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Please note these books may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Peyton Mills

A matter of seconds completely changes my life. My husband is taken from me, leaving me a single mom of two. I shift my focus. To encompass my kids and work. There’s no room for anything else. If I’m being honest, it’s not really different from life before my husband’s death. Our marriage wasn’t happy at all. A forced night out changed everything again. one night opens my world to something new.

Matt ‘Carbon’ Whitfield

Growing up in the Dirty Slayers MC, I always knew my path in life. I’d Prospect and join the club working my way up to become the Vice President. A role my dad held until he was killed by a rival club. I also knew I wanted a family of my own. My parents were in love and my entire family is close. I want to have a wife and kids. On e night has the chance to give me everything I crave to have of my own. 
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Peyton

SITTING ON THE front porch of the small house my parents bought me when I got married, I take a sip of my coffee and watch the world around me. Kids playing in their yards, teenagers gossiping together in small groups, adults playing with their children, and the world moving while I sit and watch as normal. I’ve always been in the background of everything around me and watched while others lived their lives and I kind of muddled my way through mine. The only time I ever interact with others is when I was tutoring them in school and when I’m at work. I never liked being the center of attention and would remain in the background. There was only ever one person who made me get in the spotlight and that was Matt. 

Matt was popular in high school. The star football player, popular, always with a large group of friends every second of the day. He didn’t just hang out with the kids from the Dirty Slayers MC like some of the other kids growing up at the clubhouse. Matt was friends with everyone and always seemed to be in the center of everything going on. The time I spent tutoring him forced me out of the shadows and into the spotlight. I absolutely hated it and Matt did nothing to put an end to it. I remember why he told me he forced me to be around others. 

Walking into the library, the first thing I notice is Matt sitting at a table surrounded by girls and some of the other football players. They’re loud, creating chaos as normal, and being the center of everyone’s attention. They always command everyone to look at them when they’re around. Walking over to them, I don’t stop at the table because that would put eyes on me. Instead, I bypass the table completely and head to the room where I tutor students. 

“Tutor, where ya goin’?” Matt calls out much louder than he needs to as I feel dozens of eyes shifting to me. 

I don’t respond to Matt and continue walking into the study room where I’ll be working with my students for the day. Closing the door behind me, I take a seat at the table and pull out everything I’ll need for Matt and my own work. If he chooses to come in for his session, I’ll be ready. Otherwise, I’ll work on my own homework and get it done before heading home for the day. 

It doesn’t take long for Matt to enter the study room. He struts in as if he owns the place and pulls out the chair next to me. Sitting down, he spreads his body out as much as possible and takes up as much room as possible. Looking over at the guy I’ve crushed on for the last four years, I take in his dirty blonde hair all messed up like one of those girls ran their hands through it repeatedly. His clothes are the latest style and I know he’s got the best cell phone in his pocket and the jewelry he wears is expensive as hell. The guy doesn’t know how to be subtle or in the background of any situation. 

“Why didn’t you stop when I called your name?” Matt asks me, his voice quieter than when he was surrounded by others. 

“I don’t like to be the center of attention and you know that. Why would I stop to talk with you when I have more important things to do?” I return, looking back at the homework in front of me. 

“Tutor, you don’t have to stay in the background every single day. You’re not some delicate wallflower and deserve to shine as bright as everyone else. No one in this school is better than you are, Peyton. I’m gonna put you in the spotlight one of these days and you won’t shrink back from it,” Matt says, a smirk on his face as he continues to stare at me. 

“Not happening Mr. Popular. The spotlight is where you belong while I belong in the shadows. Are you ready to work?” I ask, needing to get things back on track and away from the nonsense Matt is spewing right now. 

“Ready when you are, Tutor,” Matt says, sitting up at the table and pulling out what he needs to work on today. 

