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His world is music. Her world is silent.Ali Collins was a child prodigy destined to become one of
the greatest musicians of the twenty-first century—until she was diagnosed with a life-changing
brain tumor. Now, at seventeen, Ali lives in a soundless world where she gets by with American
Sign Language and lip-reading. She’s a constant disappointment to her father, a retired cop
fighting his own demons, and the bruises are getting harder to hide.When Ali accidentally wins a
backstage tour with the chart-topping band Tone Deaf, she’s swept back into the world of music.
Jace Beckett, the nineteen-year-old lead singer of the band, has a reputation. He’s a jerk and a
player, and Ali wants nothing to do with him. But there’s more to Jace than the tabloids let on.
When Jace notices Ali’s bruises and offers to help her escape to New York, Ali can’t turn down
the chance at freedom and a fresh start. Soon she’s traveling cross-country, hidden away in
Jace’s RV as the band finishes their nationwide tour. With the help of Jace, Ali sets out to reboot
her life and rediscover the music she once loved.

"Dessen is as skilled as ever at turning out steady, satisfying stories about teens that are easy to
fall for." —Publishers Weekly, starred review"Completely engaging, infused with moments of
sweetness, humor and major epiphanies."—Kirkus Reviews“Quintessential Dessen”—The Horn
BookMany of Dessen’s books have been selected as Best Books for Young Adults, and they
have appeared on numerous state award lists.About the AuthorSarah Dessen is the author of
thirteen novels, which include the New York Times bestsellers The Moon and More, What
Happened to Goodbye, Along for the Ride, Lock and Key, Just Listen, The Truth About Forever,
and This Lullaby. Her first two books, That Summer and Someone Like You, were made into the
movie How to Deal. Dessen’s books are frequently chosen for the Teens’ Top Ten list and the list
of Best Fiction for Young Adults. They have been translated into twenty-five languages. Sarah
Dessen is the recipient of the 2017 Margaret A. Edwards Award from the Young Adult division of
the American Library Association. Sarah Dessen graduated from the University of North
Carolina at Chapel Hill with highest honors in creative writing. She lives in Chapel Hill with her
husband, Jay, and their daughter, Sasha Clementine. Visit Sarah at sarahdessen.com.Excerpt.
© Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.HERE THEY COME.“—or I promise you, we’ll
turn right around and go back to Paterson!” the woman behind the wheel of the burgundy
minivan was shouting as it pulled up beside me. She had her head turned towards the backseat,
where I could see three kids, two boys and a girl, staring back at her. A vein in her neck was
bulging, looking not unlike the interstate, thick and unmissable, on the map held by the man in
the passenger seat beside her. “I am serious. I have had it.”The kids didn’t say anything. After a
moment of glaring at them, she turned to look at me. She had on big sunglasses with bedazzled
frames. A large fountain drink, the straw tinged with lipstick, was parked between her



legs.“Welcome to the beach,” I said to her, in my best Colby Realty employee voice. “May I
—”“The directions on your Web site are garbage,” she informed me. Behind her, I saw one of the
kids frog-punch another, who emitted a stifled shriek. “We’ve gotten lost three times since
getting off the interstate.”“I’m so sorry to hear that,” I replied. “If you’d like to give me your name,
I’ll grab you your keys and get you on the way to your rental.”“Webster,” she told me.I turned,
reaching into the small rattan bin that held all the envelopes for that day’s check-ins. Miller,
Tubman, Simone, Wallace . . . Webster.“Heron’s Call,” I read off the envelope, before opening it to
make sure the keys were both in it. “That’s a great property.”In reply, she stuck out her hand. I
gave the envelope to her, along with her complimentary beach bag full of all the free stuff—
Colby Realty pen, giveaway postcard, area guide, and cheap drink cooler—that I knew the
cleaning crew would most likely find untouched when they checked out. “Have a great week,” I
told her. “Enjoy the beach!”Now she gave me a wry smile, although it was hard to tell if she was
truly thankful or just felt sorry for me. After all, I was standing in a glorified sandbox in the middle
of a parking lot, with three cars lined up behind her, most likely full of people in the exact same
kind of mood. When the final stop on a trip is paradise, being the second to last is no picnic.Not
that I had time to really think about this as they pulled away, signal already blinking for their turn
onto the main road. It was three ten, and the next car, a blue sedan with one of those carriers on
top, was waiting. I kicked what sand I could out of my shoes and took a deep breath.“Welcome
to the beach,” I said, as they pulled up beside me. “Name, please?”“Well,” my sister Margo said
when I came into the office, sweat-soaked and depleted, two hours later. “How did it go?”“I have
sand in my shoes,” I told her, going straight to the water cooler, where I filled up a cup, downed it,
and then did the same with two more.“You’re at the beach, Emaline,” she pointed out.“No, I’m at
the office,” I replied, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “The beach is two miles away.
