
  
    [image: 6-Book Bundle:]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by Tess Shelley

	    

      
	    
          
	      Action and Adventure Firefighter Romance

          
        
          
	          Burn For Me Fire Chief

          
        
          
	          Heat of the Moment

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Good Girls/Bad Boys

          
        
          
	          When I Fall In Love

          
        
          
	          It Will Be Forever

          
        
          
	          I’ll Never Fall In Love

          
        
          
	          When I Give My Heart

          
        
          
	          It Will Be Completely

          
        
          
	          I'll Never Give My Heart

          
        
          
	          6-Book Bundle: When I fall in Love, It Will be Forever,  I'll Never Fall In Love. When I Give My Heart, It Will be Completely,  I'll Never Give My Heart

          
        
      

      
    
    


  
    
      6-Book Bundle:

      WHEN I FALL IN LOVE,

      
        GOOD GIRLS/BAD BOYS

      

    

    
      
        TESS SHELLEY

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: InkPour]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Tess Shelley

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          When I Fall In Love

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            1. The First Call

          

          
            2. Let’s Go

          

          
            3. Adrenaline Rush

          

          
            4. Close Proximity

          

          
            5. Office Work

          

          
            6. Home Work

          

          
            7. Uncharted Territory

          

        

      

      
        
          It Will be Forever

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            1. The Next Call

          

          
            2. Moonlight

          

          
            3. Embracing Passion

          

          
            4. G String

          

          
            5. New Threat

          

          
            6. Heartbeats

          

          
            7. Happy Endings

          

        

      

      
        
          I’ll Never Fall In Love

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            1. Olivia

          

          
            2. Olivia

          

          
            3. Olivia

          

          
            4. Jake

          

          
            5. Olivia

          

          
            6. Olivia

          

        

      

      
        
          When I Give My Heart

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

        

      

      
        
          It Will Be Completely

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            1. The Game Begins

          

          
            2. Rink Revelations

          

          
            3. Collision Course

          

          
            4. Standing My Ground

          

          
            5. Midnight Confessions

          

          
            6. Temptation on Ice

          

          
            7. Total Eclipse of the Heart

          

          
            8. A Future Unfolded

          

          
            9. The Proposal

          

        

      

      
        
          I’ll Never Give My Heart

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            1. Love’s Gambit

          

          
            2. First Challenge

          

          
            3. Bonds are Tested

          

          
            4. The Chase

          

          
            5. The Dilemma

          

          
            6. An Unexpected Connection

          

          
            7. Betrayal

          

          
            8. No Cameras Real Consequences (Malcolm)

          

          
            9. He’ll Break the Rule (Elene)

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: When I Fall In Love]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Get ready to dive into Tess’s exhilarating new series, Good Girls/Bad Boys, where First Responders are Unleashed, and where steamy romance meets heart-pounding action!

      Daring paramedics, and dedicated EMTs find love amidst chaos.

      Buckle up for a series where every heartbeat counts and love is always just a rescue away!

      The emergency responder is smoldering with intensity, and the young, alluring co-worker can't look away. There's something dangerous about him—something that draws her in against her better judgment. Every glance between them ignites a fire neither can control.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            The First Call

          

        

      

    

    
      The hum of adrenaline coursed through the air at the Buttercup River Ambulance Station, alive with the sounds—boots scuffing against polished linoleum, the metallic clang of equipment being restocked, the rhythmic beep-beep of monitors being tested. The scent of antiseptic mixed with the faint tang of coffee brewing in the break room, undercut by the ever-present tension of waiting for the next emergency. The atmosphere was charged, a symphony of urgency encouraging the team to operate with precision and speed, their movements synchronized like a well-rehearsed dance. Nick Cole stood at the center, his presence commanding as he surveyed his team with an intensity that matched the stakes of their work—his sharp gaze missed nothing, not the tremble of a rookie’s hands nor the veteran’s quick smirk of confidence.