Hearing a car pull into my driveway, I push away thoughts of my past with Matt away and look to see my sister, Jennifer pulling in with a large smile on her face. I can’t help but smile in return because my sister is one of the happiest people I’ve ever met in my life and reminds me so much of Matt when he was younger. It’s been so long since I’ve seen the man up close and spent any time with him. Matt graduated and I still had two years of high school after. From what I understand, he joined the Dirty Slayers his senior year of high school and after his year was up, he not only became a full patch member, but he took over for his dad as the Vice President of the club. The only reason I know that is because it was all over town after the huge celebration the club threw for him.

“Jen, what are you doing here today?” I ask as my sister gets out of her car and I look to see if my nephew is with her. 

“Kicking you out of the house. Clark died a year ago and you haven’t been out of the house in nearly as long. I know you loved your husband, but he was no good for you, Peyton. The man used you, made you work insane hours while he took your money and then he forced you to cut your hours at work to raise the kids. Now, I love my niece and nephew, but it’s time for you to live your damn life again. You’re not even thirty years old yet. Our grandma gets out more often than you do,” Jen says, walking up on the porch and taking the seat next to me as she looks out at the world surrounding us. 

“Jennifer, I’m not ready to get out like that. Clark was a good man deep down. He loved me and took care of our kids when he was alive. If he hadn’t been working so hard, he never would have stayed late that night at work. The pile-up on the interstate wouldn’t have happened and he’d still be here with us today. If anything, the accident is my fault and I’m the reason he’s no longer alive. Besides, why should I get to go out and have fun when he’s buried and gone?” I ask my sister as she turns to look at me with a serious face. 

“You deserve to live your life for you and not just the kids, Peyton. You’ve always done everything for Cedric and Caydence. They worship the ground you walk on and are the best kids I’ve ever met in my life. My own son is standing right up there with them. It’s time for you to put yourself first. Get in the spotlight like Matt wanted you to do back in high school. Tonight, you’re going out and I’m staying here with the kids. Barb and Richard are waiting for you at Down ‘n Dirty,” Jennifer states before standing from her seat and pushing me inside the house as she follows behind. 

***

[image: ]


Walking up to the bar, I know the Dirty Slayers MC members are here in full tonight. Their bikes are lined up out front of the bar and I know they happen to own this place. There truly isn’t a night some of them aren’t here. Pausing at the front door of the bar, I take a deep breath and hold it for a second before releasing it slowly. Stepping inside, the first thing I notice is how clean the place is. There’s a hint of the smell of alcohol and cleaning products, but that’s it. Music plays in the bar, but it’s not so loud customers can’t have conversations with one another. My eyes scan the bar until they land on a table at the back of the main room. There sit the members of the club and one set of eyes are on me—Matt. 

The man has changed so much since high school. He now wears his hair longer on top with the sides and back shaved, he’s got a beard that’s neatly trimmed, and a nose piercing. His arms are covered in tattoos and he’s added more muscle to his body than ever before. If I thought I had a crush on the man in high school, it’s nothing compared to what I feel now. The man is sexy as fuck and has the ability to make a woman lose her damn mind. I quickly turn my attention away from the man and try to find my best friends. 

I met Barb in high school when she transferred in after losing her parents and moving in with her grandparents. We bonded as we both hid in the shadows of high school and remained as invisible as possible. She married Richard shortly after they met in college. They unfortunately don’t have children of their own despite them trying every way possible to have a child of their own. They spend most of their free time with my children and dote on them every single day in one way or another. 

Finally spotting my best friends at the end of the bar, I give them a small wave before weaving my way through the crowd and joining them. Barb stands up when I get to her and pulls me in for one of her tight hugs that make you feel safe and loved. She always knows exactly what I need and I have no doubt in my mind she conspired with my sister to get me out of the house tonight. When I pull back from her, I’m shaking my head and Richard starts laughing his ass off. 

“Took you less than a few seconds to figure it out. Barb and Jennifer conspired to get you out tonight. Knew the club would be here in full force and wanted you to see Matt,” Richard states, still laughing as the bartender makes his way over to me. 