People will get to the sand soon enough. I don’t see why we have to have it here, too.”“Because,”
she replied, in the cool voice of someone who had spent the day in air-conditioning, “we are one
of the first impressions our visitors get of Colby. We want them to feel that the moment they turn
into our parking lot, they are officially on vacation.”“What does that have to do with me standing
in a sandbox?”“It’s not a sandbox,” she said, and I rolled my eyes, because that’s exactly what it
was, and we both knew it. “It’s a sandbar, and it’s meant to evoke the majesty of the coast.”I
didn’t even know what to say to this. Ever since Margo had graduated from East U the year
before with a double degree in hospitality and business, she’d been insufferable. Or more
insufferable, actually. My family had owned Colby Realty for over fifty years; our grandparents
started it right after they got married. We’d been doing just fine, thank you, before Margo and her
sandbox or sandbar, or whatever. But she was the first one in our family so far to get a college
degree, so she got to do whatever she wanted.Which was why, a few weeks earlier, she had this
sandbox/Tiki Hut/whatever it was made and put it in our office parking lot. About four feet by four
feet, with waist-high walls, it was like a wooden tollbooth, with a truckload of playground sand
dumped in and around it for good measure. Nobody questioned the need for this except me.
Then again, no one else had to work in it.I heard a snicker, muffled, and looked over. Sure



enough, it was my grandmother, behind her own desk, making a phone call. She winked at me
and I couldn’t help but smile.“Don’t forget about the VIP rounds,” Margo called out, as I headed
in that direction, chucking my cup in the trash on the way. “You need to start promptly at five
thirty. And double-check the fruit and cheese platters before you deliver them. Amber did them
and you know how she is.”Amber was my other sister. She was in hair school, worked for the
realty company only under duress, and expressed her annoyance by doing everything in as
slipshod a way as possible.“Ten-four,” I replied, and Margo exhaled, annoyed. She’d told me ten
times that it sounded so unprofessional, like trucker talk. Which was exactly why I kept saying
it.My grandmother’s office was right at the front of the building, with a big window looking out
onto the main road, now packed with beach traffic. She was still on the phone but waved me in
when she saw me in her doorway.“Well, yes, Roger, I sympathize, believe me,” she was saying
as I pushed some brochures aside to sit down in the chair opposite her desk. It was messy as
always, piled with papers, file folders, and several open packs of Rolos. She always misplaced
one after opening it, only to do the same with the next, and the one after that. “But the bottom
line is, in rental houses, door handles get a lot of use. Especially back door handles that lead to
the beach. We can fix them as much as possible, but sometimes you just have to replace the
hardware.”Roger said something, his voice booming from the receiver. My grandmother helped
herself to a Rolo, then extended the pack to me. I shook my head.“The report I received was that
the handle fell off, inside, after the door was locked. The guests couldn’t get back in. That’s when
they called us.” A pause. Then she said, “Well, I’m sure they could have climbed in through a
window. But when you’re paying five grand for a week, you can claim certain privileges.”As
Roger responded, she chewed her Rolo. The candy wasn’t the best habit, but it was better than
cigarettes, which she had smoked up until about six years earlier. My mother claimed that when
she was a kid, a constant cloud had hung in this office, like its own personal weather system.