      Nick was the embodiment of strength—tall and broad-shouldered, his fitted navy uniform outlining every hard-earned muscle. The hint of cedar and something distinctly masculine clung to him, stirring an unbidden awareness in those around him. His chiseled jaw was defined by several days of stubble, rough enough to imagine scraping against skin, and his deep-set blue eyes flickered with determination, darkening when he caught Kylie’s gaze for a heartbeat too long. As the head of the ambulance team, he bore the weight of responsibility on his capable shoulders, confident in his skills and instincts—but beneath that calm exterior was something… untamed. A quiet intensity that made the air between him and Kylie hum with unspoken possibility.

      But today was different; today, a new recruit was joining their ranks, and the electricity in the station shifted palpably the moment she walked in.

      Kylie Thompson stepped into the bustling station, and her presence was as instant as the chilled breeze that whipped in after her—fresh, unexpected, impossible to ignore. The faint scent of vanilla and wildflowers trailed behind her, soft yet intoxicatingly present. With dark, wavy hair cascading just past her shoulders, framing determined features softened by full lips, and caramel-brown eyes that held a spark of challenge, she exuded confidence. The way her fitted uniform hugged her curves only emphasized the quiet strength in her posture, the assured sway of her hips as she moved forward.

      Kylie had always been quick on her feet—her instincts razor-sharp, her reflexes honed by years of training. She had a knack for understanding people and situations, an essential asset for someone in this line of work. Now, standing amid the controlled chaos of the station, she felt the weight of expectations—and something else. A ripple of awareness, a pull toward one man in particular, his presence like a gravitational force she couldn’t resist.

      “Welcome to the team, Kylie,” Nick said, his voice steady and low, reverberating through her in a way that sent heat pooling low in her belly. He extended a hand, and she took it—his grip was firm, his palm roughened from years of work, yet his touch lingered a second longer than strictly professional. The contact sent a shock of awareness sizzling up her arm, and she fought to steady her breaths, to ignore the way her pulse stuttered under his scrutiny.

      She admired him openly—his strength, the effortless way he commanded respect, the subtle flex of his biceps as he crossed his arms. There was something magnetic in the way he carried himself, something that made her want to step closer, to challenge him, to see if that control of his could be unraveled.

      “Thanks, Nick,” she replied, her tone assured despite the way her heart drummed against her ribs. The way his name rolled off her tongue felt dangerously intimate in the crowded room. His eyes darkened just a fraction, and she swore she saw his jaw tighten. “I won’t let you down.”

      The station was alive with chaos around them—paramedics hurriedly stocked the ambulances with practiced efficiency, their voices overlapping in clipped, urgent exchanges. Road crews double-checked equipment with sharp, precise movements, the scent of rubber and sterile gauze mingling in the charged air. A wall-mounted television blared information about traffic conditions, the local news updating viewers on a rash of accidents on the main highway, the bright red of the breaking news banner stark against the dim glow of the monitors.

      Nick’s eyes flickered to the screen, assessing—his mind already calculating response times, weighing risks. But then his gaze darted back to Kylie, as if he couldn’t help it, as if she were a flame and he was helpless to resist the burn.

      Moments later, the emergency radio crackled to life, its sudden burst of static slicing through the charged silence. The dispatcher’s voice was crisp, urgent: “Unit One, report to the freeway northbound for a multi-vehicle collision. Possible casualties. Time is critical.”

      At the command, Nick’s demeanor shifted—his shoulders tensed, his expression hardening into razor-sharp focus. He became utterly untouchable, the weight of command settling over him like a second skin. But when he turned to Kylie, his voice dropped, rough with something unnamed. “All right, team, you know the drill!”

      Then, softer, just for her—his gaze searing, promising— “Kylie, you’re with me.”

      A thrill shot through her.

      Let’s go.
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            Let’s Go

          

        

      

    

    
      They jumped into the waiting ambulance as the piercing wail of sirens erupted around them. Nick grabbed the wheel with practiced ease, his knuckles whitening just slightly as he swerved between lanes of crawling traffic. Kylie barely registered the streaks of headlights and neon signs blurring past the windows—her entire world had narrowed to the frantic beeping of monitors, the crackle of the radio dispatcher, and the coiled energy tightening in her muscles. She tightened the strap across her chest, eyes fixed on Nick's profile as he navigated the urban obstacle course with predatory precision.

