banged against his hip, but he didn't slow. This was their watch, their chance to catch the pattern in action, and now it was real.

Luca's jaw was set, green eyes blazing with purpose as they hit the street and sprinted toward the warehouse. The air already thickened with smoke, acrid and chemical-laced—diesel again, no doubt.

Engine 9 roared up just as they reached the perimeter, lights flashing red and white across the growing inferno. Luca's crew piled out, already geared up, moving like an extension of their captain. O'Brien, Ramirez, Chen—they knew their roles, feeding off Luca's barked orders.

"Primary search, alpha side! Luca shouted, yanking on his bunker jacket and helmet. "Kane, you stay back until we clear it. No evidence hunting until my guys say it's safe."

Dominic bristled but nodded. This wasn't the time for their usual clash. Flames roared from the windows now, heat rolling out in waves that made his skin prickle.

He pulled on his own protective mask from the kit, the one he kept for active scenes, and watched Luca lead his men in. The captain's broad shoulders cut through the smoke like he belonged there, every inch the battle-hardened veteran at thirty-four. Dominic's chest tightened with something that wasn't just professional concern.

Luca was in there, risking his life again, and the thought of that massive body crushed under debris sent a cold spike through Dominic's gut.

Radio chatter filled his earpiece—Luca's voice directing the hose lines, Ramirez reporting a possible victim trapped in the rear offices. Dominic paced the perimeter, documenting the pour patterns visible from outside: fresh trails of accelerant glistening on the concrete, the V-shaped burns already forming at the base. This matched the series exactly.

But the fire was spreading faster than the others, almost like the arsonist knew they were watching.

"Victim located," Luca's voice crackled. "Adult male, unconscious. Evacuating now. Kane, if you're coming in for evidence, stick to my path.

East quadrant is collapsing."

Dominic didn't hesitate. He pulled his mask fully on and moved in, staying close to the wall as Luca had taught him in their walkthroughs. Smoke swallowed him immediately, thick and black, reducing visibility to inches.

The heat was brutal, pressing against his body like a living thing. He followed the glow of Luca's helmet light, the captain emerging from the rear with a limp figure draped over one shoulder. Luca's muscles strained under the bunker gear, but he carried the man like he weighed nothing, green eyes fierce behind the mask as he handed the victim off to paramedics outside.

"Evidence," Luca said, voice muffled but commanding. "You get five minutes, Kane. My guys are pushing back the flames, but this place is old. It's gonna come down."

They moved back inside together, coordinating in the chaos. Luca's crew had lines charged, water thundering against the blaze, but Dominic focused on the origin points—swabbing for accelerant, photographing the irregular fingers of pour patterns snaking across the floor. Luca stayed close, one gloved hand occasionally guiding Dominic's elbow when debris shifted, their bodies brushing in the tight spaces.

Each contact sent unwanted heat spiraling through Dominic's veins. Luca's presence was solid, protective, his dry humor crackling over the radio even now: "Don't get cocky, suit. That beam looks ready to fuck us both."

The fire fought back, flames leaping higher as hidden pockets of diesel ignited. Dominic's heart hammered, adrenaline mixing with the sharp awareness of Luca's body mere feet away. He gathered what he could—samples sealed, patterns logged—but the smoke grew denser, visibility dropping to nothing.

A groan of stressed timber echoed through the warehouse.

"Out! Luca ordered over the radio. "Everybody, evacuate. Mezzanine's failing."

Dominic turned, but the smoke disoriented him. He coughed into his mask, eyes stinging as he swept his flashlight uselessly. A hand clamped on his arm—Luca's, strong and sure.

"This way," Luca growled, pulling him toward what should have been the exit. But the floor buckled under them, a section of the mezzanine crashing down in a cascade of sparks and timber. Smoke exploded around them, thick as tar, trapping them in a collapsing pocket near the rear offices.

Luca shoved Dominic forward, their bodies slamming together as they stumbled into a narrow alcove where the walls still held.

The world narrowed to heat, darkness, and the press of Luca's muscular frame against his back. A support beam had fallen across the only clear path out, flames licking its edges. Smoke poured in, blinding them both.

Dominic's kit dug into his ribs, but all he could focus on was Luca—6'2" of solid firefighter pinning him to the wall to shield him from falling debris. Luca's chest heaved against Dominic's shoulders, his thick thighs bracketing Dominic's hips, and there, unmistakable even through layers of gear, the hard length of Luca's cock pressing against Dominic's ass.

"Fuck," Luca muttered, voice rough in Dominic's ear. His breath was hot through the mask, one arm braced above Dominic's head, the other wrapped around his waist in a protective hold that felt far too intimate. The building creaked ominously around them, but neither moved.

Dominic's own cock had thickened instantly at the contact, straining against his jeans, the friction of Luca's body sending jolts of raw need straight to his balls.

They were trapped, bodies forced flush in the smoke-filled dark. Dominic turned his head slightly, and their eyes met through the haze—Luca's piercing green ones locking onto his with an intensity that stripped away every professional barrier. No more arguing about evidence or methods.

Just raw, unfiltered want. Dominic could feel Luca's heart pounding against his back, the captain's hips shifting minutely, grinding that thick, hard cock against him in a way that couldn't be accidental. Dominic's hole clenched with sudden, sharp desire, imagining that heavy length pushing inside him, stretching him open right here amid the chaos.

Luca's gloved hand slid lower on Dominic's hip, gripping hard enough to bruise. "You feel that?" he rasped, voice low and direct, no bullshit. "Been fighting this since the first night you rolled up in your fucking suit."

Dominic's breath hitched, his analytical mind short-circuiting under the assault of sensation. The smoke stung his eyes, but he couldn't look away from Luca's gaze. Those green eyes were dark with lust now, pupils blown wide, silvered hair matted with sweat under his helmet.

Dominic pushed back against him, deliberate, letting his ass rub along the rigid outline of Luca's erection. "Yes," he admitted, accent thickening with arousal. "I feel it. Your cock's hard as mine. We've been dancing around this too long, Moretti."

The admission hung between them, electric. Luca's hips rolled again, slower this time, dragging his cock along the seam of Dominic's jeans with enough pressure to make Dominic groan. Heat level high didn't begin to cover it—the fire outside paled next to the one building in the tight space between their bodies.

Dominic's cock leaked pre-cum into his underwear, aching to be freed, to feel Luca's rough hand wrapping around both of them. He could smell Luca stronger now, musk cutting through the smoke, the scar on that forearm brushing Dominic's side as they shifted.

Another crash sounded nearby, but Luca didn't pull away. Instead, he leaned in closer, mask to mask, their eyes burning into each other through the swirling gray. "Want to fuck you," Luca said bluntly, the words vibrating with need. "Right here, if this place holds. Bend you over and bury my cock in that tight ass until you forget every goddamn evidence rule."

Dominic's pulse thundered. He reached back, gloved hand finding Luca's thigh and squeezing the thick muscle there. "Then do it. Or at least admit we've been pretending this attraction doesn't exist.

Your crew's out there saving lives, and I'm in here getting hard because your body's on mine."

The eye contact stretched, intense and revealing. No more walls. Luca's green eyes showed the vulnerability he'd hinted at on the rooftop—the divorced man who'd closed himself off, now cracking open for Dominic.

And Dominic knew his own face mirrored it: the guarded investigator from London, analytical to a fault, now consumed by the raw passion he'd buried for three years. Their bodies spoke what words couldn't—cocks hard and grinding, breaths syncing in the smoke, hands gripping with possessive hunger.

A hose line thundered nearby, water crashing against the flames. Luca's crew was knocking it down, buying them time. He pulled Dominic tighter for one last moment, their bodies aligned from chest to thigh, erections pressed urgently together as they shifted. "After this," Luca promised, voice gravel-rough. "No more pretending."

The smoke began to clear slightly as the fire retreated, allowing them to maneuver around the fallen beam. Luca led the way out, one hand never leaving Dominic's shoulder, guiding him through the debris with that protective instinct that made Dominic's chest ache alongside his arousal. They emerged into the cooler night air, coughing and stripping off masks.

Luca's crew had the victim stabilized and the fire mostly contained, but Dominic's mind wasn't on the evidence anymore.

He watched Luca coordinate the aftermath, that broad-shouldered frame moving with command, green eyes flicking back to him every few seconds with heated promise. Dominic's cock still throbbed, half-hard in his soot-streaked jeans, the memory of Luca's body against his burned into his skin. Samples and photos could wait.

The arsonist had lit more than just a warehouse tonight.

They'd coordinated amid the chaos, bodies forced into intimate contact in that collapsing section, and those intense eyes in the smoke had said everything. Luca wanted him. Dominic wanted him back, with a depth that scared the analytical part of his brain.

After that night, there would be no more pretending the fire between them didn't exist.


Chapter 7

Ignition Point

Luca’s hands wouldn’t stop shaking. Not from the fire—that was old habit—but from the memory of Dominic’s body pinned under his in that collapsing alcove, the thick ridge of the other man’s cock grinding back against him through layers of gear and smoke. The arsonist had lit another warehouse, they’d pulled another victim, and the whole night had nearly ended with both of them buried under a mezzanine.

Luca had dragged Dominic out by the arm, voice raw over the radio as he called the all-clear, and now the adrenaline had nowhere to go except straight into the man sitting silent in the passenger seat of his truck.

“You’re coming back to my place,” Luca said, voice rougher than the engine noise. Bay Ridge streets slid past the windows, rain starting again, streaking the glass like the soot still clinging to both of them.

Dominic turned his head, dark eyes unreadable in the dashboard glow. “To debrief.”

It wasn’t a question. Luca’s knuckles whitened on the wheel. “Yeah. Debrief.

You nearly got yourself killed following me in there like some rookie. We’re not doing this in your sterile downtown box. My apartment.

Now.”

The silence that followed was heavier than the smoke had been. Dominic didn’t argue, which should have been a warning. Luca’s cock still ached from the press of Dominic’s ass against it, half-hard the entire drive, and every time he shifted in the seat the memory flared hotter.

Thirty-four years old and he was acting like a goddamn teenager over a twenty-eight-year-old Brit in a ruined suit.

Luca parked in front of the third-floor walk-up, killed the engine, and climbed out without waiting. Dominic followed, both of them still smelling like diesel and wet ash. The stairwell felt too narrow with the other man behind him.

Luca’s scar pulled tight on his forearm as he unlocked the door, the familiar itch flaring like it always did after a bad one.

Inside, the apartment was exactly as he’d left it—comfortable leather couch, too many books on the shelves, a half-empty bottle of whiskey on the counter. No pictures of Maria. No pictures of anyone.

Luca shrugged out of his jacket and tossed it over a chair, then turned to face Dominic.

The younger man stood in the middle of the living room, close-cropped hair still damp, charcoal suit streaked with gray. Those intense eyes tracked Luca like he was cataloging evidence again, but the line of his mouth had gone soft. Vulnerable.

It made something dangerous twist in Luca’s chest.

“You don’t get to do that shit,” Luca started, the argument exploding out before he could cage it. “Running in after me when the mezzanine’s groaning like it wants to eat us both. I told you to stay on my path. I told you five minutes.

You think your evidence matters if you’re dead?”

Dominic’s jaw tightened, that precise British control cracking. “And you think charging in like some invincible hero makes you right? I had the pour patterns mapped, Luca. Another thirty seconds and I would have had the secondary origin.

Instead you yanked me out like I was one of your rookies who can’t keep his head.”

“You were pinned, asshole. Beam came down and you froze. I felt you freeze.”

“I didn’t freeze. I was documenting—”

“You were hard,” Luca growled, stepping closer. The words fell between them like a match on accelerant. “I felt your cock against mine in that alcove. Don’t stand there and pretend the only thing burning was the fucking building.”

Dominic’s nostrils flared. Color rose under his dark skin, but he didn’t back up. “And you weren’t? Your dick was like iron against my ass, Captain.

Don’t lecture me about safety when you’ve been eye-fucking me since Red Hook.”

The air thickened. Luca could hear his own pulse. Six-two and broad enough to block the light, he crowded Dominic until the other man’s back hit the wall beside the bookcase.

Dominic’s chin lifted, dark eyes blazing with challenge and something hotter.

“You want to talk safety?” Luca said, voice dropping. “You’re the one who keeps pushing into my scenes, into my head, into my goddamn shower fantasies for weeks. I jerked off thinking about shutting that smart mouth of yours with my cock. That what you want to hear?”

Dominic’s breath hitched. “Then do it instead of yelling.”

Luca snapped.

He grabbed the front of Dominic’s ruined suit jacket and hauled him in, mouths crashing together in a kiss that had nothing gentle about it. Dominic tasted like smoke and the faint mint of the gum he’d chewed on the rooftop, and his lips parted immediately, letting Luca’s tongue push inside. The kiss was demanding, teeth clashing, years of tension pouring out in wet heat.

Dominic made a low sound in his throat—half growl, half moan—and fisted both hands in Luca’s t-shirt, yanking him closer.

Luca shoved a thigh between Dominic’s legs, feeling the hard line of the other man’s cock against his quad. Dominic rolled his hips once, grinding down, and the friction dragged a curse from Luca’s mouth into the kiss. He tore at the suit jacket, buttons popping and scattering across the hardwood.

Dominic’s hands were just as rough, shoving Luca’s t-shirt up and scraping short nails over the muscle of his abdomen.

“Off,” Luca ordered against his lips. “All of it.”

They stumbled toward the bedroom, shedding clothes like burning gear. Luca ripped Dominic’s dress shirt open, the last few buttons flying, revealing the lean, athletic chest underneath—dark skin stretched tight over defined pecs, a faint trail of hair leading down. He palmed one of Dominic’s nipples, pinching hard enough to make the younger man arch.

Dominic’s hands worked Luca’s belt open, shoving his jeans and boxers down in one rough motion. Luca’s cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the head already slick.

“Jesus,” Dominic muttered, wrapping a hand around him. His palm was hot, grip firm, stroking once from root to tip with zero hesitation. Luca’s hips jerked.

“Bed,” Luca growled, but they didn’t make it that far. He backed Dominic into the wall again, kissing him deeper while he worked the other man’s belt and zipper. Dominic’s cock was long, cut, the head flushed dark and leaking.

Luca wrapped his fist around both their cocks, stroking them together in a tight, rough grip. The sensation—hot skin sliding against hot skin—ripped a groan from deep in his chest.

“Fuck, Luca—” Dominic’s head thunked back against the wall, hips thrusting into his fist. The accent thickened, London edges fraying into pure need. “Harder. Don’t be careful with me.”

Luca wasn’t. He stroked faster, thumbing over the heads on every upstroke, spreading the pre-cum that dripped from both of them. Dominic’s hands roamed his chest, tracing the old burn scar on his forearm before gripping his biceps like he needed the anchor.

Their mouths met again, messier this time, tongues fucking in rhythm with Luca’s hand.

“Want you,” Luca said against his jaw, biting down on the strong line of muscle there. “Want to fuck you until you can’t walk straight tomorrow.”

“Yes.” Dominic’s voice cracked. “Do it. I’m negative, on PrEP—fuck, just do it.”

