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Just a couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than that, all my books are independent projects.

That being said, I apologize, in advance, for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for grammar, my books are probably not for you.

Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However, the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my series all at once. No waiting here...LOL. Now, the exception to that will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as myself.

Thank you for everything!

––––––––
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**Special Note: I’d like to take this time to inform my readers that I do not sign nor understand sign language. This storyline popped up in my head, and I thought that it would be a cute, sweet, inspiring love story. So, there may some inaccuracies during the dialogue parts of this story, but please keep in mind that this story is fiction, and I am in no way trying to offend anyone with my depiction of ASL or people who are hearing impaired.

Thank you for your understanding.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Contact Me

[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​I really appreciate you reading my book, and I would love to hear from you! Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Other Books 

Dedication

For the skeptics –

Love really does exist. I promise.
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I’ve done a lot of things in my life. I’ve stared down two-hundred-pound linebackers. I’ve faced baseballs coming at me at over ninety miles per hour. I’ve ignored an elbow in the face, fighting for the soccer ball. I’ve also torn my hands up dunking those basketballs. Hell, I’ve even risked my sanity to knock that tiny fucking puck into the net. Now, while I’ve always been into sports, you had to really be insane to play fucking hockey.

Still, all those bruises, broken bones, cuts, scrapes, stitches, and concussions were nothing compared to what I was facing now.

I’d also never been one to give into my nerves. I loved challenges; they kept your mind sharp and your body ready. Crowds had also never bothered me. It never intimidated me to be the center of attention, and I was often in that position with being the star quarterback for my varsity high school football team. So, all eyes on me had never bothered me before.

However, walking into this room, glancing around at everyone looking comfortable and capable, I was feeling intimidated as hell. A novel feeling, for sure. Even when I had transferred to Yosemite High, I hadn’t felt intimidated. I hadn’t minded being the new kid, trying to find my place during my junior year of high school when alliances had already been formed years ago.

Trying out for every sport that would work with my school schedule hadn’t been intimidating, either. Not to brag, but I’d been gifted with what a lot of people called natural athletic ability, and I played most sports very well, football being my passion. I had even played hockey well, but I hadn’t been suicidal enough to want to make a go of that particular sport.

Running my sweaty palms over my jeans, I walked up to the woman who seemed to be in charge. I’d been lingering by the front door long enough to notice how she’d gone from table to table, addressing everyone, the friendliest smile on her face that I’d ever seen.

When she saw me walking towards her, she excused herself from the two guys who’d she been speaking with, then met me halfway. “Hello,” she greeted, still smiling. “May I help you?”

“Uh, yeah...I...” I had to clear my throat, and my obvious nervousness had me feeling wildly stupid. In fact, I was super close to just bolting out the front door.

Her face softened in understanding, and that just made me feel stupider. “Is this your first time here?”

I nodded. “Yeah, uh...I...I was interested in taking your summer classes,” I told her. “I mean...I know I can’t possibly learn a lot in only three months, but...I need to start somewhere.”

Her head tilted in understanding. “Well, while the need to rush the learning process is very common, it does take some time to learn.”

“I...I’m hoping that I can still take classes after school starts, but...I play football and-”

“We have very flexible classes here, Mr...?”

“Cameron,” I replied sheepishly. After all, the proper thing would have been to introduce myself when she had first approached me. “Royce Cameron, but please call me Royce.”

Her smile widened. “It’s nice to meet you, Royce Cameron. I’m Tilly Segar.”

Finally smiling, I said, “It’s nice to meet you, too.” At that, we shook hands, and I was no longer feeling like such a tool.

“Why don’t we walk over to my desk, and then we can discuss what your objective for taking this class is?” she suggested, and I nodded, following her to a large desk that was nestled in the corner of the room. Tilly had a mountain of paperwork all over the place, so it was a good thing that the desk was large enough to accommodate such a load.

After taking our seats, she asked, “So, what can we do for you, Royce? We have beginners’ classes and-”

“I’m not here to learn how to have a conversation,” I blurted, feeling like an idiot again.

Her brows shot upward in surprise. “Well...then, I’m confused-”

“It’s not that.” I shook my head, knowing that I sounded like a lunatic. “I mean...I want to learn how to have conversations, obviously, but not just that.”

“I’m afraid that I still don’t understand your meaning,” she replied, but not unkindly.

“I’m here because...because...”