Weirdly enough, even after multiple cleanings, new curtains and carpet, you could still smell the
smoke. It’s faint, but it was there.“Of course. It’s always something when you’re a landlord,” she
said now, leaning back in her chair and rubbing her neck. “We’ll take care of it and send the bill.
All right?” Roger started to say something else. “Great! Thanks for the call.”She hung up, shaking
her head. Behind her, another minivan was pulling into our parking lot. “Some people,” she said,
popping out another Rolo, “should just not own beach houses.”This is one of her favorite
mantras, running a close second to “Some people should just not rent beach houses.” I’ve often
told her we should have it needlepointed and framed, not that we could hang it up anywhere in
this office.“Another busted handle?” I asked.“Third one this week. You know how it goes. It’s the
beginning of the season. That means wear and tear.” She started digging around on her desk,
knocking papers to the floor. “How did check-in go?”“Fine,” I said. “Only two early birds, and both
their places were already cleaned.”“And you’re doing the vips today?”I smiled. The VIP package
was another one of Margo’s recent brainstorms. For an added charge, people who were renting
what we called our Beach Palaces—the fanciest properties, with elevators and pools and all the
amenities—got a welcome spread of cheese and fruit, along with a bottle of wine. Margo first



pitched the idea at the Friday Morning Meeting, another thing she’d instituted, which basically
forced us all to sit around the conference table once a week to say everything we’d normally
discuss while actually working. That day, she’d handed out a printed agenda, with bullet points,
one of which said “VIP Treatment.” My grandmother, squinting at it without her glasses, said,
“What’s a vip?” To Margo’s annoyance, it stuck, and now the rest of us refused to call it anything
else.“Just leaving now,” I told her. “Any special instructions?”She finally found the sheet she’d
been looking for and scanned it quickly. “Dune’s Dream is a good regular client,” she said. “Bon
Voyage is new, as is Casa Blu. And whoever’s in Sand Dollars is there for two months.”“Months?”
I said. “Seriously?”Sand Dollars was one of our priciest properties, a big house way out on the
Tip, the very edge of town. Just a week would break most budgets. “Yep. So make sure they get
a good platter. All right?”I nodded, then got to my feet. I was just about to the door when she
said, “And Emaline?”“Yes?”“You looked pretty cute in that sandbox this afternoon. Brought back
memories.”I smiled, just as Margo yelled from outside, “It’s a sandbar, Grandmother!”Down the
hallway in the back storage room, I collected the four platters Amber had assembled earlier.
Sure enough, the cheese and fruit were all jumbled up, as if thrown from a distance. After
spending a good fifteen minutes making them presentable, I took them out to my car, which was
about a million degrees even though I parked in the shade. All I could do was pile them on the
passenger seat, point every A/C vent in their direction, and hope for the best.At the first house,
Dune’s Dream, no one answered even after I rang the bell and paged them from the outside
intercom. I walked around the extensive deck, peering down. There was a group of people
around the pool below, as well as a couple walking down the long boardwalk to the beach. I tried
the door—unlocked—and stepped inside.“Hello?” I called out in a friendly voice. “Colby Realty,
VIP delivery?” When you had to come into people’s houses—even if they’d only just moved in,
and then just for the week—you learned not only to announce yourself but to do so loudly and
repeatedly. All it took was catching one person unaware and partially clothed to bang this lesson
home. Yes, people were supposed to let it all hang out on vacation. But that didn’t mean I wanted
to see it. “Colby Realty? VIP delivery?”Silence. Quickly, I moved up to the third-floor kitchen,
where the views were spectacular. On the speckled granite island, I arranged the platter, chilled
bottle of wine, and a handwritten card welcoming them to Colby and reminding them to contact
