“Who wants chili?” Ronan stirred his latest creation in the spotless kitchen of Firehouse 3. 
Lieutenant Keith Murphy stepped up, bowl in hand. “Always. Thanks for making lunch, McGuire.” 
Ronan snorted, “Self-preservation, lieutenant.” They both knew if Ronan didn’t cook, no one else would.
Ronan filled his superior’s dish and laughed when Keith nodded for a second scoop. 
The lieutenant scooped a spoonful into his mouth, then looked at Ronan, brows raised in surprise. “That’s good. Is this what you’re going with for this year’s chili cookoff?” 
“Something like it,” Roman said. “If the guys from Firehouse 4 find out my secret ingredient, I know they’ll use it.”	Comment by Cameron Mouton: Try to use another word other than “said.” 
“Well, whatever you’re doing, keep it up, man. This is the shit.”
Ronan grinned. It seemed this last year studying the culinary arts at the local community college between shifts hadn’t been a total waste. It was a helluva hell of a challenge and left little time for much of a social life, but he enjoyed it. 
“You excited for tonight, McGuire?” the lieutenant asked between bites.  
Roman filled another bowl, tossed some grated cheddar on top and slid it down the counter to Fuentes. “No, sir.”
“Is our virgin nervous for his first time?” Mike Sheppard grabbed the ladle from Ronan, heaped more chilli on top of the cheese, then dug in.
“You were the virgin last year,” Diego Fuentes slapped Mike’s back, “and if I remember correctly, pretty damn thin.”
Ronan grabbed a bowl for himself, filled it, then sat at the end of the table. “’Pretty damn thin’?” he prodded, and scooped chili with his spoon. 
The fire alarm blared. 
Ronan groaned and dropped the spoon. Happened every time. He jumped up and took the three paces to the stove.
Mike wolfed down two more spoonfuls, then dropped the spoon. It hit the bowl with a clatter as Ronan twisted off the knob of the stove. Both men turned in unison and hurried through the door, then took a quick left into the truck bay. 
Ronan stepped into his turnout pants and slung on his jacket and helmet. He jumped into the side of the truck as the lieutenant turned over the engine and flipped on the sirens. 
Ronan, shoulder to shoulder with Rogers, head bowed in a quick prayer, took a deep breath to calm his pounding heart. Each call always felt like the first.
They pulled from the firehouse. Two minutes later, he caught sight of black smoke rising into the sky from a residential neighborhood to the west. They turned onto Westminster Road and Ronan realized the fire had to be coming from one of the older homes behind Henderson Point.
Three minutes later, Keith brought the truck to a halt in front of a two-storey residence and Ronan leaped from the truck. Bright red flames lapped at the fresh winter air through broken windows, contrasted with the thick clouds of black smoke spiralling skyward. The garage siding had begun to melt. The roof would collapse at anytime. 	Comment by Cameron Mouton: British audience = storey
American audience = story
The flames hadn’t spread to the house. Yet. The house sat only twenty feet away and would catch in a matter of minutes. But the heat…God, that heat. It didn’t just hit you, it seeped into your body, even through the protective gear.
Half the neighborhood stood across the street; phones outstretched to record the action.
“We’re going to be online, again,” Fuentes muttered. “Look sharp out there, guys.”
“Another garage fire, men,” the Lieutenant said. “Fuentes and Sheppard on hose. Peters, clear the house. McGuire and I will secure the perimeter.”
The men sprang into action. 
Ronan hurried across the street to where the onlookers stood. “Fire Department,” he called. “Anyone inside?”
“Jason’s away,” a tall older man said. “He lives alone.” 
Ronan nodded. “Thanks.” He turned and ran back across to the fire truck. 
Water already arced from the hose of the deck gun that Mike and Fuentes directed at the garage. 
As water hit the flames, thick white smoke poured out of the garage windows.
The lieutenant returned and teamed with Ronan to pull a hose from the truck. In seconds, they had another stream of water, this one directed at the doorway. A large bang sounded, and the onlookers screamed when the door blew back on its hinges. It crashed against the side of the garage. 
Sweat rolled down Ronan’s back as he widened his stance against the pressure of the water and moved the heavy hose back and forth, up and down to douse the flames. 
Others of his team used hand lines to wet down the home and other nearby structures to keep the fire from spreading. 
Hours later, they had the fire under control and Fuentes strode to the right side of the garage with a Halligan, a crowbar on steroids. He fitted the Halligan into a crack into the wall and pulled back the siding. Oxygen fueled embers burst into flames. Fuentes threw up an arm to protect his face and stumbled back several paces as Ronan sprayed water into the new access point. 
Another hour later, they had the fire extinguished and the lieutenant cut the water to Ronan’s hose. The ache in his arms disappeared and they felt light as a feather. Roman rolled his shoulders. An hour from now, the ache would be back with a vengeance 
The rest of the crew began loading the gear. But Ronan wanted to get a look inside the garage. Assessing the damage and cause of the fire was the Fire Marshall’s job, but the gas can Ronan had spotted inside the garage had snagged his attention. 
The blackened debris of the half walled; roofless shell of a structure crunched under his steel toed boots in the middle of the perfectly normal suburban backyard. There was nothing left inside the garage.


COMMENTS: Seemed repetitive at times as well as mediocre in writing ability. Some descriptions are long and seemed to be placed/written to fill a word quota. Semi-interesting storyline but has been done before. Where are the plot twists? The actual story? These are hard to tell from this sequence alone. Wouldn’t recommend for publisher to continue.
