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Ruby Lane is a typical girl of seventeen, who is crazy for boys, clothes, and friends, and though she may not act like it, she wants to do what’s best for her family. 

She continually does whatever she can at church to raise the eyebrows of the elders. 

She’s crushing on a boy her mother doesn’t approve of, and does everything she can to change her mother’s mind about him. 

But then she meets Kyle. 

Kyle has the kindest eyes of anyone she’s ever met. But when Ruby tries to talk to him, she learns he’s deaf, autistic, and brilliant. 

But after he’s teased at school for the way he talks, Kyle won’t say her name. 

Ruby would do almost anything to hear him speak her name out loud.
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Dedication:
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This story is for anyone who’s crushed on another person. 

It’s a sweet story of a girl’s first real love and the lengths she will go to for him to notice her.
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All materials contained within this document are protected by United States copyright law and may not be reproduced, distributed, transmitted, displayed, published, or broadcast without prior, express written permission of the Author @Robin Rance 2022

You may not alter or remove any copyright or other notice from copies of this content.  

For reprint permission and information, please direct your inquiries to Robin Rance 
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Chapter One
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Church Social
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IT'S NOT VERY OFTEN that I come across someone who takes my breath away at first sight. Not since the first time that I looked into Kyle's eyes. 

It happened again, just a few minutes ago. I brushed past him, walking through the airport as I was leaving after dropping my daughter off to catch a flight. I stopped where I stood and followed his movements as he hurried to his next destination. 

I knew I'd never see him again but continued to watch until he was no longer visible...
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"MOM, COULD YOU PLEASE fix my zipper, it won't stay up!"

"Then change your dress, for heaven's sake, Ruby. I don't always have time to do your bidding. I've got to finish these pies for the church picnic, or Maggie Simpleton will jump in and offer hers the next time, and I swear she does it all for the attention. Do you know she even..."?

I stood there as my mom babbled on trying to fix the zipper myself. This was the dress that Noah said brought out the dark blue specs in my eyes. I had to wear it to the picnic, so he'd stay focused on me.

"Did you hear what I just said? I swear, Ruby if it weren't for that boy you're obsessing over, things would get done around here much quicker." I watched as my mother grabbed a dishtowel from the top of the cupboard.

She used it to wipe off her hands. "Turn around; maybe it's just stuck in the binding." I felt her jiggle the zipper and at the same time, push on the two sides of my dress. Then I heard her sigh, and felt the zipper close as she pulled it up to the top.

"Thanks, Mom. I'll help you finish packing up the pies in the boxes, just give me a minute to slip my pantyhose on." I leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. 

"I sure hope that you made Noah's favorite kind?"

She shook her head back and forth at me and made that tsking noise she made in the back of her throat when she was annoyed. "Ruby, you need to slow down. You're only seventeen; that's much too young to be involved with someone. Besides that, isn't he too old for you?"

“Which of the pies do you want to keep together?" I turned around and picked up the pile of flat boxes and began laying them out on the kitchen table to put each of the pastries into; it would make it much easier to carry them all. 

"You know, Noah just turned eighteen. He's barely four months older than I am."

My mother walked over and rearranged the pies into groups of four. "Keep all the fruit ones together; I think there are enough cream ones to fill two of the boxes. And yes, I made a few of the cherry cheese pies so Noah could have more than one helping. I put them on the top shelf in the fridge to start setting up. Are his parents going to be there today?"

"I think his mother is, his dad is off on some business trip again. Poor Noah, I know he's trying to keep it quiet, but I think his mom and dad are having marital trouble. He said his dad has been taking longer business trips. Between you and me, I don't think they're business trips at all. Noah told me when his dad gets home, it's usually late, and he smells like a brewery."

"Ruby Lane, how would that boy know what a brewery smells like?" Mom stopped what she was doing and stared off into space. Perhaps she was contemplating what I’d just said.  

"Once you’ve completed with that task, why don’t you finish getting dressed. I'll have you whip up the cream for me when you’re ready. Ruby, I hope your father remembered to get me more sugar." 
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WE MADE IT TO THE PICNIC with all eighteen pies in tow: not one mishap. 

One of the elders was standing outside and hurried out to the car to help us bring them inside. "Mrs. Johnson, the wind is picking up outside, so we decided to have the picnic inside the church. Let me help you get this into the kitchen."

"Careful with them, Elder Smith. Most of them can go inside and be left on the tables. However, the cream ones need to go into the refrigerator. I marked them with a red crayon. 

"Ruby, take the whipped cream and set it inside the big fridge; we can separate it into smaller bowls when it's time for dessert." Mom grabbed one of the boxes containing her precious cream pies and followed me into the kitchen. 

"When is Dad supposed to be here?" I opened the fridge and helped my mom take the pies out of the box and set them carefully inside the refrigerator along with the whipped cream.

"He's stopping at the new neighbors' house to give them a ride here. I hope they come this time. He's been trying to get them to go to church with us on Sunday. So far, only the youngest boy, Kevin, has come. I think they have a daughter who is thirteen or fourteen, the little boy Kevin is eleven, and they have one more son who just turned seventeen." She counted her pies one more time and then shut the door.

"Mrs. Deegan is a sweet woman; however, she's very shy. I think she'd love it here. Your father hasn't met her husband yet. He always goes into his bedroom whenever your father stops by for a visit."

"It would be nice if he was here helping you carry all these pies inside. I’m just saying..." My parents meant well, but not everyone wanted to be converted to the church. "Sometimes the way they do things around here is kind of screwy if you ask me."

Really screwy.

"My goodness, where did that come from? Ruby Lane don't let Bishop Arnett hear you say that. Let's hurry to the church hall and see if they could use our help setting the tables." 

I followed my mom into the large room. There were already kids running around unattended, their parents oblivious to the destruction they caused. I did my best to ignore what they were doing, and searched for Noah's family. I didn't see them yet. 

I turned around and ran smack dab into the middle of Bishop Arnett. "Sorry, Bishop."

He steadied me then smiled. "That's quite alright, Ruby. It's been a few months since we've chatted, would you make an appointment with Elder Evans to come and talk to me soon?" Suddenly his tone changed, "Is your dad here yet?"

"No, Bishop. He stopped over to see if the new family wanted to come to the picnic, he should be here soon." I knew what he wanted to ask me, but I didn't want a job in the church. The last time I was asked to serve was in the nursery. I was stuck there for three years. ​

"I've got a question for you, Bishop."

"What is it, Ruby?"

My mother wasn’t anywhere near, so I decided to question him about some of the strange habits the church had. "Bishop, my mom thinks I'm just impertinent, but I wondered...if we are all supposed to be a family, then why is it that my mom and dad never come to church together. He's always off helping other families, and she's off doing her thing as well. I know it sounds kind of selfish, but we never go to any church functions like a family. Isn't that the point?" 
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