“Can I have a beer, please? Well, I didn’t know the club would be here tonight. I just figured the two of them worked together to get me out of the house,” I answer Richard as I take my seat and wait for my drink. 

“Never thought I’d see you step through the door of the club’s bar, Tutor?” I hear from behind me and know immediately it’s Matt. 

I turn around in my seat to face the man who I’ve had a secret crush on for half of my life. Even when I was married to Clark. Looking up high since Carbon is so much taller than I am even sitting on the bar stool. He’s still got that cocky as hell smirk on his face because he knows every woman in this bar wants to fuck him and he wouldn’t be wrong about that. 

“Can I not be here, Matt?” I return, my voice coming out weak instead of strong as I want it to be. 

“You can be wherever you want, Tutor. Told you I was gonna get you in the spotlight and it looks like tonight is that night,” he says, sitting next to me after giving the man on the stool a look to make him abandon his seat. 

“I’m not in the spotlight, Matt. I’m sitting at a bar with my friends and you happened to walk over to us,” I respond, my voice just loud enough to be heard over the music. 

“You’re in the spotlight, Babe. Everyone in the place is starin’ at you. Includin’ every member of the club. They wanna know who you are and why you have my complete attention,” he states, leaning in closer than he needs to while staring me directly in the eyes. 

I could get lost in Matt’s eyes. They’re a hazel color with a golden ring around the outside. I’ve always liked Matt’s eyes and it seems like that’s not about to change. 

“They’re looking at you, Matt, not me. That’s something you’re more than used to because it’s been that way for as long as I can remember,” I retort, not wanting to look around to see what everyone’s looking at. 

“Babe, all eyes are on you. You look fuckin’ sexy as hell. Never seen you lookin’ as good as you do now. Even with all the changes you’ve been through over the years. Really need to catch up when we’re not in a bar,” Matt says, leaning in and pressing his full lips against mine. 

The last thing I was expecting was for him to kiss me. He’s never once given me any indication he wanted to kiss me. Yet, here he is in the middle of a damn bar kissing me as if his life depends on it.

I don’t push him away as he deepens the kiss and pulls my stool closer to his with his foot. We don’t break apart as Matt continues to kiss me, one of his hands gently around the front of my throat. God! It’s been so long since I’ve felt this way. Honestly, I don’t remember ever feeling the way I do right now with my husband. There’s an intense, burning desire flooding my body as I wrap my arms around Matt’s neck and try to move my body even closer to his. Fuck! I want him more than anything else right now. 

“Need you, Peyton,” Matt growls when he finally breaks the kiss.

I have no clue how he can talk right now when I’m panting for air. 

“For one night, you can have me,” I whisper, knowing if I don’t take this chance with him here and now I’ll regret it for the rest of my life. “No strings or anything else getting in the way. Then, you go back to your life and I’ll go back to mine.” 

“We’ll see, Tutor,” Matt says, getting off his stool before lifting me in his arms and putting me over his shoulder. 

He walks through the bar while I have a clear view of his ass and not much more. I don’t know where he’s taking me, but right now I don’t give a damn. All I can think about is the man carrying me somewhere and what he can do to help me get rid of this ache he created. The last thing I want to think about is how I’m betraying my husband’s memory or that I have kids at home. I’m also not allowing myself to think about how many times Matt’s done this over the years with various other women. I’m one of many and I know that. He’s no different than he was in school. 

I hear a door open before watching Matt kick it closed behind us. The sounds from the bar dim to almost nothing as he slides me slowly down his body allowing me to feel every hard muscle until my feet are on the floor right in front of him. For a long time, we do nothing but stare at one another. I’m trying to guess why he’d ever want a woman like me. I’ve got curves, I’m not thin like all the girls he’s chosen in the past, and my body has changed from having children. There are stretch marks covering my body and a stomach I can’t seem to get rid of no matter what I do. 

“So fuckin’ sexy, Peyton. Need you right now,” he says, stepping impossibly closer while lifting me in his arms and pressing me against the wall. 