Luca spun him around, pressing Dominic’s chest to the wall. He dropped to his knees, yanking the younger man’s pants and underwear the rest of the way off. Dominic’s ass was tight, muscled from all those runs along the waterfront, and Luca spread his cheeks without preamble.

He licked a broad stripe over his hole, tasting clean skin and the faint salt of sweat.

“Shit—” Dominic’s hands slapped against the wall, pushing back onto Luca’s tongue. Luca ate him open with filthy determination, tongue fucking inside the tight ring of muscle while one hand reached around to stroke Dominic’s cock. He worked in a finger alongside his tongue, then two, scissoring them roughly until Dominic was cursing in that crisp accent, hips rocking between Luca’s mouth and hand.

When Luca stood, his own cock was throbbing, flushed dark and dripping. He spat in his palm, slicked himself, and pressed the head against Dominic’s spit-wet hole. “Tell me you want it.”

“I want it.” Dominic looked back over his shoulder, dark eyes blown wide. “Fuck me, Luca. Now.”

Luca pushed in on one long thrust, not stopping until his hips were flush against Dominic’s ass. The heat, the tight clench, the way Dominic’s body opened for him—it punched the air out of his lungs. He stayed buried deep for a moment, forehead pressed to the back of Dominic’s neck, breathing hard.

“Move,” Dominic demanded, voice wrecked.

Luca moved. He pulled out halfway and slammed back in, setting a punishing rhythm that had the wall creaking under them. Every thrust dragged a moan from Dominic—low, broken sounds that went straight to Luca’s balls.

He gripped the younger man’s hips hard enough to leave marks, angling so he could hit that spot inside him on every stroke. Dominic’s cock rubbed against the wall, leaving wet streaks on the paint.

“Touch yourself,” Luca ordered.

Dominic did, wrapping his fist around his own cock and stroking in time with Luca’s thrusts. The slap of skin on skin filled the room, mixed with their harsh breathing and the wet sound of Luca’s cock driving into his ass. Sweat slicked their bodies where they touched.

Luca reached around and batted Dominic’s hand away, taking over the strokes himself—tight, fast, thumb pressing into the slit on every upstroke.

“Gonna come,” Dominic gasped. “Fuck, Luca—harder—”

Luca gave it to him harder, hips snapping, cock dragging over Dominic’s prostate with every brutal thrust. Dominic came first, body locking tight around Luca’s cock as thick ropes of cum splattered the wall and Luca’s fist. The clench was almost painful, milking Luca’s dick until his own orgasm barreled up his spine.

He buried himself deep and came with a guttural groan, filling Dominic’s ass in hot pulses that seemed to go on forever. His vision whited out, hips jerking through the aftershocks while Dominic shuddered around him.

They stayed locked together for a long minute, breathing ragged. Luca pressed soft, unexpected kisses to the back of Dominic’s neck, the contrast after the raw fucking making his chest ache. When he finally pulled out, cum trickled down Dominic’s thigh.

The sight sent another weak pulse through Luca’s spent cock.

He steered the younger man to the bed on unsteady legs. They collapsed together, Dominic on his back, Luca half on top of him, one heavy thigh thrown over Dominic’s. The silence now was different—sated, but laced with something heavier.

Luca stared at the ceiling, heart still hammering. What the hell had he just done? He’d brought the arson investigator home, fucked him raw against the wall like a man possessed, and now Dominic Kane was in his bed, sweat cooling on dark skin, chest rising and falling in the dim light from the hallway.

Vulnerability crept in like smoke under a door. Luca didn’t do this. He didn’t let people close.

Maria had left because he couldn’t. And yet here was this sharp-minded, guarded Brit who’d just taken every rough thrust like he was made for it, who’d admitted his own scars on that rooftop, who looked at Luca like he saw the man underneath the captain’s shield.

Dominic turned his head, dark eyes soft in a way Luca hadn’t seen before. One hand came up, tracing the silver at Luca’s temple with surprising tenderness. Luca caught that hand, pressed a kiss to the palm, then laced their fingers together.

The gesture felt bigger than the sex, more dangerous.

His mind spun. The fire tonight had been too close. Dominic could have died in that collapse.

Luca could have lost him before he’d even had him. The thought lodged under his ribs like a splinter, sharp and impossible to ignore. He pulled Dominic closer, burying his face in the crook of the younger man’s neck, inhaling the mixed scent of sweat, cum, and fading cologne.

“You’re staying tonight,” Luca muttered against his skin. Not a request.

Dominic’s fingers tightened in his. “Wasn’t planning on leaving.”

Luca closed his eyes, listening to the steady beat of Dominic’s heart. The intensity of it all crashed over him—the way Dominic had pushed back onto his cock, the broken sounds he’d made, the trust in letting Luca take him apart like that. It wasn’t just sex.

It was surrender and power and the terrifying realization that Luca wanted more than one night. He wanted the arguments and the stakeouts and the quiet mornings after.

His cock gave a faint twitch at the memory, already thinking about round two. But underneath the renewed stir of desire was something deeper, something that felt like the start of a fire he couldn’t control. Dominic’s body was warm and solid against his, lean muscle relaxed in the aftermath, and Luca felt the walls he’d built for three years after the divorce crack wider than the warehouse mezzanine.

He kissed Dominic’s shoulder, slow and deliberate this time, tasting salt. Dominic hummed, turning into the touch. Their legs tangled further, cocks resting soft against each other’s thighs.

Luca’s hand slid down Dominic’s back, palming the curve of his ass where it was still slick with lube and cum. The possessive gesture drew a quiet laugh from the other man.

“Round two already, Captain?” Dominic’s voice was husky, teasing, but there was affection in it that made Luca’s chest tighten.

“Not yet,” Luca said, surprising himself with the honesty. “Just… need to feel you.”

Dominic didn’t push. He simply shifted closer, pressing a kiss to Luca’s jaw, then his mouth—gentler than before, but no less real. They stayed like that, bodies cooling, breaths syncing, while the rain tapped against the window.

Luca grappled with the storm inside him: the fierce protectiveness that had made him drag Dominic out of the fire, the raw lust that had him fucking the man against his bedroom wall, and the unexpected tenderness that had him holding Dominic like he might disappear.

He’d always been closed off. Battle-hardened. But Dominic had slipped past every defense—arguing with him at scenes, standing toe-to-toe in the rain, trusting him in the smoke.

And now, lying in Luca’s bed with cum drying on his skin and marks from Luca’s fingers on his hips, he looked like he belonged there.

Luca swallowed hard, the vulnerability settling like ash after a blaze. Part of him wanted to pull away, rebuild the walls before this got any deeper. The rest of him—the part that had carried victims and lost a marriage to the job—wanted to keep Dominic right here, safe and close and his.

He tightened his arm around the younger man, green eyes tracing the strong line of Dominic’s profile in the low light. The sex had been raw, demanding, everything they’d both needed after weeks of tension. But the aftermath was scarier than any fire.

Because Luca already knew, with a certainty that burned hotter than any accelerant, that this wasn’t a one-time release.

One taste was nowhere near enough.


Chapter 8

Consuming Flames

Dominic woke to the unfamiliar weight of an arm draped across his chest and the faint scent of smoke still clinging to the sheets. His body ached in the best way, a deep soreness in his ass that reminded him exactly how hard Luca had fucked him against the wall the night before. He lay still for a moment, staring at the ceiling of Luca’s Bay Ridge apartment, listening to the captain’s steady breathing.

Thirty-four years old and built like a wall, Luca slept like a man who’d earned his rest, dark hair silvered at the temples mussed against the pillow, that old burn scar on his right forearm pale against Dominic’s darker skin where their bodies touched.

It was morning after, and the awkwardness hit Dominic before he even moved. What the hell were they doing? He was an arson investigator.

Luca was FDNY brass. Their departments had paired them under orders, and now they’d crossed every professional line imaginable. Dominic’s cock twitched at the memory anyway—Luca’s thick length stretching him open, the raw slap of skin, the way Luca had growled his name like a curse and a prayer at the same time.

He slipped out from under Luca’s arm carefully, padding naked into the kitchen. The apartment was comfortable, lived-in, with books stacked on every surface and a decent coffee maker that Dominic figured out after two tries. He started the brew, muscles protesting as he reached for mugs.

His hole felt used, tender, and the sensation sent a low pulse of heat through him. Last night hadn’t been gentle. It had been exactly what they both needed after weeks of clashing at scenes and that near-death moment in the collapsing warehouse.

Luca appeared in the doorway a few minutes later, wearing only gray sweatpants that hung low on his hips. Six-two of solid muscle, broad shoulders filling the frame, green eyes still heavy with sleep. His cock was half-hard under the fabric, a clear outline that made Dominic’s mouth go dry.

“Coffee,” Luca said, voice rough from the night before. He rubbed a hand over his jaw, stubble rasping. “You didn’t have to get up.”

“I don’t sleep late.” Dominic poured two cups, black for both of them after remembering Luca’s preference from the diner. They stood on opposite sides of the counter, the silence stretching. Dominic took a sip and burned his tongue. “About last night—”

“Yeah.” Luca wrapped his big hands around his mug. The scar on his forearm flexed. “We fucked. Hard.

And it wasn’t a mistake.”

The directness cut through the awkwardness like a hose through smoke. Dominic met those piercing green eyes. “No, it wasn’t. But we can’t let it fuck up the job.

Our departments can’t know. If this gets out, we’re both sidelined. I’m not out to my family back in London, and you’ve got twelve years building respect with your crew.

This stays between us. No department functions. No locker room talk.

No one sees us leaving each other’s places.”

Luca nodded slowly, setting his coffee down. He stepped around the counter, closing the distance until Dominic could feel the heat rolling off his body. “Ground rules. I’m not looking to parade anything.

My divorce taught me to keep my personal shit locked down. You and me, we work the scenes like always. Argue about evidence if we have to.

But when we’re off the clock, this is ours. No suits, no badges. Just us.”

The words should have eased the tension. Instead they ignited it. Luca’s hand came up, callused palm cupping Dominic’s jaw, thumb brushing his lower lip.

Dominic’s pulse kicked. He set his own mug aside and leaned in, their mouths meeting in a kiss that started tentative but quickly deepened. Luca tasted like coffee and sleep, his tongue pushing in with the same commanding confidence he used on the fireground.

Dominic gripped the man’s thick biceps, feeling the muscle bunch under his fingers.

“Bedroom,” Luca muttered against his mouth.

“No,” Dominic said, pulling back just enough to speak. His cock was fully hard now, pressing against Luca’s thigh. “My flat. Downtown.

Neutral ground. We finish this conversation there, away from your sheets that still smell like both of us.”

Luca’s eyes darkened, but he nodded. They dressed quickly, stealing touches that kept the fire banked but not extinguished—Luca’s hand palming Dominic’s ass as he bent to pull on his shoes, Dominic’s fingers tracing the silver at Luca’s temples. The drive to Dominic’s sparse modern flat took forty minutes through morning traffic, the cab of Luca’s truck thick with unspoken need.

Dominic’s downtown place was all clean lines and minimal furniture, a one-bedroom with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the street. It felt exposed compared to Luca’s comfortable clutter, but it was his.

The door had barely closed behind them before Luca had him pressed against it, mouth on his neck. “Rules are set,” Luca growled, biting down lightly. “Now I want you again. Been thinking about it since I woke up with your ass against my cock.”

Dominic’s breath caught. He shoved Luca’s jacket off, hands greedy on the broad chest beneath the t-shirt. “Then take me. But slower this time.

I want to feel everything.”

They made it to the bedroom this time, shedding clothes along the way. Luca’s body was a map of power—muscular thighs, thick cock already leaking at the tip, that scar standing out like a reminder of every risk he’d taken. Dominic pushed him onto the bed, climbing over him, their cocks sliding together as he settled his weight.

The friction was electric, skin on skin, pre-cum mixing between them.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Dominic said, voice low with that British edge that always thickened when he was turned on. He rocked his hips, grinding their erections in long drags. Luca’s hands gripped his ass, spreading him, one thick finger circling his hole where it was still slightly puffy from the night before.

“Still open from me,” Luca said, direct as always. No euphemisms, just raw truth. “Gonna fuck you again. Make you come on my cock while you tell me what you’re afraid of.”

The words hit Dominic low in the gut. Vulnerability wasn’t his style—he’d built walls after Alex in London, after the controlling bullshit that had sent him across an ocean. But Luca’s green eyes were steady beneath him, battle-hardened but open in this moment.

Dominic reached for the lube in his nightstand, slicking his hand before wrapping it around Luca’s thick cock. The man was built, seven inches of heavy girth that had stretched him so perfectly last night.

He positioned himself and sank down slowly, taking every inch until Luca was buried balls-deep in his ass. The burn was sharp and sweet, Dominic’s hole clenching around the invasion. “Shit,” he hissed, hands braced on Luca’s chest. “You’re so fucking deep.”

Luca’s hips flexed up, but he let Dominic set the pace. “Ride me. Want to watch you.”

Dominic did, rolling his hips in steady circles at first, feeling Luca’s cock drag over his prostate with every movement. The sensation built slow and intense, pleasure coiling tight in his balls. Luca’s hands roamed—tracing the lean muscles of Dominic’s stomach, pinching his nipples, then gripping his hips to guide him harder.

Sweat slicked their skin where they joined, the wet sound of Luca’s cock fucking up into his ass filling the quiet flat.

“Tell me,” Luca said, voice rough. One hand came up to cup Dominic’s jaw, forcing eye contact. “What scares you about this? About us.”

Dominic’s rhythm faltered as the question cut through the lust. He kept moving, slower now, savoring the thick slide of cock in his ass. “Losing control. I came here to start over after a man who tried to own every part of me.

The job was my escape. Now you’re under my skin, and I don’t know how to keep the walls up when you fuck me like this.”

Luca sat up suddenly, shifting them so Dominic was in his lap, still impaled. The new angle drove Luca’s cock even deeper, making Dominic moan. Luca’s arms wrapped around him, powerful and protective, one hand splayed across his back. “I’m not him.

My ex left because I couldn’t let her in. Closed off after too many fires, too many close calls. But with you, in that warehouse when the beam came down, I felt something crack.

I was terrified you’d die before I could have this. That’s my fear, Dominic. Losing someone else to the fucking job before I even get to know them.”

The honesty hit harder than the cock inside him. Dominic kissed him, messy and deep, tongues sliding as he started riding again. Their bodies moved together with building urgency—Luca thrusting up to meet every downward grind, his thick cock pounding into Dominic’s ass with wet, filthy sounds.

Dominic’s own cock was trapped between their stomachs, leaking steadily, the head rubbing against Luca’s abs.

“Touch me,” Dominic gasped. “Want to come with you inside me.”

Luca wrapped a rough hand around Dominic’s cock, stroking in time with their fucking. His grip was perfect, tight and fast, thumb swiping over the slick head on every upstroke. Dominic felt the pressure build, his hole fluttering around Luca’s girth as pleasure spiked.

“Come on, then,” Luca growled against his ear. “Let me feel that tight ass squeeze my cock when you shoot.”