      “What’s the initial protocol?” she asked, fingers tapping restlessly against her thigh. Her pulse thundered in her ears, sharper than the siren’s scream.

      Nick spared her a glance, jaw set. “Assess the scene first.” His voice was steady, measured, but beneath it, Kylie heard the same electricity humming through his words. “Potential hazards, victim count, condition severity. You’ll direct traffic—literally and figuratively—while I triage. Stick to procedure, but trust your instincts.”

      The ambulance lurched around a corner, tires squealing against asphalt. Outside, the night fractured into streaks of red and blue—police cruisers weaving ahead of them, bicycles darting out of their path like startled birds. The cab was thick with the scent of antiseptic and charged silence, their racing heartbeats syncing with the rhythmic bleat of the siren. There was something unspoken between them, a current that crackled beneath the urgency of their mission. Kylie caught herself studying the way Nick’s fingers flexed around the gearshift—the faint scar along his wrist, the tension in his words. But the moment shattered as the dispatcher’s voice crackled again, sharp with warning.

      Then—chaos.

      The accident site materialized in a haze of billowing smoke and strobing emergency lights. Cars lay crumpled like discarded tin cans, their metal frames twisted into grotesque sculptures. A plume of acrid smoke coiled from the hood of a overturned sedan, its shattered windshield glittering under the streetlamps. Somewhere beyond the wreckage, a woman’s muffled sobs cut through the din of shouted orders and radio static.

      Nick was moving before the ambulance fully stopped, throwing open the door with the urgency of a soldier breaching enemy lines. “Kylie, stay sharp—eyes on me, not the wreck!” he barked, already shrugging into his medical vest. His authority radiated off him like body heat, but Kylie didn’t miss the fleeting tightness around his eyes—the shadow of a man who’s seen one too many scenes like this.

      She hit the pavement running, her boots crunching over glass and debris. The air reeked of scorched rubber and something heavier, metallic. Up close, the wreck was surreal—a driver’s hand still gripping a cracked steering wheel, a child’s shoe abandoned near a shattered taillight. Officers shouted directions as paramedics descended, but Nick’s voice sliced through the bed like a blade.

      “Extinguisher—now!” he ordered, already shouldering past bystanders toward the smoking wreck. Kylie spotted a dazed officer gripping one and snatched it without breaking stride.

      “Her—check her airway!” she instructed a firefighter, pointing to a woman half-sprawled from a mangled door. The woman’s fingers trembled toward her own throat, her breaths shallow. Without hesitation, Kylie dropped beside the overturned vehicle, her knee pressing into broken pavement for balance as she braced the woman’s head.

      A shadow fell over them—Nick, his forearm streaked with grease as he wrenched open the driver’s-side door. “Stabilize his neck,” he commanded, but his eyes flicked to her for half a heartbeat, measuring her readiness. Their hands brushed against rubber brace as they worked, and Kylie felt it—the same live-wire jolt she’d sensed earlier, but it shouldn’t exist, not here, not now. But Nick’s warmth lingered against her knuckles as he steadied the driver, and for a fractured second, the world narrowed to that single point of contact.

      Then the injured driver groaned, and the moment snapped.

      “Pulse thready,” Nick muttered, all business again. Kylie exhaled, forcing her focus back to the woman trembling beneath her hands. No distractions. Not when lives hung in the balance.
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      “Stay with me! You’re going to be okay!” Nick’s voice radiated assurance with a calm power that cut through the chaos surrounding them, grounding Kylie amidst the madness. The urgency of the moment pulsed like a heartbeat in her ears as they worked together seamlessly, both fully in sync, a well-oiled machine in the face of disaster. Each movement they made felt practiced, yet the raw energy was undeniable—a beautiful, frantic dance amid destruction. The very air buzzed with danger and possibility. Kylie’s heart raced not just from the adrenaline of the rescue but from the exhilaration of witnessing Nick’s mastery over each situation, his confidence like an anchor as they navigated the turmoil.