I’m wearing a dress tonight and I hope that means he won’t bother taking it off. He can just get rid of my panties and leave me completely dressed. That way he won’t have to see any part of my body. I’ve never been the thin girl but it’s worse now after having my children. Something I’ll never regret. My curves just don’t seem to go away and I’ve learned to live with them. At least until this very moment with Matt. 

“Get outta your head, Peyton. Not bullshittin’ you when I say you’re sexy. You know I don’t lie and that isn’t somethin’ that’s changed since school. I’ve always been truthful with you,” he says, kissing me again and stopping all thoughts from playing on a loop in my mind about this being some kind of pity fuck for him.

Matt runs his hands down my body until he reaches the end of my dress. I feel him slowly slide it up my body while releasing me from the wall, his calloused hands rubbing against my skin adding to the sensations I’m already feeling. Keeping my eyes closed, I simply allow myself to feel what he’s doing to my body as Matt kisses my neck, lightly sucking every so often. Tipping my head to the side, I give him better access as my dress reaches above my panties and my first instinct is to cover myself. 

“Don’t even think about it, Peyton. I’m gonna see every fuckin’ inch of your body and you’ll know exactly how sexy I think you are before we’re done here tonight,” Matt orders me, using one hand to lift my arms above my head against the wall. 

My eyes open to find him staring down between us and looking at my body with a look I can’t decipher filling his eyes. Closing my eyes again, I go back to just feeling what he’s doing to me and trying not to think about what he’s seeing or thinking right now. Matt could have any woman he wants and that’s why it’s such a mystery to me about why I’m in this room with him when there’s a bar full of sexy women who would take my place in a second. 

Matt lifts my dress over my head and I listen as the thin fabric falls to the floor somewhere. Still, I keep my eyes closed as he reaches behind me and unsnaps my bra before releasing my arms. Instead of letting me hold my bra in place, Matt slowly pulls the straps down my arms until it falls to the floor between us. Next come my panties. I can’t hold back any longer as I open my eyes and place my hands on Matt’s chest. Snapping his eyes up to look at me, Matt doesn’t stop removing my panties as I slide my hands under the edge of his vest and start to slide it from his shoulders. 

“I got this, Peyton,” he suddenly says, removing the vest himself and reaching over to hang it on a hook I didn’t notice until now. 

Matt leans back into me, placing my hands back on his body. He drags my hands down until I’m at the bottom of his tee-shirt. Taking a hint, I drag his shirt up his body, revealing every muscle and his tan skin. My mouth waters with the thought of finally having this man even if it’s for one night and nothing more. Matt has never really been known to keep a girl around for very long. I’m sure that hasn’t changed about him over the years. Especially when he’s even sexier now and has women constantly throwing themselves at him. 

As I remove Matt’s shirt, he undoes his jeans, the end of his belt clanging in the silent room. Leaning forward, I press kisses against his hard chest, the skin smooth under my lips. He smells fucking amazing with whatever cologne he uses mixed with the scent of leather and oil. It’s a smell I’ve always associated with Matt because this is the same way he smelled in school. 

“Not gonna be able to take this slow, Peyton. You good with that?” he asks me, lifting me in his arms once again as I wrap my legs around his hips.

The coldness of the wall at my back makes me arch my body into his, squishing my tits between the two of us. 

“I’m good with it, Matt. Take me however you need to,” I tell him, leaning forward and pressing my lips against his neck as he slides his hand between our bodies to line his cock up with my waiting pussy.

Matt slowly slides inside me as I throw my head back. He’s bigger than Clark was and is stretching me in ways I’ve never felt before. A moan escapes me and I can’t stop it from happening as Matt growls out when he’s buried to the hilt. For a minute he doesn’t move an inch as I adjust to his size. 

“Ready, Tutor?” he finally asks me, burying his face in my neck and gripping my ass hard enough to leave bruises of his fingerprints on my skin. 

“I’m ready, Matt,” I tell him, my voice shaking as he starts to slide out. 