Dominic came with a broken moan, cum pulsing over Luca’s fist and splattering their chests. His ass clenched rhythmically, milking Luca until the bigger man cursed and thrust deep one last time. Luca’s orgasm hit hard, hot spurts filling Dominic’s ass as he held him close, hips jerking through the release.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard, Luca’s cock still buried inside him as the aftershocks faded.

Dominic pressed his forehead to Luca’s, dark eyes meeting green. The vulnerability lingered, raw and real. “I fear the same thing. That the fires will take this before we even know what it is.

My family doesn’t know I’m gay. Traditional as hell. If this blows up at work, I lose the only thing I’ve built here.

But I don’t want to stop.”

Luca’s hand stroked down his spine, tender after the intensity. “Then we don’t. Secret stays secret. We work the case, we fuck each other’s brains out off duty, and we figure out the rest.

I’ve carried too much alone. Maybe sharing some of it with you doesn’t make me weak.”

They cleaned up slowly, sharing the small shower in Dominic’s flat. Hands lingered—Luca washing Dominic’s back with surprising gentleness, Dominic tracing the scar on Luca’s forearm like it held answers. Back in bed, sheets tangled around their waists, they talked more.

Luca spoke of the divorce, how Maria had begged him to open up after a bad shift where he’d lost a child in a tenement fire. How he’d shut down instead, burying it under captain’s bars and crew loyalty. Dominic shared fragments of London—the ex who’d resented every late night on the line, the family who still sent photos of potential brides from back home, the way moving to New York had felt like breathing again until the walls started closing in.

“I’m not good at this,” Dominic admitted, fingers tangled in Luca’s chest hair. “The sharing. But last night, when you pulled me out of that collapse, I realized I trust you with more than just my body.”

Luca kissed his temple, the gesture so unexpectedly soft it made Dominic’s chest ache. “Same. My crew thinks I’m made of stone. You see the cracks.

Scares the shit out of me, but it feels right.”

The afternoon stretched into more quiet conversation, bodies pressed close, cocks stirring again but not demanding round three just yet. They ordered takeout from a greasy diner Luca knew, eating in bed like they’d done this a hundred times. The rules were set, the fears named, the connection deepening with every shared breath.

Dominic felt the shift like a backdraft—unpredictable, consuming, impossible to contain.

By evening, Luca’s hand was stroking lazily between Dominic’s legs again, coaxing his cock back to hardness while they talked about the arsonist’s patterns. The conversation circled back to the case inevitably, the flames they were chasing mirroring the ones between them. Dominic rolled onto his back, pulling Luca over him, feeling the solid weight settle between his thighs.

“One more time before you go,” Dominic murmured. “Fuck me slow. I want to remember how you feel.”

Luca did, sliding into him with careful thrusts, their eyes locked the whole time. It was tender this round, Luca’s hips rolling in deep, measured strokes that dragged over Dominic’s prostate until he was shaking. No rush, just the slick glide of cock in ass, hands intertwined, breaths mingling.

When they came it was together, Luca filling him again as Dominic spilled between their bodies, the release quiet and intense.

Afterward, Luca dressed to head back to his place, but he lingered at the door, kissing Dominic like he couldn’t quite leave. “Tomorrow at the station. We act normal. But tonight, I’ll be thinking about your tight ass and that accent saying my name.”

Dominic smirked, though his heart felt too full. “Likewise, Captain. Don’t jerk off without me.”

The door closed, and Dominic leaned against it, body sore and sated, mind racing with everything they’d shared. The personal histories laid bare, the fears acknowledged—it was more than sex now. It was the start of something that could burn them both if they weren’t careful.

The flames were spreading faster than either of them could contain.


Chapter 9

Scorched Boundaries

Luca’s truck smelled like coffee, diesel, and the faint metallic tang of the binoculars they’d been passing back and forth for the last two hours. The industrial stretch of Brooklyn along the waterfront was a graveyard of rusting warehouses and chain-link fences, the kind of place where nobody asked questions after dark. A promising lead from Dominic’s lab had brought them here—an anonymous tip about a white van seen scouting the area two nights before, combined with chemical traces that matched the diesel used in the Gowanus series.

They’d parked the truck in a narrow alley between two abandoned loading docks, the vehicle wedged tight enough that the side mirrors scraped brick if either of them shifted too hard. Perfect for surveillance. Terrible for keeping his hands to himself.

Luca kept his eyes on the warehouse across the cracked lot, but his attention kept sliding sideways. Dominic sat in the passenger seat in dark jeans and a fitted black hoodie, close-cropped hair barely visible under the brim of a baseball cap. The man looked nothing like the suited investigator who’d first pissed him off at the Red Hook fire.

He looked like trouble Luca wanted to bury himself in again. Their last night together still burned in Luca’s memory—the way Dominic had taken his cock against the wall, the wrecked sounds he’d made, the terrifying tenderness that had followed. Three days later and Luca still felt it in his bones.

“Movement?” Dominic asked, voice low, that crisp British accent cutting through the quiet cab.

“Nothing yet.” Luca adjusted the binoculars, trying to ignore the way Dominic’s thigh pressed against the gear shift, inches from his own. The confined space amplified everything: the heat radiating from Dominic’s body, the steady rhythm of his breathing, the faint trace of his cologne mixed with the night air coming through the cracked window. Luca’s cock had been half-hard since they’d climbed in, a persistent ache that made his jeans feel too tight.

He was thirty-four, not some horny rookie, but Dominic Kane had a way of stripping him down to raw need.

They’d been rotating surveillance shifts for a week now, ever since that rooftop night where words had started slipping out like smoke through cracks. The sex had only made it worse. Every shared glance at the station, every brush of shoulders at a fresh scene, fed the fire.

Luca told himself it was just physical. He’d always been good at lying to himself.

A distant car engine rumbled somewhere down the block, but it faded. Dominic shifted again, reaching for the thermos between them. His arm grazed Luca’s chest, and the contact jolted straight to Luca’s groin.

Their eyes met in the dim glow from the dashboard clock. Dominic’s dark gaze held steady, intense as ever, but there was heat there too. The same heat that had them fucking in Luca’s apartment, then Dominic’s sparse flat, then again in the shower until the water ran cold.

“Keep looking at me like that and we’re going to miss our guy,” Luca muttered, dry humor failing to mask the roughness in his voice.

Dominic’s mouth curved slightly, not quite a smile. “Maybe our guy isn’t coming tonight. Maybe we’re wasting our time sitting here pretending we can focus.”

The words hung between them. Luca set the binoculars down on the dash. The cab felt even smaller now, the windows fogging slightly from their breath.

Rain started pattering on the roof, soft at first, then steady, sealing them in. He could hear Dominic’s breathing change, deeper, heavier. Luca’s hand moved before his brain caught up, landing on Dominic’s thigh and squeezing the firm muscle there.

“Been thinking about you all shift,” Luca admitted, voice low. “About how you sounded last time. How tight you got around my cock.”

Dominic exhaled sharply, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, he covered Luca’s hand with his own, guiding it higher until Luca’s palm pressed against the growing bulge in his jeans. “Then stop thinking and do something about it, Captain.”

The title, spoken in that accent, snapped what little control Luca had left. He leaned across the console, capturing Dominic’s mouth in a hard kiss. No gentleness this time.

Their lips crashed together, tongues sliding hot and urgent. Dominic tasted like the black coffee they’d shared, and the faint salt of the night. Luca’s free hand gripped the back of Dominic’s neck, holding him in place as he deepened the kiss, devouring the small sounds the younger man made.

The truck’s confines made everything awkward and perfect. Luca’s broad shoulders bumped the steering wheel as he tried to get closer. Dominic twisted toward him, one knee coming up onto the seat.

Their chests pressed together, hearts hammering against each other. Luca slid his hand between them, palming Dominic’s cock through the denim, feeling it thicken under his touch.

“Fuck, I want you,” Luca growled against his lips. He popped the button on Dominic’s jeans and shoved the zipper down, reaching inside to wrap his fingers around the hot, bare length of him. Dominic was leaking already, the head slick against Luca’s palm.

He stroked once, firm and slow, twisting at the top the way he’d learned Dominic liked.

Dominic hissed, hips bucking up into the grip. “Luca—shit. Not exactly the surveillance plan.”

“Plans change.” Luca nipped at his jaw, then lower, sucking a mark into the skin just below his ear. His own cock strained against his fly, aching to be freed. Dominic’s hand found it, squeezing through the fabric before working the button open.

The relief when Dominic pulled him out was immediate, that lean, precise hand wrapping around his thick shaft and stroking root to tip.

They jerked each other in the tight space, breaths fogging the windows, rain drumming harder on the roof. The slick sound of skin on skin filled the cab. Luca’s thumb smeared pre-cum over Dominic’s slit, making the man shudder.

Dominic’s strokes were methodical even now, measured pressure that had Luca’s balls drawing up tight.

“Back seat,” Luca said, voice wrecked. “Now.”

They scrambled over the console like teenagers, all elbows and muttered curses. Luca’s height made it a tight fit, but he managed to shove the front seats forward and climb into the back. Dominic followed, shedding his hoodie and shirt in one motion, revealing the lean athletic torso Luca couldn’t get enough of.

The rain blurred the windows completely, turning the truck into a private world. No one would see. No one would know.

Luca pulled Dominic down onto his lap, their cocks sliding together between their bodies. He spat into his palm and wrapped his hand around both of them, stroking in long, tight pulls. Dominic rocked against him, hands braced on Luca’s shoulders, dark eyes locked on his.

The vulnerability in that gaze hit Luca harder than the lust. This wasn’t just fucking anymore. It hadn’t been since the first time.

“Want more,” Dominic breathed, accent thickening. “Want you inside me.”

Luca’s cock jerked in his grip. “Here? In the truck?”

“Yes.” Dominic reached back, fumbling in the pocket of his discarded jeans for the small packet of lube they’d both started carrying like a goddamn necessity. He tore it open with his teeth and slicked Luca’s cock with efficient strokes, then reached behind himself to work two fingers into his own ass.

Luca watched, mesmerized, as Dominic’s face tightened with pleasure and discomfort. The confined space meant every movement pressed them closer—Dominic’s knee digging into the seat beside Luca’s hip, their chests brushing with every breath. Luca gripped Dominic’s ass cheek, spreading him wider as those fingers plunged deeper.

“You’re so fucking tight,” Luca said, direct as always. “Even after I fucked you raw three nights ago. This ass was made for my cock.”

Dominic moaned, the sound low and raw. He pulled his fingers free and positioned himself over Luca’s lap, guiding the thick head to his hole. The first push in was slow, burning, Dominic sinking down inch by inch until Luca was buried to the hilt.

The heat, the clench, the way Dominic’s body opened for him—it stole Luca’s breath.

“Fuck,” Dominic gasped, forehead pressed to Luca’s. “So deep like this. Move, Luca. Please.”

Luca gripped his hips and thrust up, setting a rhythm that rocked the truck on its shocks. The rain covered the sounds—the wet slap of skin, the creak of the seats, their harsh breathing. Dominic rode him hard, ass clenching around Luca’s cock on every downstroke, hands fisted in Luca’s shirt.

Luca fucked up to meet him, angling to hit that spot inside that made Dominic’s cock leak steadily onto his stomach.

The power dynamic shifted between them with every thrust. Luca was bigger, stronger, driving deep, but Dominic held the control in the way he moved, in the way he looked at Luca like he saw every cracked piece of him. Tenderness slipped in between the raw need—Luca’s hand sliding up Dominic’s back, stroking the sweat-slick skin, pulling him closer so their mouths could meet in messy kisses.

“You feel so good,” Luca murmured against his lips. “Taking my cock like you were born for it. My perfect fucking fit.”

Dominic’s rhythm faltered, his dark eyes fluttering half-closed. “Harder. I need—fuck, Luca, I need to feel you tomorrow when I’m walking scenes with you.”

Luca gave it to him, snapping his hips up harder, the truck rocking steadily now. He wrapped his fist around Dominic’s cock again, stroking in time with his thrusts. The younger man’s hole tightened around him, milking his shaft with every plunge.

Desire and power and that unexpected tenderness all twisted together, making Luca’s chest ache even as his balls tightened.

Dominic came first, back arching, cum shooting over Luca’s fist and onto his own chest in thick pulses. His ass clamped down hard, drawing Luca over the edge with him. Luca buried himself deep and came with a guttural groan, filling Dominic’s ass with hot spurts that felt like they’d never stop.

He held Dominic through it, arms wrapped tight around him, hips jerking with aftershocks as the rain poured down outside.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard, the cab filled with the scent of sex and rain. Luca pressed his face into the curve of Dominic’s neck, inhaling the mixed smell of sweat and cologne. His heart hammered against his ribs, and for the first time in years, the walls he’d built after Maria felt too heavy to maintain.

Dominic shifted slightly, wincing as Luca’s softening cock slipped from his ass. Cum trickled down his thigh, but he didn’t move away. Instead, he settled against Luca’s chest, their bodies still tangled in the back seat.

The vulnerability in the moment wrapped around them like the fogged windows.

“I’m not out to my family,” Dominic said quietly, the confession dropping between them like a match. “Back in London. Traditional Nigerian-British household. My parents still ask when I’m bringing home a nice girl from church.

They don’t know about Alex. They don’t know about any of it. Coming here was supposed to let me breathe, but I’ve kept the walls up.

Even with you… this… I don’t know how to tell them without losing everything I came from.”

Luca’s arms tightened around him. He rubbed a broad hand down Dominic’s back, feeling the lean muscle tremble slightly. The words unlocked something in his own chest, a door he’d nailed shut after the divorce. “I get it,” he said, voice rough. “After Maria left, I shut down.

Twelve years pulling people from fires, watching good men get hurt, carrying kids out too late… it changes you. I couldn’t give her what she needed. Came home empty every time.

Battle-hardened, she called it. I just called it surviving. Haven’t let anyone in since.

Not really. Until you started pushing your way into my scenes and my head.”

He swallowed hard, the admission feeling like stepping into a burning building without gear. “You scare me, Dominic. The way you make me want more than just the job and the crew. I’ve been closed off so long I forgot what it felt like to let someone see the cracks.

That night in the collapse, when I thought the mezzanine might take you… it hit me harder than any scar I’ve got.”

Dominic lifted his head, dark eyes searching Luca’s face in the dim light. Rain traced patterns down the windows, blurring the outside world. Their bodies were sticky with sweat and cum, legs cramped in the back seat, but neither moved.

The explicit heat of what they’d just done lingered in the tenderness of their embrace, in the way Luca’s thumb stroked absently over Dominic’s hip.

“You don’t have to be stone with me,” Dominic whispered. “I see the man who carries everyone else. The one who argues with me about evidence but still had my back when the beam came down. My family might never know, but this… us… it feels like the first real thing I’ve had since leaving London.”

Luca kissed him then, soft and slow, a contrast to the raw fucking from minutes ago. Their mouths moved together with quiet intensity, tongues brushing in gentle exploration. Desire still simmered beneath it, but so did the vulnerability, the power of choosing to let someone in, the tenderness of two guarded men finding shelter in each other.