“Yes?” she prompted.

Looking at her, hoping that she could hear the seriousness in my voice, I said, “I’m not here to learn how to speak in sign language. I’m here to learn how to love someone in sign language.”
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Chapter 1
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Roxanne~

The problem with having a friend who was as...animated as Pepper Milo was that the girl signed like a crack addict.

“So, I know you don’t like going to the games, but I heard that Carlos Duran has been asking about you, and he’s going to be there,” Pepper signed, or...at least, I was pretty sure that’s what she had signed. The girl’s hands moved so fast that it was like watching energy shift right in front of me.

“You want me to go to a football game because Carlos Duran is going to be there?” I signed back, throwing in a few question marks in there.

Pepper let out a dramatic huff, and it was theatrical enough that a few strands of her blonde hair flew upwards with the effort. “Sorry,” she signed. “I was just so excited.”

I laughed because that wasn’t saying much. Pepper was always excited. She was one of those rare people who were excited about life in general. We’d been best friends since the first grade, and she’d always been that way. Plus, her personality fit perfectly with her blonde hair, blue eyes, athletic body, and zest for sports, her passion being volleyball. Though Pepper was only five-foot-three, the girl played the net like she was six-foot-seven.

As for me, I didn’t play any sports, though I’d had when I’d been younger. While there were a lot of sports out there that I could still play safely, I wasn’t a big sports person like Pepper or my mother. I was a reader. I was the kid who found peace in the library. I was the nerd who would rather stay home on a Friday night than party. Now, it wasn’t that I had anything against parties or sports, but I was a certified wallflower, and I was okay with that. I’d been like that even before I’d lost my hearing, so my deafness had nothing to do with preferring to stay home. I just preferred peace to chaos.

My parents also believed that my comfortability with peace had been the reason that I’d taken my diagnosis of Usher’s Syndrome so well, though I was pretty sure that I’d hadn’t. I’d been born with the ability to hear, but I’d been later diagnosed with Usher’s Syndrome Type-3 when I’d started struggling to hear during my elementary years. It was a genetic disease, and my great-grandmother had also suffered from it.

Taking my lumps, I had become completely deaf by the time that I had hit the seventh grade, and while my parents had praised how well I’d adapted, I could have probably handled it all with a little more grace at the time. There were a lot of people out in the world who had it worse than I did, and that was something that I worked hard to remind myself of whenever I was having a particularly bad day.

Though losing my hearing had changed so much, I hadn’t been alone during this major life change. When I’d first been diagnosed, my parents and I had immediately begun taking ASL classes. We’d wanted to get a head start on what was to come, considering that the odds of me becoming fully deaf had been rather high. Pepper had also taken classes with us, bringing her zest-for-life personality with her. The girl could probably sign better than I could if she would just slow the hell down for a minute.

“It’s okay,” I signed.

Her shoulders sagged as she blew those strands from her face again. The one thing that always fascinated me about Pepper was that she was so damn pretty, but also so damn unkempt. She was the girl that you saw who always had one shoe untied, her hair thrown up any which way, her face fresh of makeup, and her clothes might match, they might not. It really was a gamble with her each morning. Still, she was the best person on the planet.

“Okay,” she signed, a bit slower this time. “Carlos Duran was asking Tara Freeman if you were going to the game tonight.” Tara Freeman was another friend of ours, though not close like me and Pepper.

“I’m not interested in Carlos, Pepper,” I signed back. “You know this.” Pepper pinched her lips tight as she eyed me. “What?”

Her eyes narrowed as I voiced that last part. When dealing with an overwhelming personality like Pepper’s, my voice was my superpower, and I used it to show her when I was being serious.

See, I could talk, but I didn’t like to. Even though my parents and Pepper had assured me that I sounded fine, I couldn’t guarantee how I sounded to a new set of ears. Plus, speaking invited all kinds of awkwardness. People would forget that I was deaf, then start speaking rapidly, expecting me to understand them, and while I could read lips, I couldn’t read them if someone was speaking quickly. That’s why me and Pepper chose to sign most of the time. She spoke like she had too much to say and not enough time to say it.

The opposite of that was when people started talking too slowly and loudly, making us both look ridiculous. So, signing was the easiest and the least awkward form of communication for me. People got out of having to talk to me because most people didn’t know ASL, and it got me out of having to go to parties and football games with Pepper. While I did go to her volleyball games, that was about it.