Matt starts with a steady pace of sliding in and out of my pussy, his mouth kissing, licking, and sucking every inch of my skin he can reach. He steadily increases the pace and strength of his thrusts. I work hard to meet him move for move with the limited motion I have wrapped around his body. Matt wraps his lips around my nipple while releasing my ass with one hand and wrapping his hand loosely around my neck once again. His movements are now a punishing pace as my body hits the wall with every thrust of his hips. 

“Fuck, Peyton. You feel fuckin’ amazin’,” Matt growls out after releasing my nipple, his voice sending a tremor through my body with how deep and graveled it is. 

“Harder, Matt,” I manage to get out through clenched teeth as I wrap myself tighter around his hard body.

We’re both covered in a fine layer of sweat as Matt continues to fuck me into the wall. I’ve never had sex like this before and I’ve been missing out. Shaking my head slightly, I clear thoughts of my past sexual relationship with Clark and remain here in the moment with Matt. I give him my full attention as he deserves. This is something I’ve wanted for a long time and I should cherish it instead of comparing him to Clark. Matt doesn’t deserve that. 

“Your wish is my command, Peyton,” he growls, his voice muffled as he presses his face in my neck once again. 

Our bodies slide against one another as we continue to chase our release. My entire body is shaking as I feel my orgasm coil tightly inside me. It won’t take much for me to lose myself because of the man fucking me. I dig my nails into his shoulders and let my head drop back once again. 

“So. Close,” I moan out, my moans coming faster and louder with every thrust of Matt’s hips. 

“Get there, Tutor,” he returns, sliding his hand down my body until he finds my clit. Matt manipulates my body as if we’ve done this a million times in the past and this isn’t our first time together. 

He pinches my clit and that’s all it takes to send me flying over the edge of the cliff. 

“Matt!” I cry out his name, ending in a loud moan. 

Matt continues to fuck me as he chases his own release. He never once lets my release fall off quickly as I feel like I’m about to be thrown over the edge again. This is the most intense sex I’ve ever had in my life and I don’t know how to put it in words. 

“Peyton!” Matt growls out as another small orgasm rushes through me and I tighten my body even more around his. 

Matt rests his head against mine as he finally stops thrusting in and out of me. I close my eyes and just bask in the moment we’re having right now. Our hearts race and our breathing is coming out in short pants as our skin sticks together from the sweat covering us. It takes several minutes of us simply being still like this for my heart to slow down the slightest bit even if I don’t have the strength to lift my head from Matt’s.

“Not gonna be the last time this happens, Tutor. Best I’ve ever fuckin’ had and I want more,” Matt says as he pulls from my body and sets me carefully on my feet between the wall and him. 

“We’ll see, Matt. We don’t tend to run in the same circles and I’m just one of many for you. I knew that when I came in here with you. I’m okay with it,” I tell him, not wanting to be some clingy girlfriend or something. 

“We’ll be runnin’ in the same circle soon, Peyton. Believe me when I say I’m nowhere near done with you. Been waitin’ fuckin’ years to feel your body wrapped around mine as your pussy squeezed my cock,” he says, his voice low and gentle as he stares at me.

Matt leans down and kisses me again. This kiss is deep and full of everything we don’t want to say right now. I give myself this last moment with him before pulling back and allowing my shyness to come back full force. Quickly, I squat down to grab all of my clothes as Matt points at the back of the room to a door. With a nod of my head, I make my way there to find a bathroom. Cleaning up and going to the bathroom, I get dressed once again and use the mirror to try to make myself look decent once again. Taking a deep breath, I open the door to find Matt leaning against the wall with his eyes on me already. Stepping up to him, I let him take my hand in his as he leads me back to the bar where Barb and Richard are still sitting. The four of us talk some before I decide it’s time for me to go home. I let Matt walk me out to my car as he kisses me deeply once again before watching me leave him behind. 
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Carbon

Five months later

IT’S BEEN A long as fuck day. I’m ready for a cold beer and my bed. I’ve been doing inventory at the bar all day long and it’s the job I hate more than anything in the world. As the manager of Down n’ Dirty, I don’t make my employees do that job for two reasons. The first is I don’t necessarily trust them to get the counts and new order correct. Secondly, it’s the worst job in the place and I’d rather keep my employees happy instead of them quitting because they have to count everything we have in the place. When I do inventory, I count absolutely every single item in the place and it usually takes me all day to complete it. Considering I haven’t been sleeping the best, today was the day to get it taken care of. 