They cleaned up as best they could with napkins from the glove box, rearranging clothes in the tight space. Luca pulled Dominic back against his chest as they settled to resume watch, the binoculars forgotten on the dash for now. The lead on the arsonist might pan out or it might not, but the lead on whatever this was between them had already ignited something neither could contain.

Their connection was becoming more dangerous to their hearts than any fire.


Chapter 10

Uncontrolled Burn

Dominic Kane stood at the edge of the command post, the roar of the flames swallowing every other sound in the Brooklyn night. This fire was different. The old textile factory in Bushwick had gone up like a Roman candle, flames punching through the roof in violent orange columns that lit the surrounding blocks in hellish glow.

His dark eyes tracked the patterns even from fifty yards away—the way the fire leaped from multiple origin points, too coordinated, too hungry. The arsonist had escalated. No more empty warehouses.

This one had squatters inside. Lives. And the intel had come too late.

His chest tightened as Engine 9's rig screamed in, lights cutting across the smoke. Luca was on it. Dominic could pick out the captain's broad frame even before he jumped down, already shouting orders in that gravel voice that carried over the chaos.

Six-two of battle-hardened muscle, dark hair silvering at the temples under his helmet, the old burn scar on his right forearm flashing as he gestured. Dominic's pulse kicked harder than the adrenaline of the scene warranted. Three weeks of stolen nights, of rough fucks and quieter confessions, and still the sight of Luca charging toward danger made something raw twist in his gut.

"Primary search, now! Luca's voice cracked through the radio on Dominic's belt. "O'Brien, with me. Ramirez, get that line on the delta side.

We've got reports of at least four civilians trapped on the second floor."

Dominic gripped the radio tighter. The joint directive meant he was here in an official capacity, but the rules blurred every time Luca walked into a blaze. He pulled on his own protective gear, the spare turnout coat from his trunk feeling foreign after years out of the line.

London had taught him to trust the gear, but New York had taught him to trust Luca. The man had dragged him out of a collapsing section once already. Tonight felt worse.

The smoke rolled thick and black, carrying the sharp bite of diesel and something chemical underneath—accelerants poured in deliberate paths that would lead straight to the occupied areas.

He moved forward as far as the perimeter allowed, documenting what he could from the edge: V-shaped burns at the base of the loading doors, pour patterns snaking inward like veins feeding a heart. This wasn't just escalation. It was targeted.

The arsonist knew they were closing in, and he'd decided to make it personal. Dominic's analytical mind cataloged it all, but his body hummed with something deeper. Fear.

Not for the case—for the stubborn Italian firefighter who refused to wait for backup when lives were on the line.

Radio chatter exploded. "Captain, we've got collapse risk on the east wall. Victim located—unconscious, but breathing. Pulling him now."

Luca's response was immediate. "Copy. I'm going up for the others. Floor's holding for now."

Dominic's stomach dropped. He keyed his own radio without thinking. "Moretti, do not go interior without a second crew. The patterns show the fire's set to funnel upward.

It's a trap."

The reply came back edged with that dry humor Luca used like armor. "Noted, suit. But these people don't have time for your documentation. Stay back."

Fuck. Dominic paced the perimeter, eyes locked on the building. Flames licked higher, glass shattering from the heat.

Luca's crew had two victims out already—emaciated figures coughing on stretchers—but the captain was inside with only O'Brien, pushing deeper. Dominic could picture it: Luca's broad shoulders cutting through smoke, green eyes focused behind his mask, that muscular frame carrying whoever he found like they weighed nothing. The man was thirty-four, divorced, emotionally locked down for a reason, but when it came to his job, he gave everything.

A deep groan echoed from the structure, like the building itself was in pain. Then the east wall buckled. Dominic moved before he registered the decision, shoving past the barrier tape as debris rained down. "Luca!

The word tore from his throat, accent thickening with panic. Smoke swallowed him as he crossed the threshold, the heat slamming into him like a physical blow. His eyes stung, visibility dropping to feet.

He followed the sound of axes and hoses, heart hammering against his ribs.

"FDNY, call out! Luca's voice, strained now. A crash followed, then coughing.

Dominic pushed forward, one hand on the wall like he'd been taught in Southwark years ago. The air tasted of chemicals and fear. He found them in a rear stairwell—Luca half-buried under fallen timbers, O'Brien dragging a third victim toward the exit.

Luca's helmet was cracked, his bunker jacket scorched, but those green eyes locked on Dominic through the mask with pure fury and relief.

"Get out, Kane. That's an order."

"Like hell. Dominic dropped to his knees, heaving at the beam pinning Luca's leg. The wood was hot, searing his gloves, but he didn't stop.

Luca grunted in pain as the pressure eased, then shoved himself free. His scar stood out angry red against his skin where the jacket had ridden up. They grabbed the victim together—Luca taking the bulk of the weight across those broad shoulders—and stumbled toward the exit as another section of ceiling gave way behind them.

Flames roared in their wake, the arsonist's trap closing too late.

Outside, paramedics swarmed. Dominic stripped his mask off, gulping air that still burned. Luca did the same, face streaked with soot, silvered hair plastered to his skull.

Their eyes met across the chaos, and Dominic felt it like a backdraft—everything they'd been building, the arguments and the fucks and the quiet talks in trucks and beds, crystallizing into something that nearly got them both killed tonight. Four victims saved. The fire still raged, but Luca's crew had it turning now, hoses thundering.

"You stubborn prick," Luca growled when they were clear, voice rough from smoke. His hand clamped on Dominic's shoulder, grip tight enough to bruise. "You don't come in after me."

Dominic stepped closer, uncaring who saw in the frenzy. "And you don't get to die in there because you're too protective to wait. I felt that beam come down, Luca. I thought—"

He couldn't finish. The words stuck, heavy with everything unsaid. Luca's green eyes softened a fraction, the battle-hardened mask cracking. "My place.

After we clear this. No arguments."

Dominic nodded. The scene dragged for hours—evidence collection in the cooling ashes, statements, the arsonist still at large but his pattern broken by their presence. By the time they rolled away in Luca's truck, dawn edged the sky gray.

Neither spoke much. Luca's hand found Dominic's thigh once at a red light, squeezing once, hard. The touch grounded him.

Dominic's body ached from the smoke and the effort, but his mind spun with the realization that had hit him in that stairwell: this wasn't just need anymore. It had moved past attraction, past the raw release of clashing bodies. He was in deep.

Deeper than he'd let himself go since London.

Luca's Bay Ridge apartment felt like sanctuary when they finally pushed through the door. The comfortable space smelled of books and faint coffee, the leather couch worn from too many nights of staring at case files. Luca kicked the door shut and turned on Dominic immediately, crowding him against the wall with that massive frame.

Six-two of solid muscle pressed close, the scent of smoke and sweat clinging to both of them.

"You could've died," Luca said, the words rough as his hands stripped Dominic's shirt off. Buttons pinged against the floor. "Running in like that. My scene, my risk."

Dominic shoved back, peeling Luca's FDNY t-shirt over his head to reveal the broad chest dusted with dark hair, the thick slabs of pectorals, the trail leading down to the heavy bulge in his bunker pants. "And you think I could stand there and watch? After everything? His hands mapped Luca's body, tracing the old scar on the forearm, feeling the raised tissue under his fingertips.

Tenderness slipped in beneath the urgency, his thumb stroking the mark like it could erase the pain.

Luca exhaled sharply, green eyes darkening. He cupped Dominic's jaw, tilting his head for a kiss that started fierce—teeth and tongue, months of tension pouring out—but softened almost immediately. Their mouths moved together with new care, Luca's lips gentler than they'd ever been, exploring like he was memorizing the shape of Dominic's full mouth.

Dominic's cock thickened in his jeans, pressing insistently against Luca's thigh, but the heat felt layered now. Desire, yes. But also the raw need to feel alive after nearly losing it all.

"Bed," Luca murmured against his lips, but they didn't make it. He backed Dominic toward the couch instead, hands working open Dominic's belt with practiced efficiency. Fabric hit the floor in heaps—jeans, underwear, the last of their gear.

Naked, they collided again. Luca's thick cock stood heavy between his legs, seven inches of veined girth, the head flushed dark and already leaking. Dominic wrapped a hand around it, stroking firmly from root to tip, feeling the weight, the heat, the way it throbbed in his grip.

"Fuck, Dominic. Luca's voice cracked. He returned the favor, big callused palm engulfing Dominic's long cock, stroking in tight pulls that made Dominic's hips jerk.

They explored each other with deliberate slowness now, hands roaming. Luca's fingers traced Dominic's lean abs, the defined lines of his athletic build from those waterfront runs, then lower to cup his balls, rolling them gently. Dominic mapped the breadth of Luca's shoulders, the silver at his temples as he leaned in to kiss the man's neck, sucking lightly at the pulse point.

Luca guided them down onto the couch, his heavier body covering Dominic's. The position pressed their cocks together, hot skin sliding against hot skin. Luca spat into his palm and wrapped his fist around both, stroking in long, slick drags.

The sensation built fierce and tender all at once—Luca's thumb swiping over the heads on every upstroke, spreading the mix of pre-cum while his free hand cradled the back of Dominic's head, holding him close for another deep kiss.

"I need you," Dominic whispered, accent thick with want and the emotions clawing at his chest. "All of you. Not just this."

Luca's rhythm faltered, green eyes meeting his with startling vulnerability. "You've got me. Scars and all. He shifted lower, mouth trailing down Dominic's body.

No rush. He licked a slow stripe along Dominic's collarbone, then sucked one dark nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing just enough to draw a gasp. Dominic arched, fingers threading through Luca's dark hair.

Luca moved further, tongue dipping into the groove of his hip, then finally taking Dominic's cock into his mouth.

The wet heat was overwhelming. Luca didn't tease; he sucked deep, throat relaxing around the length until his nose pressed to Dominic's trimmed curls. The silver at his temples caught the low lamplight as he bobbed, one hand stroking the base while the other slipped between Dominic's thighs to circle his hole.

A thick finger pushed in, then two, scissoring with careful precision. Dominic's head fell back, moans spilling out unfiltered. "Luca—fuck, your mouth. So good."

Luca pulled off with a wet pop, lips shiny. "Want to fuck you. Slow this time. Need to feel every inch."

They moved to the bedroom then, Luca carrying him the short distance like he weighed nothing, the display of strength sending another pulse through Dominic's cock. On the bed, Luca stretched out over him, their bodies aligning. He slicked his cock with lube from the nightstand, the same bottle they'd emptied twice already this week, and pressed the thick head against Dominic's entrance.

Their eyes locked as Luca pushed in. Dominic breathed through the initial burn, the stretch of that girth filling him completely. No barriers now.

Luca's cock slid deep, bottoming out with his balls pressed tight to Dominic's ass. They stayed like that, joined, breathing each other's air. Luca's forehead rested against his, the tenderness cracking something open in Dominic's chest.

"Move," Dominic urged, but his voice was soft. "I want to feel you."

Luca did, rolling his hips in deep, measured thrusts. Not the punishing pace of their first times against walls or in trucks. This was exploration—each stroke dragging over Dominic's prostate with devastating accuracy, Luca's body covering his like a shield.

Dominic wrapped his legs around Luca's waist, heels digging into the muscular ass, pulling him deeper. Their hands linked, fingers laced tight as Luca fucked him with fierce control and aching gentleness.

"You're beautiful like this," Luca murmured, the words raw. He kissed Dominic's jaw, his neck, then claimed his mouth again while his hips kept that steady rhythm. Sweat slicked their skin, the slap of bodies wet and intimate.

Dominic's free hand roamed Luca's back, feeling the flex of muscle, the old scars from years on the job. He traced the burn on the forearm when Luca braced above him, stroking the mark with reverence.

The realization hit Dominic then, cresting like a wave amid the pleasure. This wasn't just passion. It wasn't the physical release that had started in rain-soaked arguments and near-misses.

Watching Luca charge into that factory tonight, nearly losing him under those beams, had stripped away the last of Dominic's guards. He loved the man. Loved the dry humor that masked the pain, the protective fury, the way Luca held him now like he was something precious.

The analytical walls he'd built after London crumbled completely. His feelings had moved far beyond physical attraction into something deeper, terrifying, and real.

"Luca," he gasped, the name a confession. His cock throbbed between them, untouched but leaking steadily onto his stomach. "I'm—fuck, I'm close."

Luca reached between them, wrapping that rough hand around Dominic's cock and stroking in time with his thrusts. "Come for me. Let me feel it."

Dominic shattered first. Pleasure spiked sharp and overwhelming, his ass clenching rhythmically around Luca's thick cock as cum pulsed over Luca's fist, splattering their chests. The orgasm rolled through him in waves, drawn out by Luca's steady fucking.

Luca followed moments later, burying himself deep with a guttural groan. Hot spurts filled Dominic's ass, the sensation intimate and claiming. Luca's body shuddered above him, muscles taut, green eyes never leaving Dominic's face.

They stayed connected, Luca softening inside him while they caught their breath. He pulled out carefully, cum trickling from Dominic's hole, but instead of moving away, Luca gathered him close. They lay tangled, Luca's heavier frame half-draped over Dominic's lean one, one thick thigh thrown across his hips.

Luca's hand stroked down his side, tender and possessive, tracing the lines of his athletic build with quiet wonder.

"That fire tonight," Luca said into the quiet, voice low. "When that beam came down... I thought I'd lose you before we even figured this out."

Dominic turned his head, pressing a kiss to the silver at Luca's temple. His heart felt too full, the realization still echoing. He loved this man.

The veteran captain with his closed-off heart and his fierce loyalty. The one who argued evidence but always had his back. "You won't lose me. Not if we fight for it.

His fingers found Luca's scar again, stroking it softly. "We're both bad at this—vulnerability. But after tonight, I don't want to go back to keeping walls up."

Luca's arms tightened around him, the embrace raw with emotion. They explored each other in the afterglow, hands slower now. Luca's mouth found the hollow of Dominic's throat, kissing the sweat from his dark skin.

Dominic traced the muscle of Luca's chest, pinching a nipple lightly before soothing it with his tongue. Their cocks stirred again, half-hard against each other's thighs, but the passion stayed banked in tenderness. Luca rolled them so Dominic was on top, hands gripping his ass and spreading him, one finger dipping into the cum-slick hole to feel the mess he'd made.

"Mine," Luca said simply, the word direct and unguarded.

Dominic kissed him deeply, tongues sliding in a slow dance that mirrored their earlier fucking. He ground down, their cocks rubbing together in slick friction, building toward another peak without urgency. When they came again it was quiet—Dominic spilling between their stomachs as Luca's finger crooked inside him, Luca following with a low curse, adding to the wetness between them.

Afterward, they showered together in Luca's small bathroom, water cascading over broad shoulders and lean frames. Luca washed Dominic's close-cropped hair with careful fingers, then soaped his body like he was mapping territory worth protecting. Dominic returned the favor, hands lingering on the burn scar, on the thick thighs that had carried men from hell.

No words needed. The emotional rawness lingered, the fierce passion from the couch blending into this new gentleness.