      “His vitals are unstable,” she called out, her voice sharp and focused, every ounce of her being directed toward the task at hand. “We need to expedite the transport.” Her mind was a tapestry of thoughts, dissecting the situation with piercing clarity as she scanned the cluttered scene around them.

      As they tended to the victims, the air thickened with tension and the acrid smell of smoke, mingled with the metallic scent of blood—a cacophony of chaos woven into the fabric of their immediate reality. Yet, despite the surrounding mayhem, a sense of balance emerged as Kylie and Nick intertwined their efforts, the rhythmic flow of their actions becoming a silent communication that needed no words. Their hands brushed together, igniting sparks that surged through her body, and the intense, lingering eye contact sparked moments that felt suspended in time, a barely controlled electricity pulsing beneath the surface of their steadfast resolve.

      Suddenly, a muffled sound pierced through the din—a cry from the back of the second vehicle broke through the fog of crisis. “Help! Someone, please!” The desperate plea tugged at Kylie’s heart, sending a shiver down her spine.

      Nick’s face hardened, a mix of determination and concern etched across his features as he discerned the source of the plea. “Kylie, stay here!” he shouted, his tone brooking no argument, but she wouldn’t allow his command to restrain her instincts. She could feel the same adrenaline that fueled the rescue rushing through her veins, and simply could not ignore a person in need. Every fiber of her being screamed to follow, to be there—to help.

      “Kylie!” he barked again, more forcefully this time, but she was already a step behind him, unable to separate herself from the pull of action and resolve. She couldn’t let him go in alone, not when someone was crying out, a life hanging in the balance. The weight of his command was like a physical push, but it fueled her—the sense of partnership she felt with him made it impossible to falter.

      Together, they pulled open the mangled door to reveal a young woman trapped inside, her wide, desperate eyes filled with pure panic. The smell of blood and fear filled the air, overwhelming Kylie’s senses for a fleeting moment. She could almost taste the salt of the woman’s terror, a visceral reminder of how fragile life was. “It’s okay, we’re here to help!” Kylie assured her, her voice wrapping around the woman like a comforting blanket as she knelt to assess the injuries, feeling the grime beneath her knees, and the rough texture of metal pressing against her palms as she steadied herself.
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            Adrenaline Rush

          

        

      

    

    
      The adrenaline from the rescue still raced through Kylie like electric currents, energizing every nerve and muscle, a stark reminder of the courage it took to confront danger head-on. Her hands trembled slightly, the minute tremors embedding themselves into the delicate fabric of her thoughts as she meticulously cleaned the equipment back at the Buttercup River Ambulance Station. The remnants of chaos—the urgent cries of those they had saved, the shattering wreckage that had once been a car, and the intense focus required to avert disaster—lingered in her mind like a whirlwind of images. Each flashback was both haunting and exhilarating, drawing her back into the moment, feeling the weight of every decision she had made. Amidst this tumult, Nick had been a steady presence, his strength and determination radiating an unshakeable confidence that intrigued her but intimidated her all the same, leaving her both awed and deeply curious about him.

      Next to her, Nick was methodically inspecting the medical supplies, standing with a focused brow slightly furrowed in concentration. The soft rustle of gauze and the clinking of vials filled the space around them. She noticed the way his muscles rippled beneath the taut fabric of his uniform, the slightest movement revealing the powerful contours of his form as he reached overhead for more gauze. Each flex of his arms sent a warmth surging through Kylie, warming her from the inside out, a fire ignited by the sight of him working with such purpose. There was undeniably a chemistry between them that caught her off guard—a magnetic pull that seemed to reside just beneath the surface of their initial professional interactions, thrumming softly like the hum of a distant engine, revving up with every moment they spent close together.

      “Hey, you good?” Nick’s voice was low, slicing through her reverie. When she looked up, their eyes locked like two magnets on a collision course, and she swallowed hard, her throat dry as she struggled to find her words. The intimacy of that moment made her heart race in a way that had little to do with the makeup of the day thus far, the pulse of attraction quickening her breath.