The last five months have been both hell and heaven. It’s been hell because I haven’t seen Peyton since that night at the bar and it’s the only thing I want to do. I haven’t seen her since I graduated from high school and she’s the one person who calls me on my shit and doesn’t let me get away with anything. The one person who didn’t kiss my ass and suck up to me because of who I am or what I look like. On the other hand, it’s been heaven because I’ve been able to relive my night with her on a daily basis. The smell of cherry blossoms surrounded me as Peyton wrapped her body around mine. Her soft skin rubbing against my own and the sounds she made when I was buried deep inside her. Pure fucking heaven and everything I’ve never felt before in my life. 

When I was in school, I didn’t really need tutoring. I actually got really good grades. The only reason I started it was to work with Peyton. She was always in the background at school, but I noticed her no matter what she was doing or where she was. Her time was spent either in the classroom or library. Even during lunch she would go to the library and study, do her homework, or read for fun. Peyton’s nose was always buried in a book and that’s one of the reasons I noticed her immediately. I don’t know many people who read for fun besides my mom and some of the other ol’ ladies of the club. It wasn’t the girls who went to school with me. 

Another reason I noticed her was because Peyton always had a kind word for everyone around her. The only time she ever got pissed off was if she found someone being bullied. My girl would go off on the bully and practically make them cry. All without touching them at all. Her words can cut like a knife The only time she wouldn’t put a bully in their place was when she was the one being bullied. For some reason, Peyton would take the abuse and end up running away in tears to hide until she could get better control of her emotions. Or to clean up whatever mess had been made of her. I’ve seen the kids at school throw everything at her and she still managed to have a smile on her face every single day without fail. Unless she was in the same room as me. That gorgeous smile would disappear without a trace no matter what I did or said. It was fun to push her buttons and get reactions out of her though. 

Shaking my head, I get on my bike and start the engine. The vibrations under me cause me to clear the thoughts of Peyton from my head. Putting on my helmet, I pull away from the bar and make my way to the grocery store. I need a few things because I’m not going to the clubhouse after being at the bar all day long. Including a nice, juicy steak for dinner. My mouth practically waters with the thought of a steak cooked on the grill and a cold beer to go with it. 

Paying attention to the traffic around me, I make the short trip to the main grocery store in town in a matter of minutes. Pulling into the parking lot, the first thing I notice is Peyton’s Tahoe close to the front door. I park as close to her as possible and debate waiting for her to come out so I can talk to her or seeing if I can find her inside the store. I’m not always the most patient man so I shut my bike off and head inside after setting my helmet on my seat. I stride across the parking lot and the first person I see coming through the doors toward me is Peyton. She’s got a little boy and girl with her and my mind is spinning. It’s been so long since I’ve seen the girl I had a crush on in high school that I didn’t realize she has children. A ton of questions start running through my mind. 

Is Peyton with someone? 

How long has she been a single mom? 

Are these her kids? 

“Tutor, what a coincidence runnin’ into you here. Been a while since I last saw you,” I say, startling her as she immediately stops pushing the cart and her conversation with the little boy comes to an end. 

“Carbon? What are you doing here? Don’t you have people who usually go to the store for you?” she questions me, her voice shaking with nerves as she releases the cart and starts wringing her hands together. It’s her tell when she’s nervous and a move I’ve seen countless times from her. 