Drying off, they returned to the bed, sheets twisted from their earlier frenzy. Dominic lay with his head on Luca's chest, listening to the steady heartbeat under his ear. The realization settled deeper: he loved him.

Not the heat of the moment, not the adrenaline-fueled release after a close call. This was the man he wanted to argue with over pour patterns and wake up next to, walls down, hearts open. The arsonist was still out there, escalating, but this connection between them felt like the only stable thing in the chaos.

Luca's hand carded through his hair, the gesture uncharacteristically soft for a man who'd spent twelve years emotionally closed off. "Stay tonight. Every night, if you want."

Dominic smiled against his skin, the words catching in his throat. He wasn't ready to say it aloud yet—the love that had crept up amid the flames and the fights—but he felt it in every touch, every shared breath. Tomorrow they'd be back on scenes, professional masks in place, chasing the bastard who'd nearly cost lives tonight.

But here, in Luca's apartment, with their bodies marked by each other and their hearts cracking open, it was enough.

Love was the one fire neither had been trained to fight.


Chapter 11

Hearts Ablaze

Luca Moretti stood at the window of his Bay Ridge apartment, the city lights smearing across the rain-streaked glass like distant embers. His body still hummed from the shift, muscles tight from hauling hose and victims out of another warehouse that smelled too much like the ones before it. Dominic had followed him home without a word, the black sedan pulling up behind his truck like it belonged there now.

Three weeks of this—stolen nights, locked doors, the kind of fucking that left marks on skin and something sharper under the ribs—and Luca still wasn’t used to the way the younger man filled the quiet spaces.

Dominic leaned against the kitchen counter, suit jacket discarded, shirtsleeves rolled up to expose corded forearms. His dark eyes tracked Luca with that analytical intensity that always felt like evidence collection. “The patterns match again,” Dominic said, voice low with that crisp British edge. “Same diesel signature. He’s getting bolder.

The Bushwick factory had people inside this time.”

Luca turned, rubbing the old scar on his right forearm without thinking. The tissue pulled tight, itching like it always did after a fire. At thirty-four, he knew every inch of that mark—the way it had burned hotter than the flames themselves when the ceiling came down in that Bushwick tenement eight years ago.

He’d carried a mother and her two kids out that night, lungs screaming, skin blistering under his gear. The docs said he was lucky not to lose the arm. Luca had just gone back to work the next month.

He crossed the room, stopping close enough that he could smell Dominic’s cologne under the faint trace of smoke that clung to both of them. “This scar,” Luca said, holding out his forearm. The pale, ridged line stood out against his tanned skin, silvered hair at his temples catching the low lamp light. “You’ve seen it. Never told you how I got it.”

Dominic’s gaze dropped to the mark, intense dark eyes softening at the edges. He reached out, fingers brushing the scar with a gentleness that made Luca’s chest tighten. No one touched it like that.

Not since the docs. Not even Maria.

“Bushwick,” Luca continued, voice rough. “Rookie run. Tenement fire, faulty wiring, but we found out later it was set. Mother and two little girls trapped on the third floor.

Ceiling collapsed on me while I was getting them out. Carried all three on my back down a ladder that was already burning. Lost feeling in the arm for weeks after.

Docs said the scar would fade. It didn’t. Reminds me every shift what the job costs if you hesitate.”

Dominic’s thumb traced the length of it, from elbow to wrist, the touch sending heat crawling up Luca’s arm and straight to his cock. “You didn’t hesitate then. You don’t now. That’s why your crew would follow you into hell.” His voice dropped, accent thickening. “Why I followed you into that stairwell last week even when you ordered me out.”

Luca caught Dominic’s wrist, holding it there against the scar. Their eyes locked—green on dark—and something cracked open in Luca’s chest. He’d spent twelve years after the divorce keeping everyone at arm’s length.

Closed off. Battle-hardened. But Dominic had slipped through every defense, arguing over pour patterns by day and taking Luca’s cock by night.

The vulnerability in showing the scar felt bigger than the sex they’d had in trucks and against walls. This was trust, raw and unpolished.

“I don’t show this to anyone,” Luca said. His free hand slid to Dominic’s hip, pulling him closer until their bodies pressed together. Dominic was lean and athletic against Luca’s broader frame, six feet of controlled muscle that yielded just enough. “But you… fuck, Kane.

You make me want to stop hiding the ugly parts.”

Dominic leaned in, mouth brushing Luca’s jaw. “Then don’t hide. Not with me.” His lips found Luca’s, the kiss starting slow—tongues sliding, breaths mingling—but heat built fast. Luca backed him toward the bedroom, hands already working open Dominic’s shirt buttons.

Fabric hit the floor. Skin met skin. Luca’s cock thickened in his jeans, pressing insistently against Dominic’s thigh as they moved.

In the bedroom, Luca pushed Dominic down onto the bed, following him down. He stripped the rest of their clothes with efficient tugs—jeans, boxers, everything—until they were naked, bodies aligned. Dominic’s cock stood hard against his stomach, long and cut, the head flushed dark.

Luca wrapped a rough hand around it, stroking once, twice, feeling the velvet heat pulse in his grip.

“This,” Luca murmured, pressing his scarred forearm against Dominic’s chest, right over his heart. “You seeing this means something. Means I trust you with the parts that still hurt.” He kissed Dominic deep, tongues fucking in rhythm with his strokes. Dominic arched up, moaning into his mouth, hips rolling to chase the friction.

Luca reached for the lube on the nightstand, slicking his fingers. He pushed Dominic’s thighs apart, exposing that tight hole. One thick finger circled the rim before pressing inside, slow and deliberate.

Dominic hissed, body clenching around the intrusion, but his dark eyes stayed locked on Luca’s. Trust. That’s what this was.

Luca worked in a second finger, scissoring them, crooking to brush that spot inside that made Dominic’s cock leak over his abs.

“Luca,” Dominic gasped, accent wrecked. “Need you. All of you.”

Luca pulled his fingers free and slicked his own cock—thick, seven inches, veins standing out. He lined up and pushed in on one long thrust, not stopping until his hips were flush against Dominic’s ass. The heat was incredible, Dominic’s walls gripping him like a fist.

Luca stayed buried deep, forehead pressed to Dominic’s, breathing hard. “Feel that? That’s me trusting you. Letting you in.”

Dominic’s hands gripped Luca’s shoulders, nails digging into muscle. “Then fuck me like you mean it. Show me.”

Luca did. He pulled out halfway and drove back in, setting a deep, steady rhythm that rocked the bed. Every thrust dragged over Dominic’s prostate, drawing broken sounds from that sharp mouth.

Sweat slicked their skin where they joined—Luca’s broader chest pressing Dominic into the mattress, scarred forearm braced beside his head. The power was there, Luca’s size and strength dominating, but so was the tenderness. He kissed Dominic’s neck, sucking marks into dark skin, murmuring rough words between thrusts.

“You take my cock so fucking well,” Luca growled. “This ass was made for me. Tight and hot, milking me every time I bottom out.” He reached between them, wrapping his hand around Dominic’s cock, stroking in time with his hips. Pre-cum slicked his palm, the wet sounds filthy in the quiet room.

Dominic’s legs wrapped around Luca’s waist, heels digging into his ass to pull him deeper. “Harder. I can take it. Want to feel you tomorrow when we’re at the station pretending we’re not doing this.”

The words hit Luca low, stirring the vulnerability and the lust into something sharper. He snapped his hips faster, pounding into that tight heat, balls slapping against Dominic’s ass with every thrust. Dominic’s hole clenched around him, rhythmic and desperate.

Luca felt the orgasm building in his spine, but he held back, wanting this to last. This wasn’t just release. It was healing—the kind that came from letting someone see the scars and still want you anyway.

“Come on,” Luca said, voice rough. He angled his thrusts to hit that spot relentlessly, hand flying over Dominic’s cock. “Shoot for me. Let me feel that ass squeeze my dick while you come.”

Dominic came with a shout, body locking tight. Thick ropes of cum pulsed over Luca’s fist, splattering their stomachs. His hole spasmed around Luca’s cock, drawing him over the edge.

Luca buried himself deep and came hard, groaning as he filled Dominic’s ass with hot spurts. The release rolled through him in waves, hips jerking through the aftershocks until he was spent.

They stayed connected, Luca softening inside him while their breathing slowed. He kissed Dominic’s mouth, slow and deep, tasting salt and trust. When he finally pulled out, cum trickled from Dominic’s hole, and Luca watched it with possessive heat before grabbing a towel to clean them both.

They curled together on the bed, Luca’s scarred arm draped over Dominic’s chest, the mark pressed skin to skin.

“You showed me that scar for a reason,” Dominic said quietly, fingers tracing it again.

“Yeah,” Luca admitted. “Means I’m not shutting you out anymore. Means this is more than fucking after bad shifts.”

The words hung there, heavy with everything Luca wasn’t ready to name yet. But he felt it—falling hard for the British investigator who challenged him at every scene and yielded so perfectly in bed. Dominic’s lean body fit against his like it belonged, dark skin against tanned, analytical mind against battle-hardened instincts.

Luca’s chest ached with it, a good ache, the kind that came after you stopped running from the heat.

They dozed for an hour, bodies tangled, until Luca’s phone buzzed with a text from the station. Routine check-in, but it pulled them back to reality. “Gotta swing by the house,” Luca said, kissing Dominic’s shoulder. “Shift change paperwork. Come with me.

We’ll be professional.”

Dominic nodded, and they dressed in silence, stealing touches that kept the connection alive—Luca’s hand on Dominic’s lower back as they left the apartment, Dominic’s fingers brushing Luca’s scar one last time before they climbed into the truck.

At the firehouse on the Lower East Side, the bay was quiet, rigs gleaming under the overhead lights. Most of the crew was out on a medical run, only Ramirez and Chen in the kitchen grabbing coffee. Luca headed to his office, Dominic following at a careful distance, portfolio in hand like they were discussing the case.

The close call came ten minutes later.

Luca had just pulled Dominic into the small supply closet off the locker room for a quick kiss—nothing more, just the need to taste him again—when boots echoed in the hall. Ramirez’s voice called out, “Captain? You in here?

Chief wants the incident report from Bushwick.”

Luca froze, mouth still on Dominic’s, hand fisted in the front of his shirt. Dominic’s dark eyes widened, but he stayed silent. They didn’t breathe.

The closet smelled of cleaning supplies and their combined sweat from earlier, Luca’s cock twitching despite the danger. If Ramirez opened the door, it was over—their secret, their jobs, everything.

“Must be in the office,” Ramirez muttered to himself. The footsteps retreated.

Luca exhaled against Dominic’s mouth, heart pounding harder than during any fire. “Too close,” he whispered, pulling back but not letting go. His scarred forearm rested against the wall beside Dominic’s head, the mark a reminder of risks taken and survived. “We can’t keep doing this here. But fuck if I can stop wanting you.”

Dominic’s hand cupped his jaw, thumb stroking the stubble. “Then we get smarter. But we don’t stop.”

They slipped out separately, faces composed, and Luca handled the paperwork with Ramirez none the wiser. But the near-exposure lingered, sharpening everything. Back in the truck after, Luca drove them toward Dominic’s downtown flat, the city streets blurring past.

His mind churned with the scar, the sex, the close call. He was falling hard—had been since that first argument in the rain, since Dominic stood his ground and looked at him like he saw the man, not just the captain.

The closer they got to solving the case—the patterns narrowing, the arsonist’s mistakes piling up—the closer they came to having to face their future. Secrets had an expiration date. Luca glanced at Dominic in the passenger seat, dark eyes steady on the road ahead, and knew the fire between them was only getting hotter.

One way or another, they’d have to decide what burned and what endured.


Chapter 12

Inferno of Desire

Dominic Kane closed the door to his downtown flat behind them, the soft click echoing like a decision made. The space was still sparse, modern lines and bare surfaces that reflected the life he'd built after London—careful, controlled, nothing unnecessary. But tonight felt different.

A rare night off for both of them, wrangled from their respective chains of command after weeks of double shifts, stakeouts, and fires that kept escalating. No alarms, no radios, no diesel-scented evidence bags. Just the two of them, and the Thai takeout bags Luca carried in one large hand, the scent of lemongrass and chilies cutting through the faint trace of cologne that still clung to Dominic's skin from his post-shift shower.

Luca set the bags on the low table in the living area, his six-two frame making the room feel smaller, more alive. The silver at his temples caught the light from the single pendant lamp Dominic had left on, and those piercing green eyes tracked him with the same intensity they used on a burning building. Dominic's pulse kicked up, a steady thrum that had nothing to do with the case they'd been circling for weeks.

The arsonist was still out there, patterns tightening like a noose, but tonight was theirs. Private dinner. No suits.

No badges.

"You look like you're waiting for the tones to drop," Luca said, his dry humor rough around the edges as he shrugged out of his jacket. The movement pulled his black t-shirt tight across his broad chest, the old burn scar on his right forearm flexing as he reached for plates. "Relax, Kane. It's just food.

And us."

Dominic allowed himself a small smile, stepping closer to help unpack the containers. Their shoulders brushed, and the contact sent heat pooling low in his gut. Three weeks of stolen moments—fucking in trucks, against walls, in this very flat—hadn't dulled the edge.

If anything, it had sharpened it, turning every glance into foreplay. "Food first," Dominic said, his British accent clipping the words with more precision than he felt. "Then we'll see about the rest."

They ate at the table, legs tangled under it because the space was too small for two men who couldn't keep their distance anymore. Pad Thai and green curry, eaten with chopsticks that felt clumsy in Luca's big hands. Conversation stayed light at first—Luca's crew's latest drill, the way Ramirez had bitched about the new hoses—but it deepened quickly, as it always did now.

Luca mentioned the scar again, tracing it absently while he spoke of that Bushwick fire from years ago, the one that had taught him not to hesitate. Dominic listened, his own walls cracking further. He shared more about Alex, the ex in London whose jealousy had poisoned everything, how he'd left without telling his family why, how the traditional expectations back home still weighed on him like smoke in his lungs.

By the time the containers were empty, the air between them had thickened. Luca's knee pressed firmly against his under the table, and Dominic felt his cock stir, heavy and insistent against the zipper of his jeans. He wanted this man.

Not just the release, but the vulnerability Luca showed in these quiet moments—the battle-hardened captain who carried everyone else but let Dominic see the cracks.

Luca stood first, clearing the table with efficient movements. Then he turned, green eyes dark with intent. "Dinner's done. Come here."

Dominic rose, meeting him in the middle of the room. Their mouths crashed together, the kiss immediate and hungry. Luca tasted like spice and the faint bitterness of the beer he'd nursed with his meal, his tongue pushing past Dominic's lips with commanding heat.

Dominic gripped the front of Luca's t-shirt, fisting the fabric as he kissed back, pouring weeks of tension into the slide of tongues and the scrape of teeth. Luca's hands roamed down his back, cupping his ass and squeezing hard enough to pull a low groan from Dominic's throat.

