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      And when he finally takes me—I want it hard. I want to feel every inch of him stretching me, filling me, owning me. I want to be pinned beneath him, my back arched, my nails scoring down his shoulders as he drives into me like he’s been starving for it. I want to hear the way his breath hitches when I clench around him, the way he’ll groan my name like a prayer when he comes inside me.

      I’ve never let myself imagine these things before. Never let myself want like this.

      But Jake doesn’t just make me want.

      He makes me burn.

      And I have a feeling—when we finally collide? We’re not just going to break the rules.

      We’re going to shatter them.
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      I’ve always been the quintessential good girl—the one who sits in the front row of every lecture, her notebooks filled with color-coded notes, her assignments submitted days before the deadline. The one who never misses a gymnastics practice, who stretches until her muscles scream, who pushes herself to the brink of exhaustion just to shave a tenth of a point off her routine. My teammates call me Saint Emma behind my back, their voices laced with affectionate exasperation when I decline their invitations to parties or late-night adventures. And honestly? They aren’t wrong. I am that girl—the one who plans her life in neat, organized blocks, who follows the rules without question, who has never once let herself stray from the path of perfection.

      But beneath the polished surface, beneath the disciplined routines and the flawless execution, there’s something else. A restlessness. A hunger. It gnaws at me in the quiet hours of the night, when the dorm is silent and my textbooks lie closed on my desk. I’ll be staring at the ceiling, my pulse quickening, my skin too warm, my mind racing with thoughts of what if. What if I didn’t always do the right thing? What if I let myself want something reckless, something dangerous? What if, just once, I let myself feel instead of think?

      And then—then Jake Monroe roars into my life on his motorcycle, all thunder and rebellion, and suddenly, the what ifs don’t seem so impossible anymore.

      I first see him during a brutal training session in the gymnasium, the rugby team drilled on the adjacent field. The windows between us are vast, floor-to-ceiling, and through them, I catch glimpses of him—dark hair slick with sweat, muscles straining beneath a jersey smeared with mud and grass stains. He’s barking orders, his voice rough and commanding, and even from a distance, I can feel the weight of his presence. Jake Monroe. The name alone sends a shiver down my spine. The captain. The troublemaker. The one every professor sighs about, the one whose name is whispered in warnings and hushed, fascinated tones.

      He’s everything I’ve been taught to avoid.

      And yet, I can’t look away.

      His reputation is legendary—three suspensions, a trail of disciplinary warnings, rumors of bar fights and near-expulsions. The university tolerates him only because he’s a god on the rugby field, a natural leader who can turn a losing team into champions with nothing but sheer will and raw talent. But it’s not just his skill that makes him dangerous. It’s the way he carries himself, like the world owes him something and he’s fully prepared to take it. The cocky smirk. The way he leans into trouble just to see how far he can push before it pushes back.

      I watch him sometimes during my cool-down stretches, the way his teammates listen when he speaks—not out of fear, but respect. There’s a loyalty there, something real beneath the bravado. And then there’s the way he moves, all power and confidence, like he’s never once doubted his right to take up space. It’s intoxicating. Infuriating.

      My friends would be horrified if they knew how often I linger near the rugby pitch under the guise of “extra conditioning.” Sarah, my ever-diligent study partner, already thinks I’m courting disaster by considering a creative writing minor. If she found out I’ve been having dreams about Jake Monroe—dirty, vivid dreams where his hands are rough on my skin, where his mouth is hot against mine, where I let myself be bad just once—she’d probably drag me to the dean’s office herself.

      But there’s a part of me, a part I’ve buried deep, that wants that. Wants the danger. Wants the rush. Wants to know what it’s like to be the kind of girl who doesn’t overthink every decision, who doesn’t weigh every action against future consequences. The kind of girl who takes.

      And Jake? He looks like he knows exactly how to give it to her.

      I’ve spent years building this version of myself—reliable, trustworthy, perfect Emma Parker. The girl who never disappoints. The girl who follows the rules. The girl whose scholarship depends on her maintaining this flawless image.

      But then there’s the way my breath catches when he’s near. The way my skin prickles with awareness, like my body knows something my mind hasn’t quite accepted yet. The way I ache when I think about him, a deep, insistent pulse between my thighs that leaves me restless and wanting.

      Before Jake, I never would’ve dared to imagine straying from the path. Before Jake, I never would’ve let myself crave something so reckless.

      But now?

      Now I wonder what it would be like to let him touch me. Not just a brush of fingers, not just a stolen glance—really touch me. His hands, calloused from years of gripping a rugby ball, sliding up my thighs, pushing my leotard aside to find me wet and ready for him. His mouth on mine, demanding, his tongue sweeping in to claim me like he owns me. The weight of him pressing me into the mats in the empty gym after hours, his body covering mine, his hips rolling against me until I’m gasping, until I’m begging.

      I’ve never been that girl.

      But God, I want to be.

      The tension between us is already there, thick and electric, a current humming beneath every glance, every accidental brush of skin. I can feel it building, can sense the way our chemistry is going to explode the moment we stop pretending we don’t want each other. And when it does? When we finally give in?

      I don’t just want it to be good.

      I want it to be ruinous.

      I want his hands everywhere—gripping my hips as he lifts me onto the edge of the weight bench, his fingers digging into my flesh as he spreads my legs and drops to his knees. I want his mouth on me, his tongue teasing me open, lapping at me until I’m trembling, until my fingers are tangled in his hair and I’m riding his face like I own him. I want to hear the filthy things he’ll growl against my skin, the way he’ll tell me how good I taste, how tight I am, how he’s been thinking about fucking me since the first time he saw me bend over in my leotard.

      And when he finally takes me—I want it hard. I want to feel every inch of him stretching me, filling me, owning me. I want to be pinned beneath him, my back arched, my nails scoring down his shoulders as he drives into me like he’s been starving for it. I want to hear the way his breath hitches when I clench around him, the way he’ll groan my name like a prayer when he comes inside me.

      I’ve never let myself imagine these things before. Never let myself want like this.

      But Jake doesn’t just make me want.

      He makes me burn.

      And I have a feeling—when we finally collide? We’re not just going to break the rules.

      We’re going to shatter them.
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      The beam felt slippery beneath my bare feet, the slickness of my sweat making every movement precarious. A jolt of fear shot up my spine as I approached my final tumbling pass, my pulse hammering so violently against my ribs that I could feel it in my throat. The gymnasium lights blazed overhead, casting long shadows that stretched and warped with every breath I took. Coach Martinez’s voice cut through the air from the sidelines, sharp and urgent, but the words dissolved into the roar of blood rushing in my ears. This routine—this routine—was everything. My place on the team, my scholarship, my future at the university I loved, all balanced on the knife-edge of these next few seconds.

      I exhaled slowly, forcing my muscles to relax, and launched into my sequence with the practiced grace of years spent perfecting every twist, every flip. For a moment, I was weightless, soaring—until my double layout went wrong. My timing faltered mid-air, and my stomach lurched as my feet hit the mat at an angle, sending me stumbling backward. The world tilted, the cheers of the crowd morphing into a suffocating silence. My breath came in ragged gasps as I righted myself, but the damage was done. The judges’ expressions said it all.

      I’d failed.
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      The next few days passed in a haze of sleepless nights and hollow conversations. My reflection in the mirror looked foreign—dark circles under my eyes, my usually neat ponytail limp and
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