      “Yeah,” she said, a bit breathless, painfully aware of the heat creeping into her cheeks. “I think I’m still processing everything,” she confessed, her words peeling back the layers of anxiety and exhilaration that had intertwined within her since joining the team.

      Nick stepped closer, the scent of his cologne—a warm mix of cedarwood and something undeniably enticing—mingling with the sterile smell of the ambulance, an intoxicating intersection of danger and safety. “You handled yourself well back there. I was impressed,” he remarked, a hint of genuine admiration flickering in his voice, wrapping around her like a comforting blanket. Her heart soared at the praise, memories of the adrenaline rush they had shared amid the chaos rekindling within her.

      “Thanks,” she replied, feeling emboldened. “It was a team effort, right? I couldn’t have done it without you.” Each word felt drenched in sincerity, a bridge between their camaraderie and the deepening connection she sensed lurking just below the surface.

      As he nodded, a brief silence enveloped them—intense yet fragile, electric but uncertain, a moment suspended in time. Beneath it all, Kylie felt their connection deepening like roots intertwining beneath the soil, each pulse a silent promise. She wanted nothing more than to explore what lay beneath their professional partnership, to dive into the consuming attraction that veered dangerously close to something more profound, something that could transform and even consume her if she let it.

      Suddenly, the door swung open, and the team burst into the room, breaking the enchanting spell that had settled around them. Tessa, their spirited and witty paramedic, sauntered in with a teasing grin plastered across her face, her presence a whirlwind of energy. "Did I miss the drama? You two look like you were about to share secrets of the universe or something." Her teasing laughter filled the space, cutting through the tension like a hot knife through butter, transforming the atmosphere from intimate to playful in an instant.

      “Nothing to see here,” Kylie replied quickly, her cheeks flushing a little too warmly, the embarrassment a vibrant blush against her skin. Nick’s lips quirked, hiding his amusement behind his usual stoic façade, though she could tell he found her discomfort endearing.

      “Oh, please.” Marcus, the gruff but lovable veteran of the team, leaned back against the wall, folding his arms across his broad chest. His passing glance was filled with mischief. “I’ve seen that look before. What’s brewing between you two—some sort of romantic rendezvous?” Though the banter was lighthearted, it sent an unexpected thrill through Kylie, her heart skipping a beat as she exchanged a quick look with Nick.

      “Listen, we just survived a massive wreck. How about we focus on packing up instead of playing matchmaker?” Nick interjected, though his exasperation lacked any real bite, the corners of his mouth betraying a hint of amusement.

      “Lighten up, Nick!” Tessa shot back, waving her hands dramatically in the air. “Their sparks could be life-saving thrills, and I say if something’s brewing, we should help it along.” The laughter that followed was infectious, pouring warmth into the room and easing the residual tension from earlier, bringing a healthy flush of color back to Kylie's cheeks.

      “Now that’s an idea!” Theo, the youngest of the crew, darted into the room, a mischievous grin plastered on his face. He returned moments later with a giant tub of ice cream. “Ice cream is a solution for everything! Let’s celebrate our survival—or whatever the hell we want to celebrate.” His playful exuberance prickled over them like a burst of energy, bringing Kylie back to the present.

      As they shared jokes and savored the creamy goodness, Kylie marveled at how the dynamics of the team painted a picture of warmth and camaraderie that had always been starkly absent in her previous jobs. The lighthearted bickering, the laughter that rang out like a familiar song, and the open support they offered to one another filled her with a sense of belonging that felt like a balm to her soul.

      Yet still, her gaze wandered back to Nick, who stood a few feet away, the whirl of chaos around them fading into a blurred background. Even amidst the banter and lightheartedness, he remained steadfast, his eyes observing the scene with an air of quiet intensity, as though he alone had learned how to embrace the calm within the storm. This was the man she wanted to learn more about, to explore the hidden depths she sensed beneath his composed exterior as though peeling back the layers of a captivating mystery.

