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This book is dedicated to my handsome oldest son. C, you have made leaps and bounds in your life dealing with everything that’s been thrown your way. You are an amazing young man, and I can’t wait to see where the rest of your life takes you. I love you to the moon and back!

~ Erin

While I don’t expect him to ever read my books simply because he’s just a tad over a year old, this series is dedicated to my youngest grandson, Austin Dakota Dean. Because of you, I’m once again a grandma and I look forward to watching you grow up, sweet boy. Gramma loves you to the moon and back and beyond!

~ Darlene
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Trigger Warning:

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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Matteo and I have been together since our freshman year of high school. I moved to his hometown, and we instantly hit it off. He’s a major flirt and has girls all over him no matter where he goes or what he does. Still, he saw something in me, and stopped talking to another female unless he was paired up on a project with someone. He didn’t even talk to, or dance, with a girl at an after party for his football team. Matteo’s change was immediate as he put all of his attention on me. On getting to know me and spending as much time with me as possible. 

If I’m being honest, attention from Matteo when you’re his sole focus is a little overwhelming. Though, we would spend hours talking after school and his football practice. He would walk me home when he was able to before heading back to practice. My parents didn’t know anything about the relationship I was forming with Matteo because they would have stopped it in its tracks immediately. Being a freshman in high school, they didn’t want me to date or look in the general direction of boys. My only focus was to be schoolwork and maintaining the highest grades possible. So, I started studying in the school’s library after school ended, working on projects, and just generally getting ahead in all of my classes. It left me more time to spend with Matteo in secret.

When we weren’t at school, at practice, or a game, Matteo would find ways to either call me, email me, or spend time with me. He became a staple in the library when I would study before he had to get ready for practice or leave for a game. We would have lunch together, sit next to one another in any class we shared, and he would leave me notes in my locker. It was all amazing. Still, my fear would sometimes outweigh the fear I felt about my parents finding out. Matteo completely understood my fears and didn’t try to force me to do anything I didn’t want to do. He was absolutely amazing.

By the time we were sophomores in school, my parents finally agreed to allow me to try out for the cheerleading team. Their only stipulation was I had to maintain my grades and not get in trouble at school or home for any reason. I had to complete my chores, homework, and still manage to spend time with them when I wasn’t at practice or games. Matteo and I were able to spend more time together before practice every single day which was nice. Though we had to be careful at the home games because my parents did attend. We did what we had to do though. 

In our junior year, I was finally allowed to date. That’s when my family met Matteo. They instantly fell in love with him. My dad could talk football with him while my mom was charmed each time he came over to visit us. He would bring her flowers or something small as a token of his appreciation for them allowing him to date me. When we weren’t at the house with my parents, he was an absolute gentleman. We didn’t do anything too sexual until the summer between our junior and senior year. That’s when he took my virginity. Matteo wasn’t a virgin when we had sex for the first time, but I didn’t care. All that mattered to me was we were together, and he made the experience special for me. 

There were flowers leading up to the bed, candles were lit, soft music was playing in the background, and he took me out to dinner. We went to a nice restaurant just outside of town and had a nice meal. Then, we went back to his house, and he took me up to his room. His parents weren’t home which made it the perfect time for us to have sex for the very first time. It did hurt, but I expected it to. There’s no way to get around a female’s first time having sex hurting. Still, Matteo made it the best experience I could have had. 

Our senior year, everything seemed to change. I was busy with cheerleading, homework, and spending as much time with him as possible. Added on to all of that was filling out college applications, doing mock interviews with my mom, talking to recruiters who showed up at school about various programs I was interested in, and touring different campuses with my parents. Matteo wasn’t really into the college thing though. He didn’t worry about filling out applications or anything else. There was really no reason for him to worry about all that stuff. Matteo had a full ride to four different schools for his football career. Schools were literally fighting over him to attend their program and enhance what they were already doing. That’s how good the man was. 

I was so proud of him. Matteo studied hard with me, got excellent grades, and helped his family out as much as he could when he wasn’t training for football or working out. We honestly had a really great life planned out. At least we did until the end of our senior year. See, we had a pregnancy scare. Since Matteo had just turned eighteen, he made a decision that would irrevocably change our lives. He signed his name on the dotted line to join the military. Matteo wanted to be the one to take care of us financially and ensure we had insurance. His only goal was to make sure we didn’t have to depend on our parents for any reason. About the only thing he didn’t do was propose to me because of the baby. 

Starting our junior year, we started making plans. Matteo was planning on waiting until I figured out what college I was going to attend before he made his decision. Most of the schools I applied to were ones he got scholarships to. We were going to get an apartment off campus so we could live together while he played football and attended classes. I was going to take my courses and we'd build our lives together. Once it got closer to us graduating from college, he’d propose, and we’d begin planning our wedding. Everything was planned out and we were going to make everything work. On top of adding a child to the mix. Our parents would see we could take care of a child and still start our future.

Well, I found out two weeks after he signed the enlistment papers that I wasn’t pregnant. It must have been stress or something from the end of our final year of high school that made me late. We were both upset about not having a child, but relieved at the same time. It would definitely be easier to go to class and do everything we needed to do without the added worry of a child. However, Matteo had already signed all the papers and we knew he couldn’t get out of heading off to boot camp a few weeks after we graduated. All of our carefully laid plans were being shot to hell because I was late and too scared to take a pregnancy test. I got my period the day before my appointment with an obstetrician. 

Matteo and I made the most of the two weeks we had together. Every second he wasn’t with his family, we were together. He tried to make as many memories with me as possible. We went to the beach, took hikes to a secluded waterfall, had picnics in the local park, and even went to a fair a few towns over. Matteo won me so many things I have two shelves filled with them now. The night before he had to leave, we went out to dinner with our families and then spent several hours on the beach exploring one another’s body. I was there, crying when he left standing between his mom and sister. We watched him board the bus that would take him to the airport where he would make his final leg of the new journey he was starting. I absolutely hated watching him ride away from us. Though, I did sneak a letter into his bag for him to read on the bus or plane, whenever he found it.

Dear Matteo,

I love you so much and I’m so sorry for getting you into this mess. If I had only done what you said and took a pregnancy test, you wouldn’t have enlisted. You’d be spending the rest of the summer with me until we got ready to head off for college. Now, you’re going to boot camp only to be shipped off to God knows where once you’re done. I don’t know if I’ll even be able to attend your graduation. How shitty is that?

All of the plans we made are now gone. You won’t be on campus with me, going to class, or playing football. I loved watching you on the field. You’re always so damn confident, but it hits a completely different level when you’re playing the game you love so much. It’s because of me you won’t get to play it anymore. How can you not hate me for taking it away from you? I’d hate you if you took something like that from me. There’s no way I couldn’t. 

My parents are planning on taking me away for a few days. They want to spend time with me before we start getting everything for the new apartment and then head out to school. I found an amazing two bedroom apartment about two miles from campus. A lot of other students live in the building so if anyone is in my classes we’ll have a quiet place to study. My dad actually went and looked at it for me after I fell in love with the pictures on the realtor’s site. He signed the lease and paid the deposit and first month’s rent for me too. They’ll pay the first few months until you can start sending money home to take care of it. This way I don’t have to get a job on top of my classes.

The one thing I’m going to miss the most about having you here with me is cuddling with you and talking about our future. There’s no pressure for any reason when it’s just the two of us in our little bubble. You let me ramble on about nothing of importance or gently guide me in a direction of what we were talking about. To you, I never feel as if I’m rambling though. You make me feel as if I’m the only person in your world. I never have told you how much that means to me. 
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