us if they needed anything at all. Then it was on to the next house.At Bon Voyage, the door was
locked, the guests most likely out for an early dinner. I set up the platter and wine in the kitchen,
where the blender was still plugged in, the carafe in the sink smelling of something sweet and
tropical. It was always so weird to come into these houses once people were actually staying
there, especially if I’d just been in the same morning to check after the cleaners. The entire
energy was different, like the difference between something being off and on.At Casa Blu, the
door was answered by a short woman with a deep tan, wearing a bikini that was, honestly, not
really age appropriate. This was not to say I knew how old she was as much as that, even at
eighteen, I wouldn’t have attempted the same skimpy pink number. There was a white sheen of
sunscreen on her face, a beer in a bright yellow cozy in her free hand.“Colby Realty, VIP



delivery,” I said. “I have a welcome gift for you?”She took a sip of her beer. “Great,” she said, in a
flat, nasal tone. “Come on in.”I followed her up to the next level, trying not to look at her bikini
bottom, which was riding up, up, up as we climbed the stairs. “Is it the stripper?” someone called
out as I stepped onto the landing. It was another woman around the same age, midforties,
maybe, wearing a bikini top, a flowy skirt, and a thick, gold braided necklace. When she saw me,
she laughed. “Guess not!”“It’s something from the rental place,” Pink Bikini explained to her and
a third woman in a shorty bathrobe holding a wine glass, her hair in a messy topknot, who were
looking down from the deck at something below. “A welcome gift.”“Oh,” the bathrobe woman
said. “I thought this was our present.”There was a burst of laughter as the woman who let me in
walked over to join them, looking as well. I arranged my platter and bottle, put up the card, and
was about to leave discreetly when I heard one of them say, “Wouldn’t you just love to take a big
bite of that, Elinor?”“Mmmm,” she replied. “I say we dump dirt in the pool, so he has to come
back tomorrow.”“And the next day!” Flowy Skirt said. Then they all laughed again, clinking their
glasses.“Enjoy your stay,” I called out as I left, but of course they didn’t hear me. Halfway down
the stairs to the front door, I glanced out one of the big windows, spotting the object of their
ogling: a tall, very tan guy with curly blond hair, shirtless, wielding a long, awfully phallic looking
pool brush. I could hear them still whooping as I went out the door, easing it shut behind
me.Back in the car, I pulled my hair up in a ponytail, secured it with one of the elastics hanging
around my gearshift, and sat for a moment in the driveway, watching the waves. I had one more
stop and plenty of time, so I was still there when the pool guy let himself out of the fence and
headed back to his truck, parked beside me.“Hey,” I called out, as he climbed up into the open
bed, coiling a couple of hoses. “You could make some big money this week, if your morals are
loose enough and you like older women.”He grinned, flashing white teeth. “Think so?”“They’d
devour you, given the chance.”Another smile as he hopped down, shutting the tailgate, and
came over to my open window. He leaned down on it, so his head was level with mine. “Not my
type,” he told me. “Plus, I’m already taken.”“Lucky girl,” I said.“You should tell her that. I think she
takes me for granted.”I made a face. “I think it’s mutual.”He leaned in and kissed me. I could taste
the tiny bit of sweat above his lip. As he pulled back, I said, “You’re not kidding anyone, you know.
You are fully capable of wearing a shirt when you work.”“It’s hot out here!” he told me, but I just
rolled my eyes, cranking my engine. Ever since he’d taken up running and got all cut, you
couldn’t keep a top on the boy. This was not the first house that had noticed. “So we still on for
tonight?”“What’s tonight?”“Emaline.” He shook his head. “Don’t even try to act like you’ve
forgotten.”I thought hard. Nothing. Then he hummed the first few bars of “Here Comes the Bride,”
and I groaned. “Oh, right. The cookout thing.”“The shower-slash-barbecue,” he corrected me.