      Just as the team began to wrap things up, a dark cloud rolled ominously over Buttercup River. The deep rumble of thunder grumbled in the distance, an ominous backdrop that cast a shadow upon their brief moment of levity. Lightning flashed, illuminating the sky in a sudden, breathtaking spectacle, while heavy rain began to pour, creating a cacophony against the station’s roof, drowning out the laughter that had filled the air just moments before.

      “Looks like we’re in for a storm,” Marcus said, glancing toward the window as he slurped the last of his ice cream. “That’s gonna cause some delays on the road. We better prepare for a long night.” Each word dripped with a sense of resignation, the reality settling in like the storm clouds outside.
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      Kylie’s heart sank at the thought of being trapped inside the station, the anticipation of their earlier connection withering in the face of confinement. Nick noticed her reaction and leaned closer, his voice low and comforting, an anchor amid the tempest. “You’re in good company. We’ll make it fun,” he promised, his gaze steady and warm, igniting a spark within her.

      But as the hours wore on, the rain intensified outside, tapping insistently against the roof until it became apparent that they wouldn’t be going anywhere. The team settled in for the night, rearranging the station’s furniture in an improvised gathering area, laughter punctuating the tension that had built within her chest.

      “Might as well make ourselves comfortable,” Tessa announced, plopping down onto a nearby sofa with a satisfied sigh. “Let’s do something to pass the time!” Her enthusiasm was infectious, brightening the atmosphere.

      “Alright! Who’s up for a game of cards?” Theo suggested, a glimmer of excitement dancing in his eyes as he produced a well-used deck from his pocket.

      The team gathered, laughter spilling around as they set up for the game, the intimacy of their surroundings inviting and cozy. Kylie felt a surprising sense of comfort within the storm, the unwavering camaraderie enveloping her like a warm blanket. As she sat next to Nick on a small couch, their thighs brushed against each other, igniting a jolt of electricity that coursed through her body with every phantom connection. She stole glances at his profile, appreciating the way his jawline relaxed when he smiled at their banter, the way his laughter mirrored her own, softening the edges of her anxiety.

      “Want to team up?” Nick asked, breaking through her reverie as if reading her thoughts, and Kylie could hardly contain her smile, the rush of excitement colliding with her pulse.

      “Absolutely,” she replied, feeling her heart race, anticipation pooling in the pit of her stomach as they prepared to engage in playful competition.

      As the game progressed, the lightheartedness of their interactions morphed into bursts of laughter that echoed through the makeshift gathering area. Tessa's colorful commentary kept everyone entertained, while Marcus and Theo engaged in friendly, cheeky trash talk—back-and-forth that was as much a part of their camaraderie as their shared mission to save lives. Kylie felt alive in the atmosphere, the energy between them sparking electric zings that shot across the room, binding them together in this unconventional way.

      With each hand they played, she felt closer to Nick, their chemistry building as steadily as the storm outside. Laughter ricocheted between them, a tether that grounded her as she reveled in the safe haven their connection created. Yet, with every laugh shared and every innocuous touch exchanged, she could feel that desire rising to the surface again—there was an unspoken connection simmering beneath their playful exterior, pulling Kylie toward an intoxicating closeness that felt both reckless and thrilling.

      When the game eventually wound down, Theo declared he was too tired for another round and sprawled dramatically on the floor, eliciting a round of amused laughter. As everyone around her started to drift off to their quarters, Nick leaned back, stretching his long arms, his body moving with a grace that left her breathless, while his gaze settled on her again, holding her captive.

      “Hey, you still awake?” Nick asked softly, his voice like warm honey, inviting her into the warmth of his presence, promising a deeper exchange.

      “I am,” she replied, biting her lip as she mustered the strength to meet his intense gaze. “Just thinking.” Thoughts thrummed in her mind, fear mingling with excitement, a delicate balance kept on a razor's edge.

      “About what?” he inquired, a curious brow arched in that way that sent sparks skidding down her spine, drawing her closer, as though they existed in a universe separate from everyone else that began to fade away.

      “About how different this feels,” she confessed, vulnerability creeping into her tone like the dim light filtering through the rain-streaked window. “I’ve never been with a team like this before. It feels… good, almost too good.”