They stumbled toward the bedroom, shedding clothes as they went. Luca stripped Dominic's shirt off first, hands rough but reverent as they mapped the lean muscles of his chest, thumbs circling dark nipples until they peaked. Dominic yanked Luca's t-shirt up and over his head, exposing the broad, muscular torso that always made his mouth water—thick pecs dusted with hair, the trail leading down to where Luca's cock strained against his jeans.

Dominic palmed it through the denim, feeling the thick length throb under his touch.

"Fuck, I've been hard since we walked in," Luca growled against his neck, biting down lightly before soothing the spot with his tongue. "You in those jeans, looking all controlled. Want to wreck that control tonight."

The words sent a spike of heat straight to Dominic's balls. They reached the bed, falling onto it in a tangle of limbs. Dominic kicked off his jeans and boxers, his cock springing free—long, cut, already leaking at the tip.

Luca did the same, shoving his own clothes down and kicking them aside. At six-two and built like the firefighter he was, Luca's body covered Dominic's with solid weight when he rolled on top, their cocks sliding together in a hot, slick drag that drew identical groans from both of them.

Dominic reached between them, wrapping his hand around both shafts. Luca's cock was thicker, heavier, seven inches of veined girth that had stretched him so perfectly every time. He stroked them together, firm and slow, thumb smearing the pre-cum beading from both heads.

The sensation was electric—hot skin on hot skin, the wet sounds filling the quiet flat. Luca thrust into his grip, hips rolling with power tempered by the tenderness in his green eyes.

"Need you inside me," Dominic said, voice husky, accent thickening with arousal. He didn't beg often, but tonight, after the close calls and the shared scars, he wanted it all. Vulnerability.

Power. The raw connection that had been building since that first argument in the rain.

Luca's gaze darkened. He grabbed the lube from the nightstand—kept there now, a permanent fixture in Dominic's otherwise sparse space—and slicked his fingers generously. Dominic spread his legs, knees bent, exposing himself completely.

Luca's thick finger circled his hole before pressing in, the stretch familiar but still sharp enough to make Dominic hiss. A second finger joined it quickly, scissoring and curling to brush his prostate with devastating accuracy. Dominic arched off the bed, cock twitching against his stomach as pleasure coiled tight in his core.

"Look at you," Luca murmured, voice rough with that Italian-American gravel. "Taking my fingers like you were made for it. So tight, Dominic. So fucking hot inside.

He added a third finger, thrusting deeper, the wet squelch obscene and perfect. Dominic rocked down onto them, chasing the burn, the fullness. Tenderness wove through the desire—Luca's free hand stroking his thigh, his scarred forearm braced beside Dominic's head like a shield.

When Luca pulled his fingers free, Dominic felt empty, clenching around nothing. But then Luca was there, slicking his own cock until it glistened, positioning the thick head at Dominic's entrance. Their eyes locked as he pushed in—slow at first, letting Dominic feel every inch.

The stretch was intense, Luca's girth splitting him open, filling him completely until his balls pressed against Dominic's ass.

"Fuck," Dominic gasped, hands gripping Luca's biceps. The muscle bunched under his fingers, solid and real. "You're so deep. Move, Luca.

I need it."

Luca moved. He drew back until just the head remained inside, then thrust forward in one smooth stroke, burying himself to the hilt. The pace built quickly—deep, powerful thrusts that rocked Dominic's body and dragged over his prostate with every snap of hips.

Skin slapped against skin, the bed creaking under them. Sweat slicked their bodies, Luca's broader chest pressing Dominic into the mattress as he fucked him harder.

Dominic's cock leaked steadily between them, trapped against Luca's abs. He wrapped his legs around Luca's waist, heels digging into the firm ass to pull him deeper. "Harder. Give me everything.

The words came out broken, his usual analytical control shattered by the raw pleasure and the emotion burning in Luca's green eyes. This wasn't just sex. It was trust—Luca showing his scars, Dominic letting down walls built after years of guarding his heart.

Luca obliged, hips snapping faster, pounding into him with relentless rhythm. One hand braced beside Dominic's head, the other wrapping around his cock, stroking in tight, slick pulls. "Come on my cock," Luca growled, direct and filthy. "Want to feel that ass clench around me while you shoot all over yourself. Then I'm filling you up, Dominic.

Marking you inside."

The words pushed Dominic over the edge. Pleasure spiked sharp and overwhelming, his hole spasming around Luca's thick cock as cum pulsed from his own shaft, splattering his chest and stomach in hot ropes. He cried out, body locking tight, vision whiting at the edges.

Luca fucked him through it, thrusts growing erratic as his own climax built. With a guttural groan, Luca buried himself deep, hips jerking as he came. Dominic felt every spurt, hot and wet, filling his ass until it leaked out around Luca's cock with each shallow thrust.

They stayed locked together, breathing ragged, foreheads pressed close. Luca kissed him then—slow, tender, a contrast to the pounding fuck that had just wrecked them both. His scarred hand cupped Dominic's jaw, thumb stroking his cheek with surprising gentleness. "You're everything I didn't know I needed," Luca whispered against his lips, vulnerability raw in his voice. "After Maria, after shutting everyone out... you burn through all that shit.

Makes me want to protect this. Protect you."

Dominic's chest tightened, the afterglow mixing with deeper emotion. He traced the silver at Luca's temples, then the scar on his forearm, feeling the raised tissue that symbolized so much of what Luca carried. "Same for me. London left me guarded, not out to my family, building walls so high I couldn't see over them.

But you... you make me want to tear them down. Even if it scares the hell out of me."

Luca pulled out slowly, cum trickling from Dominic's hole as he did. He cleaned them both with a warm cloth from the bathroom, movements efficient but caring, then pulled Dominic against his chest on the bed. Their bodies fit together—Luca's muscular frame a solid wall, Dominic's lean one tucked in close.

The tenderness lingered, hands stroking skin, breaths syncing in the quiet.

Then Luca's phone buzzed on the nightstand. He ignored it at first, but it buzzed again, insistent. Dominic reached for it, glancing at the screen.

It was from Ramirez at the station, a urgent text: *Captain, new intel from the lab. The arsonist left a note at the last scene. Targeted.

Says next one's personal—aiming at someone connected to the investigation. Names aren't clear, but patterns point to you or Kane. Watch your backs.*

The words hit like cold water. Dominic read it aloud, his analytical mind snapping back into gear even as his body still hummed from their encounter. Luca's arm tightened around him, green eyes hardening with protective fire.

"He's coming for us," Luca said, voice low and rough. "Or one of us. After tonight, after all this... fuck that. No one's touching you."

Dominic met his gaze, the passion from minutes ago shifting into something fiercer. "And no one's touching you. We've been dancing around this case for weeks, but now it's personal. We protect each other.

No matter the cost. Your crew, my lab, the whole damn city can burn around us—I won't let him take you."

Luca kissed him again, harder this time, sealing the vow with heat and promise. Their bodies pressed close, cocks stirring faintly despite the news, but the moment held more than desire. It held commitment, the kind forged in flames and late-night confessions.

They lay there longer, tangled and sated but alert now, the dinner forgotten and the flat no longer feeling like neutral ground but like a fortress. The arsonist was escalating, targeting their connection, but in that moment Dominic felt the fire between them burn brighter than any accelerant. They'd face it together—arguments over evidence, nights like this, the vulnerability neither had asked for but both craved.

The final piece of the arson puzzle was about to drop—along with their remaining defenses.


Chapter 13

Trial by Fire

Luca Moretti tasted smoke before he even kicked the warehouse door. The call had come in at midnight, Engine 9 rolling hot on a silent alarm from the old canning plant near the Navy Yard. But Luca knew the second his boots hit the loading dock that this wasn’t random.

The air reeked of diesel, sharp and chemical, the same signature Dominic had tracked across six scenes. His scar pulled tight under his bunker jacket, an old warning that never lied.

“Primary search, alpha side,” he barked into the radio, voice steady despite the adrenaline spiking through his veins. “Ramirez, take the west. Chen, get that line charged. I want eyes on every corner.”

Dominic’s black sedan sat at the perimeter, the arson investigator already moving forward in his turnout gear like he belonged there now. Three weeks of stolen nights had changed everything between them. The arguments over evidence had turned into arguments over who got to top, the tension bleeding into something raw and real.

Luca caught Dominic’s dark eyes across the chaos for half a second—enough to see the same fear he felt mirrored back. The text from last night still burned in his mind. The arsonist had named them.

Made it personal.

Luca pushed inside first, SCBA mask sealed, the world narrowing to heat and the rasp of his own breathing. Flames climbed the stacked crates like living things, blue at the base where the accelerant had been poured in deliberate trails. This wasn’t just fire.

This was a trap.

“FDNY!” he shouted, voice muffled. “Anyone here?”

A laugh answered him. Low, unhinged, coming from the mezzanine level. Luca’s stomach clenched.

He signaled his crew to hold position and climbed the metal stairs two at a time, boots ringing on grated steel. Dominic followed without being told, staying close enough that Luca could feel the man’s presence like a second shadow.

At the top, the arsonist waited in the center of a ring of fire. Skinny white guy in his forties, face smeared with soot, eyes wild with the kind of madness that came from too many nights watching buildings burn. He held a red plastic jug in one hand, the last of the diesel sloshing inside.

“Captain Moretti,” the man said, grinning like they were old friends. “And the suit who keeps ruining my art. I left that note just for you two. Knew you’d come running.”

Luca’s hand tightened on his Halligan bar. “Drop the jug. Hands where I can see them.”

The arsonist laughed again and upended the container, pouring a fresh trail that connected to the ones already burning. Fire raced across the floor, cutting off their retreat. The mezzanine groaned under the sudden heat.

“You think you’re heroes?” the man spat. “I watched you at every scene. Watched how you looked at each other when you thought no one noticed. Disgusting.

Two men playing at fire while real men burn.”

Dominic stepped forward, voice calm but edged with steel. “It’s over. NYPD is already outside. You’re done.”

The arsonist lunged—not at them, but at the support column where he’d clearly prepped the collapse. He jammed something into the weakened joint, a small device that clicked ominously. Luca moved on instinct, tackling the man before he could trigger it.

They hit the floor hard, rolling toward the flames. The jug flew from the arsonist’s grip and exploded in a fireball ten feet away.

“Get him out!” Luca shouted to Dominic.

But the mezzanine had other plans. A deep crack split the air, then the floor gave way beneath Luca’s boots. He grabbed for the railing, missed, and fell through into the smoke-filled dark below.

Pain exploded in his right leg as a steel beam pinned him against a concrete pillar. Fire licked at the edges of the debris pile, heat so intense his mask started to fog.

“Luca!” Dominic’s voice cut through the radio, raw panic breaking that crisp British accent.

“I’m trapped,” Luca gritted out, trying to shove the beam off his leg. White-hot agony flared up his thigh. His bunker gear was holding for now, but the flames were closing in, chewing through the wooden pallets stacked around him.

The scar on his forearm burned like it remembered every past fire. For the first time in twelve years, real fear clawed at his chest—not for himself, but for the man he’d let get too close. Dominic couldn’t come in after him.

Not here. Not like this.

“Stay back,” Luca ordered, voice breaking. “That’s a direct order, Kane. Get out and let the crew handle it.”

The only answer was the sound of boots hitting the floor above, then Dominic’s voice much closer, muffled through his own mask. “Like hell I am.”

Luca twisted his head, vision limited by smoke and pain. Dominic dropped through the hole in the mezzanine like a man possessed, landing hard in the burning debris. Flames reflected in his dark eyes as he scrambled over the wreckage, ignoring the radio chatter exploding in both their ears—Luca’s crew screaming for them to evacuate, the battalion chief calling maydays.

“You stupid bastard,” Luca growled when Dominic reached him. The younger man was already shoving at the beam, lean muscles straining under his turnout coat. Sweat carved tracks through the soot on his face. “You’re going to get yourself killed.”

“Shut up and push,” Dominic snapped. Their eyes met through the masks, and the truth passed between them without words. Dominic wasn’t here as the arson investigator.

He was here as the man who’d taken Luca’s cock in a truck during stakeout, who’d listened to the ugly story of the scar on his arm, who’d whispered fears about his traditional family in the dark. He was here because this had stopped being a job weeks ago.

Together they heaved. The beam shifted an inch, then another. Luca’s leg screamed, but he got it free just as a fresh wall of flame roared toward them.

Dominic yanked him up, arm around his waist, half-carrying him toward the only clear path left—a narrow service corridor that hadn’t fully ignited yet. The arsonist’s laughter echoed from above, followed by the sound of more liquid hitting the floor.

“He’s still up there,” Dominic panted.

“Let the crew handle him. We’re getting out.”

They stumbled through the corridor, flames nipping at their heels. Luca’s leg buckled once, and Dominic caught him, pressing their masked faces close for a split second that felt like eternity. “I’m not losing you,” Dominic said, voice fierce. “Not to this. Not to anything.”

They burst out the side loading door just as the entire mezzanine collapsed in a thunderous crash. Firefighters swarmed them immediately, stripping masks, checking for burns. Luca coughed hard, lungs burning, but his eyes stayed locked on Dominic.

The man looked wrecked—soot-streaked, breathing ragged—but alive. The arsonist hadn’t made it out. Uniformed officers dragged him from a secondary exit moments later, zip-ties already cutting into his wrists.

He was still ranting about perverts and fire when they shoved him into a squad car.

The case was closed. Just like that.

Adrenaline still roared through Luca’s veins as the paramedics cleared him—sprained knee, smoke inhalation, nothing that wouldn’t heal. Dominic refused treatment, hovering at the edge of the ambulance like a man who couldn’t quite believe they’d both walked out. Their eyes kept meeting across the chaos, the weight of everything unsaid pressing heavier than the beam that had pinned Luca.

By the time they cleared the scene, dawn was bleeding across the Brooklyn skyline. Luca’s crew gave them space, sensing something had shifted. Ramirez clapped Luca on the shoulder once, muttering, “Glad you’re okay, Cap,” before loading the rig.

Dominic’s lieutenant had already taken his initial statement. The official report would come later. Right now, all Luca could think about was getting Dominic alone.

“My place,” Luca said when they reached his truck. It wasn’t a question.

Dominic slid into the passenger seat without argument. The drive to Bay Ridge was silent, the air thick with everything they’d almost lost. Luca’s hand found Dominic’s thigh at a red light, squeezing hard enough to bruise.

Dominic covered it with his own, fingers lacing tight.

The apartment door had barely clicked shut before Luca had him against it. Their mouths crashed together, desperate and messy, tasting of smoke and relief. Luca’s hands were everywhere—yanking Dominic’s shirt open, buttons scattering across the hardwood, palming the lean muscle of his chest.

Dominic gave as good as he got, shoving Luca’s t-shirt up and scraping short nails over his abs, tracing the old scar on his forearm like a talisman.

“Thought I’d lost you,” Dominic gasped against his mouth, accent thick and wrecked.

Luca spun him, pressing Dominic’s chest to the door, grinding his hardening cock against that tight ass. “You came in after me. Stupid. Brave.

Fuck, I need you.”