“Otherwise known as my mother’s full-time obsession for the last two months?”Oops. In my
defense, however, this was the third of four showers that were being held in preparation for the
wedding of Luke’s sister Brooke. Ever since she’d gotten engaged the previous fall, it had been
all wedding all the time at his house. Since I spent much of my time there, it was like being forced
into an immersion program for a language I had no interest in learning. Plus, since Luke and I



had been together since ninth grade, there was also the issue of everyone making jokes about
how we’d be next, and his parents should go ahead and get a two-for-one deal. Ha, ha.“Seven
o’clock,” Luke said now, kissing my forehead. “See you then. I’ll be the one with the shirt on.”I
smiled, shifting into reverse. Then it was back down the long driveway, onto the main road, and
up to the end of the Tip, to Sand Dollars.This was one of the newer houses we managed, and
probably the nicest. Eight bedrooms, ten and a half baths, pool and hot tub, private boardwalk to
the beach, screening room downstairs with real theater seats and surround sound. It was so
new, in fact, that only a couple of weeks ago there had still been a Porta-John outside, the
contractor rushing to finish the last inspections before the season began. While they did punch-
list and turnkey stuff, Margo and I had been putting away all the utensils and dishes the
decorator had bought at Park Mart, bags and bags of which had been left in the garage. It was
the oddest thing, furnishing a whole house all at once. There was no history to anything. All
rental houses feel anonymous, but this one was where I’d felt it the most. So much so that even
with the pretty view, it always kind of gave me the creeps. I liked a little past to things.As I came
up the drive, there was a lot of activity. A white van with tinted windows and an SUV were parked
out front, the van’s back doors open. Inside, I could see stacks of Rubbermaid bins and
cardboard boxes, clearly in the process of being unloaded.I got out of my car, collecting the VIP
stuff. As I started up the stairs to the front door, it opened, and two guys about my age came out.
Within seconds, we recognized each other.“Emaline,” Rick Mason, our former class president,
called out to me. Behind him was Trent Dobash, who played football. The three of us were not
friends, but our school was so small you knew everyone, whether you liked it or not. “Fancy
meeting you here.”“You’re renting this place?” I was shocked.“I wish,” he scoffed. “We were just
down surfing and got offered a hundred each to unload this stuff.”“Oh,” I said, as they passed
me, moving down to the open van. “Right. What’s in the boxes?”“No idea,” he replied, lifting one
of the bins out and handing it to Trent. “Could be drugs or firearms. I don’t care as long as I get
my money.”This was exactly the kind of sentiment that had made Rick such a lousy class
president. Then again, his only competition had been a girl who recently moved from California
whom everyone hated, so it wasn’t like we had a lot of options.Inside the open front door,
another guy was moving around in the huge living room, organizing the stuff that had already
been brought in. He, however, was not from here, something I discerned with one glance. First,
he had on Oyster jeans—dark wash, with the signature O on the back pockets—which I hadn’t
even known they made for guys. Second, he had a knit cap pulled down over his ears, even
though it was early June. It was like pulling teeth to get Luke or any of his friends to wear
anything but shorts, regardless of the temperature: beach guys don’t do winter wear, even in
winter.I knocked, but he didn’t hear me, too busy opening up one of the bins. I tried again, this
time adding, “Colby Realty? VIP delivery?”He turned, taking in the wine and the cheese. “Great,”
he replied, all business. “Just put it anywhere.”I walked over to the kitchen, where a couple of
weeks ago I had been pulling price tags off spatulas and colanders, and arranged the tray, wine,
and my card. I was just turning to leave when I caught a flutter of movement out of the corner of



my eye. Then the yelling began.“I don’t care what time it is, I needed that delivery today! It’s what
I arranged and therefore what I expected and I won’t accept anything else!” At first, the source of
this was just a blur. A beat later, though, it slowed enough for me to make out a woman wearing
black jeans, a short-sleeved black sweater, and ballet flats. She had hair so blonde it was almost
white, and a cell phone was clamped to her ear. “I ordered four tables, I want four tables. They
should be here in the next hour and my account is to be adjusted accordingly for their lateness. I
am spending too much money to put up with this bullshit!”I looked at the guy in the Oyster jeans,
still busy with the bins across the room, who appeared to not even be fazed by this. I, however,
was transfixed, the way you are whenever you see crazy people up close. You just can’t look
away, even when you know you should.“No, that’s not going to work for me. No. No. Today, or
forget the entire thing.” Now that she was standing still, I noted the set of her jaw, as well as the
angular way her cheek and collar bones protruded. She was downright prickly, like one of those
predator plants you see in deserts. “Fine. I’ll expect my deposit to be refunded on my card by
tomorrow morning or you’ll be hearing from my attorney. Goodbye.”She jabbed at the phone,
turning it off. Then, as I watched, she threw it across the room, where it crashed against the wall
that just had just been painted on Memorial Day weekend, leaving a black mark. Holy
shit.“Idiots,” she announced, her voice loud even in this big room. “Prestige Party Rental my ass.