“You’re never interested in anyone,” she signed with enough irritation on her face that I could sense her attitude in her hand motions.

“That’s not true,” I signed back. “You know it’s not.”

Her blue eyes lit up, and I probably should have just let her be annoyed with me, rather than encourage her. “Well, there you have it. You know that he will definitely be at the game tonight.”

I had an unfortunate crush on Royce Cameron, Yosemite High’s star quarterback, and I’ve had the stupid crush since he first started at Yosemite last year. He had transferred because his father had gotten a promotion or something, or so that’d been the rumor. Royce and I weren’t friends, so I had no idea what the truth was. He was a jock all the way, and I was a deaf library nerd.

Plus, there was also the fact that our skin colors didn’t match, though that shouldn’t matter had we lived in a perfect world and not the reality of this one. Royce Cameron was six-foot-something of brown hair, green eyes, a perfect face, and muscles for days. His father was a lawyer, his mother was a stay-at-home mom, and they all matched perfectly with their Caucasian skin tones.

However, my household wasn’t synchronized like that. While my brother and I did match, our parents didn’t. My father was Black, and my mother was Hispanic, and so me and my brother, Arnold, were a mixture of the two. Our skin tones were light enough to mistake us for being full-blooded Hispanic, but our curly hair screamed of something more. Plus, my brother had gotten my father’s build while I had inherited the feminine curves on both sides of my family, so...yeah...I wasn’t slim.

My father was also a doctor, my mother was the director of our town’s recreational center, and my brother was in college to get his teaching degree, so there was no complaining on my end. We had a good life, my deafness being the only hiccup. Arnold Sr. and Christina Rafferty had provided a good life for themselves and their children, and I truly did have a lot to be grateful for, even if I did have a crush on a boy that I could never have.

Still, even knowing that it was a bad idea, I signed, “Fine. Let’s go.”

~
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Royce~

Fridays were always a little more charged up than the rest of the week because sports were a big thing at Yosemite High, and it wasn’t just football. A lot of talent was recruited from this place, and the entire town hailed every sport that the school had to offer. While intense, it was still exciting.

“We’re going to kick some serious ass tonight,” Hudson cheered. “I can’t fucking wait.”

Hudson Traveler was my closest friend at Yosemite, and he was a good guy. Having transferred during the summer before my junior year, I had expected some wariness from a lot of the students, but it hadn’t gone down that way. As soon as I had tried out for football, I’d been embraced like I’d been going to school with these people for years. There’d been no jealousy that I’d known of, even when I had landed the quarterback spot. Hudson had explained that winning was a religion for this place, so having the best meant more to the students, faculty, and athletes than bumping dicks to see whose was the biggest. Rather than question my good fortune, I had embraced it, and life at Yosemite had been good so far.

My father, Bram Cameron, was a criminal attorney, and he’d been promoted to a senior associate the year that we’d had to move. With my mother, Francis, being a stay-at-home mom, the choice had been simple; more income, less stress. With my brother, Quincy, in college to study sports medicine, my father’s salary had taken precedence over leaving my friends behind in Wilton.

Still, it hadn’t been the end of the world. I’d made new friends quickly enough, and the curriculum had been an easy transition as it’d been similar to what I’d already been taking at my old school. Sure, I missed my childhood friends, but with social media being what it was, it hadn’t been all that dire once I’d gotten over the unexpected upheaval. So, I still kept in contact with my old friends all the time, still in the loop of what was going on in Wilton.

I looked over at Hudson. “Don’t start licking your nuts just yet,” I advised. “It’s not a slam dunk until the clock hits zero.”

The guy just grinned at me. At six-foot-three, Hudson was about an inch taller than my own six-foot-two, but that wasn’t our only difference. Where I had brown hair, green eyes, and filled out nicely, Hudson had brown hair, brown eyes, and filled out like he could stop trains in their tracks. That was one of the reasons that I loved his position as an offensive guard; the dude protected me with ease. He also had these cornrows that his grandmother braided into amazing intricate designs, and I envied her talent. Though I had regular haircuts, there wasn’t much to do with my hair, so I just styled it the best that I could with it short on the sides, the top longer.