They didn’t make it to the bedroom. Clothes hit the floor in a trail to the couch. Luca shoved Dominic down onto it, dropping to his knees between those spread thighs.

Dominic’s cock stood thick and leaking, the head flushed dark against his dark skin. Luca took him deep in one swallow, throat relaxing around the length until his nose pressed to trimmed curls. The taste was pure Dominic—salt and skin and the faint chemical trace of the fire they’d both survived.

“Luca—fuck—” Dominic’s hands fisted in his hair, hips bucking up. Luca sucked harder, hollowing his cheeks, one hand rolling Dominic’s balls while the other slid two fingers behind to circle his hole. The muscle fluttered against his fingertips, still tight despite how many times Luca had fucked him in the last three weeks.

He pushed both fingers inside without lube, the dry burn drawing a choked moan from Dominic that went straight to Luca’s cock.

He worked him open roughly, scissoring and curling until Dominic was writhing, cock sliding deeper down his throat. When he pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connected his lips to the glistening head.

“On your back,” Luca ordered, voice gravel-rough. “Want to see your face when I fuck you.”

Dominic obeyed instantly, spreading his legs wide on the leather couch. Luca grabbed the lube from the side table—they kept it everywhere now—and slicked his cock with quick strokes. Seven inches of thick girth, veins standing out, head already drooling pre-cum.

He pressed forward, notching the head against Dominic’s hole, and pushed in on one long thrust.

The heat was incredible. Dominic’s ass clenched around him like a fist, tight and perfect. Luca bottomed out with a groan, balls pressed tight to that firm ass, and held still for a moment just to feel it.

Dominic’s dark eyes were blown wide, lips parted, chest heaving.

“Move,” Dominic demanded, heels digging into Luca’s ass. “Fuck me like you mean it. Like you almost died in there and I saved your stubborn ass.”

Luca gave it to him. He pulled out until just the head remained inside, then slammed back in, setting a brutal pace that made the couch creak. Every thrust dragged over Dominic’s prostate, drawing broken sounds from that sharp mouth—moans and curses in that crisp British accent that always thickened when he was getting fucked.

Luca braced one scarred forearm beside Dominic’s head, the other wrapping around Dominic’s cock, stroking him in tight, slick pulls.

“You feel so fucking good,” Luca growled, snapping his hips harder. “This tight ass squeezing my cock. Taking every inch like you were built for it. Mine.

You’re mine, Dominic.”

The words unlocked something in both of them. Dominic’s hands gripped Luca’s shoulders, nails digging in as he met every thrust, fucking himself back on Luca’s cock with desperate rolls of his hips. Sweat slicked their skin where they joined, the wet slap of bodies filling the apartment alongside their ragged breathing.

Vulnerability cracked through the raw power. Luca slowed for a moment, grinding deep instead of pounding, forehead pressed to Dominic’s. “When that beam pinned me… all I could think was I’d never get to do this again. Never get to hold you after.

Never get to tell you I’m falling for you, you stubborn fucking Brit.”

Dominic’s eyes glistened, emotion raw in the dark depths. He cupped Luca’s jaw, thumb stroking the stubble there. “I love you. I realized it when I saw you go down.

Love you, Luca. Walls down. All of it.”

The confession shattered what remained of Luca’s control. He kissed Dominic hard, tongues sliding deep as he started fucking him again—slower now, more intense, every thrust carrying the weight of what they’d almost lost. Dominic’s cock throbbed in his fist, leaking steadily over his knuckles.

Luca stroked faster, twisting at the head on every upstroke, thumb pressing into the slit.

“Come for me,” Luca murmured against his lips. “Want to feel you come while I’m buried inside you. Then I’m filling this ass until you feel me for days.”

Dominic came with a broken cry, body locking tight. Thick ropes of cum pulsed over Luca’s fist, splattering both their stomachs and chests. His hole clenched rhythmically around Luca’s cock, milking him with every spasm.

The sensation pushed Luca over the edge. He buried himself to the hilt and came hard, groaning low as his cock jerked inside that tight heat, flooding Dominic with pulse after pulse of hot cum.

They stayed locked together through the aftershocks, breathing each other in. Luca kissed him softly now—tender presses to his mouth, his jaw, the sweat-damp skin of his neck. When he finally pulled out, cum trickled from Dominic’s hole, and Luca watched it with possessive heat before grabbing a towel to clean them both.

They ended up in bed, tangled together under the sheets. Luca’s leg ached, his lungs still burned, but none of it mattered with Dominic’s head on his chest, fingers tracing idle patterns over the scar on his forearm.

“The case is closed,” Dominic said quietly, voice hoarse from shouting and moaning. “He’s in custody. No more fires. No more stakeouts.”

Luca’s hand stroked down the lean line of his back, palming the curve of his ass where it was still slick. “Means we have to figure out what this is. Really is. I’m not going back to pretending.

Not after tonight. You risked everything for me. I’m not letting you do that alone anymore.”

Dominic lifted his head, dark eyes steady. “My family still doesn’t know. Your crew doesn’t know. The departments—”

“Can deal with it.” Luca’s voice was firm, the protective instinct that defined him rising to the surface. “We’ll be careful. But I’m not hiding you. Not the man who saved my life in that inferno.

Not the man I love.”

The word slipped out natural as breathing. Dominic’s breath caught, then he smiled—that rare, full smile that made Luca’s chest ache. He leaned up and kissed him, slow and deep, bodies shifting until Dominic was half-draped over him, cocks stirring again but without urgency.

They had time now. The arsonist was done. The fires were out.

But as Luca rolled them so he could press Dominic into the mattress again, hands mapping every inch of that athletic body with renewed hunger, he felt the heat between them flare hotter than ever. This wasn’t ending. This was just beginning—messy, complicated, real.

Two men who’d found each other in the ashes, scars and all.

The fire was out, but the heat between them only burned hotter.


Chapter 14

From Ashes We Rise

Dominic woke to the faint metallic tang of smoke still clinging to his skin and the heavier weight of Luca’s arm slung across his chest. The Bay Ridge apartment was quiet except for the distant hum of morning traffic filtering through the rain-streaked windows. He lay still for a long moment, cataloging the aches in his own body—the strain in his shoulders from heaving that beam off Luca’s leg, the rawness in his throat from the smoke—and then turned his head to study the man beside him.

Luca slept on his back, one thick thigh exposed where the sheet had slipped down. The sprain was already blooming into a mottled bruise along his right calf, nothing broken but enough to make walking a chore for the next week. Dominic’s gaze traced upward: the old burn scar on Luca’s forearm looked angrier than usual against the tanned skin, reddened from the heat of the final fire.

At thirty-four, Luca carried every year of those twelve years on the job in the silver threading his dark hair and the faint lines at the corners of his piercing green eyes. But this morning he looked peaceful, chest rising and falling in steady rhythm, lips slightly parted.

Dominic slipped from the bed carefully, his own lean frame moving with the precision he brought to every crime scene. He padded naked into the bathroom, wet a clean cloth with warm water, and gathered the small first-aid kit Luca kept under the sink. When he returned, Luca’s green eyes were open, watching him with that battle-hardened intensity that still made Dominic’s pulse kick.

“You should be resting that leg,” Dominic said, voice low and clipped with the British edge that never quite softened, even after three years in New York. He sat on the edge of the mattress and folded the sheet back, exposing the injured calf. The bruise had deepened overnight, purple blooming against the muscle.

Dominic pressed the warm cloth to it gently, watching Luca’s jaw tighten but not flinch.

“It’s nothing,” Luca muttered, but his hand came down to rest on Dominic’s thigh, thumb stroking the lean muscle there. “I’ve walked out of worse.”

“You nearly didn’t walk out at all.” Dominic’s fingers worked carefully, cleaning the minor scrapes around the sprain before wrapping it with an elastic bandage from the kit. The touch was clinical at first, but the memory of the mezzanine collapsing, of Luca pinned and ordering him to leave, cracked something open in his chest. He leaned down and pressed his lips to the scar on Luca’s forearm, tasting the faint salt of yesterday’s sweat and smoke. “Let me do this.

For once, Captain, stop being the one who carries everything.”

Luca’s breath hitched, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, his broad hand slid higher, cupping the back of Dominic’s neck and drawing him up for a kiss. It started slow, mouths brushing with the tenderness that had begun to thread through their rougher encounters.

Dominic tasted the remnants of last night’s confession on Luca’s tongue—the words that had slipped out between thrusts, the admission that this was more than heat and relief. When they parted, Dominic finished securing the bandage, his dark fingers lingering on the thick muscle of Luca’s thigh.

“You’re good at that,” Luca said, voice rough with that dry Italian-American gravel. “Taking care of people. Never thought I’d let anyone do it for me.”

Dominic met his eyes, intense dark ones locking onto green. The vulnerability sat between them now, no longer hidden behind arguments about pour patterns or evidence protocols. The arsonist was in custody, the case closed.

No more midnight stakeouts, no more pretending their paths only crossed because of fire. The future stretched out raw and uncharted, and the fear of it coiled low in Dominic’s gut.

He shifted closer, straddling Luca’s uninjured leg, their cocks brushing together in a slow, heated slide. Both were half-hard already, the morning light painting Luca’s muscular frame in soft gold. Dominic wrapped a hand around Luca’s thickening length, stroking from root to tip with firm, deliberate pulls. “I’m afraid,” he admitted quietly, the words slipping out as he worked Luca’s cock to full hardness.

Seven inches of heavy girth pulsed in his palm, veins standing out under the smooth skin. “Afraid that once the adrenaline fades, you’ll close off again. That the job will swallow you whole like it did with Maria, and I’ll be left on the outside watching.”

Luca’s hips flexed up into the stroke, a low groan rumbling from his chest. His hands gripped Dominic’s athletic hips, fingers digging into dark skin with possessive strength. “That’s my fear too. Losing this.

Losing you because I don’t know how to be anything but the captain who carries the weight alone.” He sat up slowly, careful of his wrapped leg, and pulled Dominic flush against him. Their chests pressed together, Luca’s broader frame enveloping Dominic’s lean one. “But last night, when that beam had me pinned and the flames were closing in, all I could think was I didn’t want to die without telling you I love you. I do, Dominic.

Love the way you challenge me, the way you stood in that collapsing warehouse and refused to leave me behind.”

The confession landed like accelerant on embers. Dominic’s breath caught, his own cock throbbing against Luca’s stomach, leaking steadily onto the ridged muscle there. He stroked Luca faster, thumb circling the flushed head on every upstroke, spreading the slick pre-cum that beaded at the slit. “I love you too,” he whispered, accent thickening with the raw emotion. “More than I thought I could after London.

After Alex. But the future… my family doesn’t know. They’re traditional, expecting the nice girl from church, the grandchildren with Nigerian roots.

Coming out means burning bridges I’ve kept intact across an ocean. What if they turn away? What if the department finds out and we both lose our badges?”

Luca’s hand slid between them, wrapping around Dominic’s long cock and matching his rhythm—tight, purposeful strokes that had Dominic’s hips jerking. “Then we face it together. I’m not hiding anymore. My crew respects me because I’ve earned it, not because I pretend to be something I’m not.

We tell them. Start small—maybe Ramirez first, he’s got eyes like a hawk anyway. As for your family, I’ll stand beside you when you call them.

Or fly there with you if you want. You don’t have to do it alone.”

The words unlocked the last of Dominic’s guarded walls. He kissed Luca hard, tongues sliding wet and urgent, while their hands worked each other’s cocks in perfect sync. Desire and vulnerability twisted together, power in the way Luca’s thicker frame dominated from below, tenderness in how he slowed his strokes to draw it out.

Dominic rocked against him, ass clenching with need, hole still faintly slick from the night before.

“Fuck me,” Dominic breathed against Luca’s mouth. “Need to feel you inside me while we make this real.”

Luca didn’t hesitate. He reached for the lube on the nightstand, slicking his cock with quick, efficient strokes until it glistened. Dominic rose onto his knees, positioning himself over the thick head, then sank down slowly, taking every inch in one deliberate glide.

The stretch burned sweet and deep, Luca’s girth filling him completely until his ass was flush against Luca’s hips. They both groaned, the sound raw and unfiltered.

“God, you’re tight,” Luca growled, hands gripping Dominic’s waist. “Still so fucking perfect around my cock.”

Dominic rolled his hips experimentally, feeling Luca’s length drag over his prostate with every movement. The pace built gradually—slow at first, savoring the slick slide, the way Luca’s cock throbbed inside him. Luca thrust up to meet him, careful of his injured leg but powerful nonetheless, driving deep with measured snaps that punched the air from Dominic’s lungs.

Their bodies moved together with the familiarity of weeks spent learning each other: Luca’s scarred forearm braced on the mattress for leverage, Dominic’s lean thighs flexing as he rode harder.

“Tell me what you want for us,” Luca said, voice strained as he wrapped a rough hand around Dominic’s bouncing cock again, stroking in time with the thrusts. “No more secrets. Concrete plans. I want to wake up next to you every morning, not just after bad calls.”

Dominic’s rhythm faltered as pleasure coiled tighter, but he kept moving, ass clenching around the thick intrusion. “I want to come out to them. My parents. My sister.

I’ll call them this weekend, tell them I’m with a man who makes me feel alive for the first time since Southwark. With your support. And after that… we tell your crew.

Maybe get a place together, somewhere between the station and my office. No more sneaking around in trucks or supply closets. I want to build something real, Luca.

Not just survival. A life.”

Luca’s green eyes darkened with emotion, the battle-hardened walls fully down now. He pulled Dominic down for a deep kiss, tongues fucking as their hips ground together. The explicit slap of skin filled the room—wet, filthy, real.

Luca’s cock drove up into Dominic’s ass with increasing urgency, balls tightening against his skin. “Yes,” he rasped when they broke apart. “My apartment’s bigger. We make it ours. Books on every shelf, your modern shit mixed with my mess.

I’ll introduce you to the crew as mine. No more captain and suit. Just us.

And if the brass has a problem, we fight it together. I’m not losing you to fear.”

The words pushed Dominic over the edge. Pleasure spiked sharp through his core, his hole spasming rhythmically around Luca’s girth as cum erupted from his cock in thick ropes, splattering Luca’s chest and fist. He cried out, accent breaking into pure need, body locking tight.

Luca followed seconds later, burying himself deep with a guttural groan, flooding Dominic’s ass with hot pulses of release. The sensation was overwhelming—wet heat filling him, Luca’s cock jerking inside his clenching channel, their bodies pressed flush from chest to thigh.

They stayed joined through the aftershocks, Dominic collapsing forward onto Luca’s broad chest. Luca’s arms wrapped around him, one hand stroking down his spine with surprising gentleness, the other resting on the curve of his ass where they were still connected. Cum trickled slowly from Dominic’s hole as Luca softened inside him, but neither moved to clean up yet.

The moment held too much tenderness, too much power in the simple act of holding on after the storm.

“I was terrified last night,” Dominic murmured against Luca’s neck, lips brushing the stubble there. “Not just of the fire. Of realizing how much I need you. My analytical brain kept calculating the risks—losing the job, losing my family’s respect, losing the careful life I built here.