“We do. But it doesn’t mean I have to make them do everythin’ for me. I’m more than capable of gettin’ my own groceries and that kind of stuff,” I tell her, looking up and down Peyton’s body slowly as she stands up straight and grabs the children’s hands next to her. My eyes land on her stomach and I notice the baby bump there as my mind goes fuzzy with the thought of this woman carrying my child. “You’re pregnant? Is the baby mine?”

Peyton isn’t one to fuck a ton of different guys. When I graduated, she was still a virgin. Yes, I know that because she didn’t date and had no boyfriend. No one ever asked her out. If she was seeing anyone, he wasn’t from our school. She didn’t travel either so I know she wasn’t seeing someone from a different school. Yes, I made it my mission to know everything about Peyton. The only time she ever traveled was with her family and it wasn’t ever very far from Frostford. Peyton was always more comfortable with her dad in the backyard of their home puttering around with something or going to the shooting range. My girl can handle weapons of all kinds and I can’t wait to see her in action. 

“I am pregnant. Yes, the baby is yours, Matt. I was planning on telling you, but I haven’t seen you since that night and I don’t have your phone number so I couldn’t contact you. I don’t want anything from you and there’s no reason for you to play daddy if you can’t commit to our child. I refuse to have a man who is going to break his own son’s or daughter’s heart because he can’t spend time with them on a regular basis. Being a parent is about more than hanging out or doing the fun things,” Peyton says, a fierceness flashing in her eyes I haven’t seen in a very long time. 

“Never said I wouldn’t be a dad to my own child, Tutor. You don’t know my feelin’ about havin’ kids and bein’ a parent. You’re about to find out though. You’re mine, Peyton. Have been for a long time and it’s time we make that shit official,” I tell her, my voice low and serious as I take in the scene in front of me. 

“W-W-What are you talking about, Matt?” she stammers while keeping her eyes locked on mine. 

“You really had no clue I liked you in school, did you?” I return, stepping closer to the cart to eliminate the space between us. 

“You liked to torment me and push my buttons, Matt. That doesn’t mean you had a crush on me or anything like that. I know the types of girls you date. Did you forget that? You were all about the cheerleaders in high school and now I imagine you’re all about the girls who could walk a runway. Thin. Beautiful. Sexy. Women who fit in and aren’t the shy wallflower who prefer to read a book and hang out in the backyard with their family over going out all night and showing off for everyone,” she states, her voice taking on a cold tinge to it as she looks me up and down. “You really haven’t changed all that much, Matt.” 

“I’ve changed more than you realize, Peyton. Come to the clubhouse with me and let me claim you in front of the club as my ol’ lady. I will protect you and our child and you can see the real me. Get to know me before our son or daughter is born. I want to go to all of your appointments with you and be there for everythin’ comin’ up,” I tell her, stepping even closer to her as the kids with her try to hide behind her body. “Are these your kids?” 

“They are. This is my son Cedric and daughter Caydence. They’re a little shy when it comes to new people. And they’ve been through a lot over the last year,” she responds, her voice showing nothing but love for her children as she reaches down and holds her children close. “Matt, I don’t know anything about your world. The one thing I’ve always heard is that when a biker chooses to claim a woman, it’s for life. We don’t know one another like that and I don’t know if I’m actually ready to be with anyone. That night in the bar was something I don’t ever do and the only reason I did was because it was you.” 

“We’ll get to know one another, Peyton. I know you don’t take risks and prefer to stay out of the limelight. I don’t have a problem with that shit. You might not know about my world, but I’ll teach you. The ol’ ladies will help too. They aren’t like the girls we went to school with and will welcome you with open arms. Especially Marie. She’s the queen of the club and I know she’ll love you. My mom is close to her and I know she’d love to see you. She hasn’t seen you since school when you were tutoring me. Please, Peyton. This isn’t a game for me and I truly want you. I’ve been thinkin’ about that night together for the last five months. Every damn day you’re on my mind and the only thing I wanted to do was find you and make you mine,” I tell her honestly as she looks at me with her mouth hanging open as I reach out and use my finger to gently close it. 
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