There was also the fact that Hudson didn’t have a racist bone in his body. When I’d first been invited to his house for dinner, his parents had treated me like their own, despite being the only Caucasian in the entire house. His younger sisters had treated me like they couldn’t be bothered, but when I’d noticed that they had treated Hudson the same way, it’d made me laugh, rather than uncomfortable. The same could be said for when I’d first invited Hudson to my house after practice one day. I’d been blessed with parents who were decent human beings, and they’d done their best to raise me and Quincy the same.

“It won’t be me licking my nuts tonight,” he smirked. “I got a bevy of beautiful young ladies to do that for me.”

I rolled my eyes before my locker popped open. “I’m sure you do.”

“So would you if you just loosened the chastity belt, dude,” he joked. “Kaley Frost wants your ass bad. She’s always asking about you.”

“Not interested,” I drawled out as I reached for my laptop. These days, we did more schoolwork on the computer than we did with actual books.

Hudson shut his locker, then leaned against it, looking at me. “I don’t get it,” he said. “The girl is hot, popular, and not an ounce of virginity in sight with that one. What are you waiting for?”

That was an easy question to answer, though I’d never answered it honestly before. I had my eye on someone else, though she had no idea that I existed. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. While I was certain that she’d heard of me because of what I did for this school’s football team, she hadn’t ever shown an ounce of interest in me, so I might as well not exist.

I’d only been at Yosemite for three weeks when I’d first seen her sitting in the courtyard with another girl, their conversation animated and surprising. While I didn’t live wearing rose-colored glasses, I’d always assumed that students with special needs had attended schools that provided the extra attention that they needed. So, watching Roxanne Rafferty and her friend signing to one another had thrown me for a loop. I’d ended up finding out from a very talkative student counselor that Roxanne hadn’t been born deaf, and that she could read lips if the conversation was slow enough. I’d also found out that, when Roxanne had started losing her hearing, her best friend, Pepper Milo, had begun taking ASL classes with her, and the school district had allowed Roxanne and Pepper to be in the same requirement classes together, so that Roxanne didn’t struggle unnecessarily. Apparently, Roxanne was extremely bright, and no one had wanted to stifle her education by placing her in an alternative school program.

The second thing that I’d noticed was her hair. It was dark brown, but always in these perfect ringlets that bounced around her head. Her skin was also dark enough to know that she had a mixed heritage, only I didn’t know the details. My guess was that she was half-Black because if her hair wasn’t a dead giveaway, those curves on her petite frame helped with that assumption. Roxanne was only five-foot-two, but it was a sexy as hell five-foot-two. Mouth-watering curves, dark hair, hazel eyes, tanned skin, and a smile that lit up the sky, Roxanne Rafferty has had my attention ever since I’d first seen her.

It hadn’t been until I’d been attending Yosemite for a while that I had realized that my crush on her might be more than a simple crush. I’d met a lot of girls here, but not one of them had been able to distract me from my thoughts about Roxanne. I had no idea what it was about the girl, but there was something there. We’d also never spoken to one another, but I couldn’t get her off my mind.

“I’ve got enough on my plate without adding Kaley Frost to it,” I told him.

“Dude, you’re a better man than I am,” he smirked.

Shutting my locker, I looked over at him. “I’m just not interested in...groupies.”

Hudson just laughed. “I get it. You don’t want to get anyone pregnant and have your future destroyed. None of us do. That’s why we wrap it up or cum elsewhere.”

“I have no problem getting a girl pregnant,” I corrected, though I’d rather not. “I have a problem getting the wrong girl pregnant.” I shrugged. “If it’s the right girl, then I’ll just drag her pregnant ass with me to college, and then the NFL. I’ll drag her with me through the goddamn Amazon Jungle if I had to. The right girl, pregnant with my child, she’d never be able to get rid of me.”

Hudson slapped my arm. “Gotcha,” he grinned. “I’ll make sure to let Kaley know that you’re not interested.”

“Thanks, man,” I replied. “It might sound old-fashioned or stupid, but I don’t fuck just for the sake of fucking.”

Now, while I wasn’t a saint, I’d been acting saintly ever since I’d first seen Roxanne Rafferty, and I wasn’t going to fuck things up just to get my dick wet.
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Chapter 2
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Royce~

The race to third period was all my fault. I’d gotten caught up talking to a couple of teammates, excited for tonight, and I’d completely ignored the first warning bell to class. So, now I was damn near running for my life, praying that a late slip wouldn’t get me benched for tonight.