But when I saw you go down in that warehouse, none of it mattered. I’d burn every bridge for you.”

Luca kissed his temple, the gesture soft and possessive. “Same. Twelve years of shutting people out, convincing myself the job was enough. You changed that.

Your stubborn precision, the way you push back at every scene, the way you take my cock and my scars and my fears without flinching. We’ll make the plans solid. I’ll help you draft the call to your family if you want.

We’ll sit down with the lieutenant next week, get ahead of any rumors. Openly. Together.”

Dominic lifted his head, dark eyes searching Luca’s green ones. The decision settled in his chest like a clear pour pattern—deliberate, irreversible, right. “I’m going to come out to them. This weekend.

Tell them about the man who carried me through more than just collapsing buildings. About how you make me want to stop guarding my heart. And then we choose a new place.

Somewhere with a rooftop for stakeouts that don’t involve arson. A kitchen big enough for you to cook those terrible Italian meals you keep promising.”

Luca chuckled, the dry humor surfacing even now, but his eyes shone with something deeper. He flexed his hips slightly, still buried inside Dominic, drawing a shared hiss of oversensitive pleasure. “Deal. But only if you promise to argue with me about evidence protocols at least twice a week.

Keeps things interesting.”

They kissed again, slower this time, mouths moving with the lazy exploration that came after release. Dominic felt Luca’s cock twitch inside him, not fully soft yet, the connection intimate and grounding. Desire still simmered beneath the surface, but it was layered now with the emotional weight of decisions made.

Power in Luca’s protective grip, tenderness in the way his thumb traced the line of Dominic’s jaw, vulnerability in the fears they’d named aloud.

Eventually Dominic eased off him, wincing at the pleasant ache in his ass as Luca’s spent cock slipped free. Cum leaked down his thigh, and Luca watched it with heated satisfaction before reaching for the cloth Dominic had brought earlier. They cleaned each other without hurry—Dominic wiping Luca’s chest and the bandage on his leg, Luca’s big hands gentle between Dominic’s cheeks, soothing the used hole with careful strokes.

“Does it hurt?” Luca asked, voice low.

“Only in the best way.” Dominic leaned in, pressing their foreheads together. “Like a reminder that I’m yours. That we survived.”

They moved to the kitchen after, Luca limping but refusing help, brewing coffee with one hand while the other stayed linked with Dominic’s. They sat at the small table, naked and unashamed, planning in concrete terms: the call to London on Saturday evening, a quiet dinner with Luca’s crew the following week, applications for a shared lease on a place in Sunset Park with views of the water. Dominic felt the fear still there, a low burn in his chest, but Luca’s steady presence banked it.

Support wrapped around every word, every touch.

By mid-morning they returned to the bed, bodies entwining again. This time Luca took him from behind, slow and deep, his injured leg braced carefully as he rocked into Dominic’s ass with long strokes. They discussed details between thrusts—how they’d handle department protocol, whether Dominic would transfer to a less conflicting unit, how Luca would introduce him not as the arson investigator but as the man he loved.

Each confession wove into the rhythm: Luca’s cock dragging over Dominic’s prostate on the word “family,” Dominic pushing back onto every inch as he promised “openly.”

When they came again it was quieter, shared moans and clenched fingers, Luca filling him once more while Dominic spilled onto the sheets. Afterward they lay facing each other, legs tangled, Luca’s scarred forearm resting between them like a bridge.

The city moved on outside the windows, fires would still burn somewhere, but for them the chaos had settled. Dominic traced the silver at Luca’s temples, then the lines of the old burn scar, committing them to memory. The fears about the future hadn’t vanished, but they no longer controlled him.

With Luca’s support, the decision to come out felt like stepping into cleared smoke—visible, possible.

All that remained was choosing to walk forward together.


Chapter 15

Eternal Flame

Luca woke to the rare silence of a morning with no tones dropping, no pager buzzing on the nightstand, and the solid weight of Dominic’s body curled against his side. Sunlight filtered weak and golden through the blinds of his Bay Ridge apartment, painting stripes across the rumpled sheets and the lean line of Dominic’s back. At thirty-four, Luca had learned to savor these pockets of peace; they came few and far between in a life spent chasing flames.

But this one felt different. This one had Dominic in it—close-cropped hair mussed from sleep, dark skin warm where it pressed to Luca’s chest, one leg thrown possessively over Luca’s thigh like he belonged there.

He didn’t move at first. Just lay there, breathing in the faint scent of them—sweat and cologne and the lingering trace of smoke that never fully left either of their skins. His right forearm rested along Dominic’s spine, the old burn scar itching faintly in the cool air, a familiar reminder of every fire he’d walked through.

This morning, though, the scar didn’t pull him back to Bushwick or any of the warehouses that had defined the last few months. It anchored him right here, to the man who had charged into collapsing buildings for him, who had taken his cock and his confessions with the same fierce precision.

Their journey replayed in Luca’s mind like a slow-burning reel. That first night in Red Hook, when Dominic had rolled up in his tailored suit and tried to shut down his crew’s hoses. Luca had wanted to punch him.

Then he’d wanted to fuck him. The arguments at scenes, the reluctant partnership forced by their bosses, the stakeouts where words had slipped out like smoke through cracks—divorce, the toxic ex in London, the walls they’d both built so high neither could see over them. The near-misses: the beam that had pinned Luca’s leg in the final fire, Dominic refusing to leave him behind even as the mezzanine groaned overhead.

The confessions afterward, raw and shaking. *I love you.* The words had come out of Luca in the middle of fucking Dominic against his own front door, and they hadn’t taken them back.

Luca’s cock stirred at the memory, thickening against Dominic’s hip. The younger man shifted, dark eyes fluttering open. Twenty-eight years old and still carrying that sharp analytical edge, but the vulnerability in his gaze this morning was new.

Open. Like the flames had finally cleared and left something solid behind.

“Morning,” Dominic murmured, voice still sleep-rough with that crisp British accent that always hit Luca low in the gut. He stretched, pressing closer, their bodies aligning in a way that made Luca’s breath catch. Lean muscle against broader bulk, Dominic’s morning wood sliding alongside his own.

Luca slid a hand down the smooth plane of Dominic’s back, palming the firm curve of his ass. “Yeah. It is.” He leaned in, kissing him slow and deep, no rush in it. Their lips moved together with the ease of familiarity now—tongues brushing, breaths mingling.

Dominic tasted like sleep and the faint mint of toothpaste from the middle of the night when they’d both woken thirsty. Luca poured everything into the kiss: the fear he’d felt when that beam came down, the relief of waking up alive, the bone-deep certainty that this man had burned through every defense he’d ever had.

Dominic pulled back just enough to rest their foreheads together. “We made it. The arsonist is locked up. No more watching warehouses burn while pretending we don’t want to tear each other’s clothes off.”

Luca huffed a dry laugh, the sound rumbling in his chest. His fingers traced the seam of Dominic’s ass, dipping lower to brush over his hole. Still slightly swollen from last night, still slick with the remnants of what they’d done. “Took us long enough.

First time I saw you, I thought you were the most arrogant suit I’d ever met. Now I can’t imagine starting a shift without knowing you’ll be there, arguing about pour patterns and then letting me fuck the attitude out of you afterward.”

Dominic’s breath hitched as Luca’s fingertip circled his rim, pressing lightly. “And I thought you were a reckless Italian hothead who’d get us both killed. Turns out you’re the only one I trust to carry me through the smoke.” He rocked back against Luca’s hand, seeking more. “We’ve come a long way from that diner where we could barely share a table without wanting to throttle each other.”

Luca kissed him again, deeper this time, rolling them so Dominic lay beneath him. At six-two and built from years of hauling victims and hose, Luca’s weight settled over the younger man like a shield. Their cocks rubbed together, hot and hard, pre-cum already slicking the way.

He reached for the lube on the nightstand—kept there permanently now—and coated his fingers generously. No rush. This morning wasn’t about the frantic release after a bad call.

This was affirmation. This was the fire they’d chosen to keep burning between them.

He worked one finger into Dominic’s ass, slow and tender, feeling the tight heat clench around him. Dominic moaned softly, legs spreading wider, hips tilting up to take it. “That’s it,” Luca murmured against his neck, nipping at the strong line of muscle there. “Let me in. Like you always do.” A second finger joined the first, scissoring gently, curling to brush that spot inside that made Dominic’s cock jerk against Luca’s stomach.

The sounds Dominic made—low, broken, that accent fraying at the edges—went straight to Luca’s balls.

“Luca…” Dominic’s hands roamed his back, tracing the muscles, then sliding up to thread through the dark hair silvering at Luca’s temples. “Need you. All of you. Slow.

I want to feel every second of this.”

Luca kissed down his chest, taking one dark nipple between his teeth and tugging lightly before soothing it with his tongue. He added a third finger, stretching Dominic open with patient care, watching the way the man’s lean body arched and trembled beneath him. When he finally pulled his fingers free, he slicked his own cock—thick, seven inches, flushed dark and leaking—and lined up.

Their eyes locked as he pushed in. Inch by inch, slow enough that Luca felt every ripple of muscle, every flutter around his shaft. Dominic’s hole opened for him beautifully, hot and tight, swallowing him until Luca’s hips pressed flush against that firm ass.

They stayed like that, joined completely, breathing each other’s air.

“Fuck, you feel perfect,” Luca whispered, voice rough. “Every time. Like you were made for my cock.” He began to move, deep rolling thrusts that dragged his length over Dominic’s prostate on every stroke. No pounding.

Just steady, tender rhythm—hips circling, grinding, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back home. Sweat beaded on their skin where they touched, Luca’s broader chest pressing Dominic into the mattress.

Dominic’s hands gripped his shoulders, nails digging in just enough to ground them both. “Yes. Like that. God, Luca—love the way you fill me.

Love feeling you so deep.” His own cock lay trapped between their stomachs, leaking steadily, the head rubbing against Luca’s abs with every thrust. Luca reached down and wrapped a hand around it, stroking in time with his hips—firm, unhurried pulls that had Dominic’s breath stuttering.

They moved together like that for long minutes, the room filled with the wet sound of Luca’s cock sliding in and out of Dominic’s ass, their shared moans, the creak of the bed. Luca kissed him through it all—mouth, jaw, throat—pouring every unsaid word into the press of lips and tongue. *I love you. I’m not letting go.

You saved me in more ways than one.* The reflection hit him again as pleasure coiled tighter: from enemies to partners to this. The fire that had started as anger had become something eternal, something that warmed instead of destroyed.

“Close,” Dominic gasped, accent thick and wrecked. His hole clenched around Luca’s cock, rhythmic and desperate. “Come with me. Please.”

Luca thrust a little deeper, angling to hit that spot relentlessly while his hand flew over Dominic’s cock. “Let go for me. Want to feel you come while I’m buried inside you.” Dominic shattered first, body locking tight as thick ropes of cum pulsed between them, splattering Luca’s fist and their stomachs. His ass spasmed hard around Luca’s shaft, milking him with every wave.

The sensation dragged Luca over the edge seconds later. He buried himself to the hilt and came with a low groan, flooding Dominic’s ass with hot, pulsing jets that seemed to go on forever. He kept moving through it, slow and tender, drawing out every last drop until they were both spent and shaking.

They stayed connected, Luca softening inside him as he collapsed carefully to the side, pulling Dominic against his chest. Cum trickled from Dominic’s hole onto Luca’s thigh, but neither moved to clean up. Luca stroked a hand down his back, tracing the knobs of his spine, the lean muscle earned from waterfront runs and years on the line in London. “We’ve been through hell,” he said quietly, kissing the top of Dominic’s head. “Fires, arguments, nearly losing each other in that last warehouse.

But waking up with you… this is what I want. Every morning. Not just after the bad calls.”

Dominic lifted his head, dark eyes soft in the growing light. “Same. I spent three years building walls after Alex. Not letting anyone close.

You burned them all down, Luca. With your stubborn protectiveness and your dry humor and the way you look at me like I’m the only thing that matters when the smoke clears.”

Luca’s chest tightened with everything he felt for this man. He cupped Dominic’s jaw, thumb brushing over his full lower lip. “Then stay. Move in with me.

Permanently. No more driving across the city after shifts, no more pretending this is temporary. My place is big enough for both of us—your books on the shelves next to mine, your modern shit mixing with my mess.

We make it ours. We tell my crew. We call your family together when you’re ready.

No more hiding the fire we’ve got.”

The words hung between them, heavy with promise. Dominic searched his face for a long moment, then smiled—that rare, genuine smile that lit his intense eyes like dawn breaking. “Yes. I’ll move in.

I want this, Luca. Us. The whole damn thing—arguments over breakfast, stakeouts that end with us fucking in the truck, mornings like this where we don’t have to rush off to separate lives.

I love you. I’m in.”

Luca kissed him again, slow and deep, sealing the agreement with the same tenderness they’d just shared with their bodies. Relief and joy swelled in his chest, warmer than any fire he’d ever fought. They lay tangled for a while longer, hands roaming lazily—Luca’s scarred fingers tracing Dominic’s ribs, Dominic’s palm resting over the old burn on Luca’s forearm like it was a vow.

Eventually they rose, bodies still humming from the afterglow. Luca limped slightly from the sprained leg, but the pain felt distant, insignificant next to the peace settling in his bones. They pulled on sweatpants and nothing else, moving to the window that overlooked the Brooklyn rooftops and the distant Manhattan skyline.

The sun was just beginning to crest properly now, painting the city in golds and pinks that chased away the last shadows of night.

Luca wrapped his arms around Dominic from behind, pulling the younger man back against his chest. His chin rested on Dominic’s shoulder, green eyes taking in the view—the bridges spanning the East River, the buildings that had seen too many of their fires, the streets where they’d first clashed and then collided. “Look at it,” he murmured. “New York. Still standing after everything.

Like us.”

Dominic leaned into him, one hand covering Luca’s where it rested on his stomach. “We’re at peace with it now. The fire we share—it doesn’t have to burn everything down. It can keep us warm.

Keep us alive.”

They stood like that as the sun rose higher, bathing the city in light. Luca felt the last of his old walls crumble completely—the emotional closure after the divorce, the distrust of outsiders, the fear of letting someone see the cracks. Dominic had seen them all and loved him anyway.

And Luca had done the same for the guarded British investigator who had crossed an ocean to start over.

No more serial arsons waiting in the dark. No more pretending. Just this: two men, battle-scarred and battle-hardened in their own ways, finally at peace with the flame that bound them.

Luca tightened his hold, pressing a kiss to the side of Dominic’s neck, and knew with bone-deep certainty that whatever came next—new fires, family revelations, the everyday grind of their jobs—they would face it together.

The sun climbed higher over New York, and for the first time in years, Luca didn’t feel the itch of old scars or the weight of unspoken fears. He felt home. He felt the eternal burn of something worth protecting.

And as Dominic turned in his arms to kiss him again, soft and promising, Luca let the peace settle deep, knowing the fire they shared would light their way forward instead of consuming them.

In the quiet of that morning, with the city waking below them, Luca finally understood: some flames weren’t meant to be extinguished. They were meant to endure.
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