      “Good can be scary too,” he replied, his expression growing solemn, a deeper understanding lingering in his eyes. “I get it, Kylie. It’s a lot to handle all at once.” His vulnerability surprised her, as though he had opened a door for her to glimpse a piece of his very soul.

      Kylie bit her lip, considering her next words carefully. “It is. But it feels right here, in a way I didn’t expect.” The truth of her confession hung between them, a raw honesty that made her heart race more powerfully than the chaos of the day.

      “You know, you’re a lot stronger than you give yourself credit for,” Nick said, his eyes holding hers with an intensity that made her pulse quicken dangerously. “It took guts to dive in and go after it today. I admire that.” His admiration rang clear, enveloping her with warmth and encouragement, igniting a tender spark deep within her.

      At his words, her heart swelled with gratitude and something more—an intoxicating mix of emotional allure. “I was just doing what had to be done. But thank you, that means a lot.” She wanted him to know how deeply his presence resonated within her, echoing through every fiber of her being.

      Silence lingered between them, thick with unspoken emotion and anticipation as they moved closer together, their shoulders brushing, an electric touch that sent warmth radiating through her skin. The proximity felt intimate, charged with lingering looks that communicated a world of happenstance and blossoming possibility.

      “Can I be honest?” Nick asked, his voice low and earnest, breaking the tension that had coiled tightly around them.

      Kylie nodded, drawing a deep breath, “Of course.” The air felt thick, charged with energy, anticipation swirling like an approaching storm.

      “I can’t shake this feeling between us. There’s something about you, an energy that’s hard to ignore. It’s like we’re on different paths, but the same road. I’m not sure what it means yet, but I know I want to find out.” His words hung in the air, every syllable quivering with unfiltered emotion, and it seemed as though the storm outside had faded into the background, leaving only their shared vulnerability and yearning.

      Desire coursed through her veins, igniting a flame she thought she'd kept safely controlled. “I feel it too, Nick. There’s an attraction here I can’t deny, and it’s both exciting and terrifying.” The truth spilled from her lips, wrapping around them like the warm embrace of a summer night.

      With a sudden boldness, Nick leaned a little closer, their breaths mingling in the charged space between them, his face mere inches from hers. The heat radiating from his body was intoxicating, and she could feel the tension build, ready to explode like the storm outside their window.

      Before she could think, Kylie reached out, and their lips met softly at first, a tentative exploration that quickly morphed into something more fervent and wild. The kiss ignited a fire, his lips moving against hers with a fervor that coaxed her into deeper expression, a language unfurling between them that required no words.

      Kylie tangled her fingers in his dark hair, pulling him closer as Nick deepened the kiss, his hands finding their way to her waist, pulling her into the warmth of his embrace. Heat enveloped them, the spark of passion singeing through the warmth of companionship they had just begun to forge.

      Desire swirled around them, and the storm outside seemed to mirror the intensity of the moment, a symbiotic relationship of nature and human connection. They were wrapped in excitement, every whisper of wind against the window echoing their fervor, the world outside fading as they surrendered to a connection that blossomed like a roaring flame.

      Just as the kiss unraveled to a simmering closeness, Tessa’s playful voice broke through the walls of intimacy, echoing from down the hall. “Hey! Can you two keep it down? Some of us are trying to sleep!”

      They pulled apart quickly, laughter bubbling from Kylie’s lips, adrenaline still pumping through her body and drowning out any embarrassment. She couldn’t help but smile as Nick shot Tessa an amused glare, the tension laced with humor saving her from feelings of awkwardness.

      “Just warming up for our next game,” Nick shot back, a teasing grin reshaping his features, and Kylie could see the warmth in his eyes—a bright promise of more to come, an unspoken agreement that their connection was only just beginning.

      After the playful interruption, the magnetic connection between them lingered like a charged particle in the air, each of them acutely aware of the path that lay ahead, their hearts racing with unspoken possibilities.

      “Looks like it’s going to be an interesting night,” Nick remarked, his expression softening
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