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For the ones who never played it safe.
For the girls who wanted the bad boy more than approval.
And for the readers who believe some rules are made to be broken—
especially when he has six-pack abs, a filthy mouth, and no self-control.

This one’s for you.


“Some plays are designed to win games.
Others are made to ruin you beautifully.”
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INTRODUCTION

Jace Maddox







She was never supposed to be mine.

Not her.

Not Sierra Cole — the coach’s daughter. The one girl off-limits in every possible way. The one girl who should’ve run the other damn direction the second I looked at her like I wanted to bend her over the playbook and make her scream my name.

But she didn’t run.

She stood there in cut-off shorts, licking strawberry ice cream like sin on a stick, and I swear to God… I forgot my own fucking name.

I’ve won games, broken records, been called the next golden boy of football.

None of that means shit without her.

She makes me reckless. Hard. Obsessed. I touch her and forget every rule I’ve ever been given. She moans and I’m on my knees. One taste and I’m ruined for every other girl on this planet.

This isn’t a story about falling in love.


This is about crashing into it headfirst.


No helmets. No pads. No mercy.

I didn’t plan to fall for Sierra Cole.

But the second I did…

I decided I’d never let her go.

Not even if it costs me everything.


CHAPTER ONE

Sierra Cole







I wasn’t supposed to be here.

I told my dad I’d go home and unpack. Maybe take a shower. Catch up on sleep after the drive back from college. But instead of going home, I parked behind the football fieldhouse and let my feet carry me somewhere I hadn’t been in over a year.

Inside.

The place I used to hang out as a kid. Where I watched my dad build a legacy from a whistle and a chalkboard. Where I learned to tie my shoes by a stack of helmets. Where every memory smells like grass, sweat, and worn-out leather.


And where he is now.


Jace Maddox.

I walk through the hallway slowly, the sound of weights clinking in the distance.

I should’ve turned back. I should’ve known better.

But curiosity has always been my worst trait.

So I turn the corner. And there he is.

Standing shirtless in front of the mirror in the weight room, gripping a protein shake like it owes him something.

He tips it to his mouth, and I swear to God I forget how to breathe.

Sweat clings to every muscle — chest, shoulders, abs, forearms — slick and glistening in the worst, most sinful way. Like he just walked out of a fantasy. Or a porn set.

His tattoos peek out from his left side, curling up from his waistband, disappearing under the low-hanging hem of his shorts. His body is a threat. A weapon.

And I am suddenly very, very stupid.

Because I just stand there. Staring.

He turns. Our eyes lock. My heart fucking stutters.

“Sierra,” he says, voice low and too casual.

Like he didn’t just catch me ogling him like a dirty little voyeur.

“Didn’t know Coach’s daughter was back in town.”

“I, uh… yeah. Got in last night.” I try to smile. It probably looks like a grimace. “Didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“Didn’t say you did.”

His lips curl, and it’s not a friendly grin. It’s the kind of smirk you’d see before you get eaten alive.

He steps toward me. His abs flex with every movement, and his shorts hang so low I can see the dip of his V-line and the hint of his boxers underneath. The air in the room tightens. My throat dries.

He gets closer. Too close.
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