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Author’s Note

 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!

 


 


**Special Note: I’d like to take this
time to inform my readers that I do not sign or understand sign
language. This storyline popped up in my head, and I thought that I
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.


Contact Me

 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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Dedication

 For the
skeptics –

Love really does
exist. I promise.


Prologue

 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 torn my hands up dunking those basketballs. Hell,
I’ve even risked my sanity to knock that tiny fucking puck into the
net. I’ve always been into sports, but 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 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. 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, after 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. 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. The proper
thing would have been to introduce myself when she 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.” We shook hands, and I was no longer
feeling like such a spaz.

“Why don’t we
walk over to my desk, and 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 like a tool.

Her brows shot
up 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.”


Chapter 1


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 were moving 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 dramatic 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’s 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-three.

I didn’t play
any sports, though I had when I was 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. 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
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 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 had 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 had 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 change. When I had first
been diagnosed, my parents and I had immediately began taking ASL
classes. We had 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, and 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 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, 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. “You know this.” Pepper pinched her lips tight and just
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. It showed her when I was being
serious.

See,
I could talk, but I didn’t like to.
Even though my parents and Pepper have 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 and start speaking rapidly, expecting me to
understand them. While I could read lips, I couldn’t read them if
someone were 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. Signing was
the easiest and the least awkward. 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 had been the rumor. Royce and I weren’t friends. 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.
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