Flying around the corner of the science building, I ran smack dab into another body, a flurry of green and blue crashing to the ground. Since I was six-foot-two, plus two-hundred and fifteen pounds of pure muscle, I had managed to stay on my feet, my victim not so much.

“Oh, shit,” I rushed out, and I immediately looked down to reach out to help them when a halo of dark curls fucked me up.

Roxanne.

I dropped my book bag on the ground, then quickly reached down to help the girl stand. My heart was racing, and I was beyond thankful that she was letting me help her up. This was also not how I’d wanted us to meet.

“I’m so sorry,” I rambled, my hands violating her person as I checked for injuries, blood, or I don’t know what. “I’m so sorry. I’m so fucking sorry.” Placing my hands on her shoulders, I turned her around like a lunatic, then proceeded to inspect her some more. “Christ, I’m sorry.”

When I was done, I stepped back to give her room to turn back around, and when her hazel gaze met my green one, it was like being hit with an angel’s chorus, perfect, harmonious, and beautiful. Roxanne Rafferty was fucking stunning, really. I’d always thought so, but finally seeing her this close up, she was positively breathtaking.

Her eyes kind of wandered, and when she looked back down, that’s when I noticed a notebook, textbook, and purse scattered at her feet. Shaking myself out of my stupor, I quickly reached down, then gathered all of her things, and she took them when I handed them to her, a small smile playing on her lips.

“I’m so sorry,” I repeated, and when she gave me a shy nod, I almost face-palmed myself.

I was a fucking idiot.

It’d taken an entire school year, but when I’d finally realized that I needed to shoot my shot with Roxanne or suffer in miserable regret for the rest of my life, I had signed up to take ASL classes during summer break. In fact, I was still taking them. After explaining the reason why I’d wanted to take the classes, Mrs. Segar had warned me that it took a good three years to master ASL enough to be considered fluent. However, she’d also told me not to feel discouraged because everyone learned at a different pace, and that I might be the exception.

I hadn’t been.

Now, while I still had a lot to learn, I’d been making big strides, and I could manage the basics. Learning ALS was more than learning hand movements; you had to understand the language just like any other foreign language that you set out to learn. It wasn’t easy, but challenging work didn’t scare me. It’d never had. Besides, this goal felt more significant than anything else that I’d ever gone after.

After taking a deep breath, and praying that I didn’t humiliate myself, I attempted my first sign to someone outside my ASL classes. “I’m sorry,” I said as I signed, my heart in my throat, my stomach at my feet.

Roxanne’s hazel eyes widened, her face completely surprised, and I could only pray that I hadn’t signed something offensive or cheesy. When she didn’t respond right away, I dropped my gaze, then went to pick up my book bag off the ground. Her silence was killing me, and I couldn’t help but feel stupid at trying to communicate with her like that when I still had so much more to learn. I knew that she could read lips, so I should have just spoken my apologies, making sure that I’d worded my apology slowly.

Finding the balls to face her again, I spoke, making sure to speak as eloquently as I could. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have been rushing. Are you okay?”

Roxanne cocked her head, her brows furrowed with confusion. Finally, she brought her hands up, then signed, “I’m fine.”

Rather than try to talk to her like I was fluent in ASL, I voiced the truth of my knowledge. “I’m still learning,” I admitted. “I’ve only been taking classes for a few months.” The girl smiled at me, and I just wanted the ground to open up and swallow me whole. “Are you sure that you’re okay?”

She repeated her gestures. “I’m fine.”

Giving her a tight nod to let her know that I understood, I said, “Well, I better let you go. We’re already late for class.”

With her purse hanging on her shoulder again, she hugged her books to her chest. “Okay,” she mouthed.

I smiled my best non-crazy-person smile at her, then went to head to class. However, a few steps in, I turned back around, then jogged back towards where she was already walking away.

Once I was standing back in front of her, I went for broke. “Are you going to the game tonight?” I signed.

She blinked in surprise, either impressed that I was good at signing, or else mortified that I was butchering her beautiful language. Still, she nodded her head, signing, “Yes.”

Sticking with signing, I asked, “Alone?”

Roxanne shook her head, and slow enough to not send me reeling, she signed, “With Pepper.”

I let out a breath that I hadn’t even realized that I’d been holding. While I’d never seen Roxanne with a guy, I had no idea if she had a boyfriend or not. We were seniors in high school, so there was no reason that she couldn’t be dating someone in college; a childhood sweetheart situation or something like that.
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