I knew the minute we crossed the Mason-Dixon Line it would be like working in the third
world.”Now, the guy looked at her, then at me, which of course made her finally notice me as
well. “Who is this?” she snapped.“From the realty place,” he told her. “VIP something or
other.”She looked mystified, so I pointed at the wine and cheese. “A welcome gift,” I said. “From
Colby Realty.”“It would have been better if you’d brought tables,” she grumbled, walking over to
the platter and lifting the wrap. After peering down at it, she ate a grape, then shook her head.
“Honestly, Theo, I’m already wondering if this was a mistake. What was I thinking?”“We’ll find
another place to rent tables,” he told her, in a voice that made it clear he was used to these kinds
of tirades. He’d already picked up her phone, which he was now checking for damage. The wall,
like me, was ignored.“Where? This place is backwoods. There’s probably not another one for a
hundred miles. God, I need a drink.” She picked up the wine I had brought, squinting at the
bottle. “Cheap and Australian. Of course.”I watched her as she started pulling open drawers,
obviously looking for a corkscrew. I let her look in all the wrong places, just out of spite, before I
finally moved over to the wet bar by the pantry to get it.“Here.” I handed it to her, then grabbed
the pen and paper we always left with the housekeeping card. “Prestige has a habit of screwing
up orders. You should call Everything Island. They’re open until eight.”I wrote down the number,
then pushed it towards her. She just looked at it, then at me. She didn’t pick it up.As I started
towards the stairs, where Rick and Trent were banging up with another load, neither of the
renters said anything. I was used to that. As far as they were concerned, this was their place
now, with me as much scenery as the water. But when I spotted a price tag still on a little wicker
basket by the door, I stopped and pulled it off anyway.Read more
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CONCERTS AREN’T meant to be watched like silent movies. Period. End of story. No
exceptions.So what the hell am I doing here?I turn toward Avery with my arms crossed, ready to
ask her this exact question for like the fiftieth time. She doesn’t notice me, not that I can really
blame her. Surrounding us is a sea of girls wearing blue and green, all of them screaming,
jumping up and down, waving their hands to a beat I can’t hear. The vibrations of the noise strike
me from all sides, like some sort of tidal wave. We’re close to the stage, and even though there’s
not a single person sitting, at least the rows of seats keep a bit of space between me and the
strangers packed around us.It’s still not enough.Avery finally glances over at me, her eyes wide
with excitement and a goofy grin plastered on her face. Typical. If I even mention the words “Tone
Deaf,” my best friend turns into a babbling, fangirly mess. Usually, her enthusiasm is contagious
—I might not get Avery’s love for the pop-punk band, but I’m no stranger to feeling passionate
about music.Tonight is different. All my enthusiasm for this concert fled about three hours ago,
when we jostled through the crowded gates of the stadium and plunged into the unruly mass of
Tone Deaf fans. Between the ruthless Los Angeles heat and the anxious pounding of my heart,
I’m now covered in sweat, and my nerves are screaming at me to get the hell out of here.Avery
pulls me into a quick, giddy hug, and I wince as her fingernails accidentally dig into my shoulder.
Her nails are painted in alternating shades of blue and green, the same colors on Tone Deaf’s
album covers and the posters plastered all over Avery’s bedroom. Honestly, her boy band
obsession is more endearing than annoying, but of all the musicians in the world, did she have
to pick Jace Beckett to fall in love with? Jace is the sort of lead singer who gives the entire music



industry a bad rep—he completely ignores the fans who praise him, and he goes out of his way
to bad-mouth anyone who criticizes his band. Flip through any entertainment magazine, and
there’s bound to be some story about Tone Deaf’s lead singer publicly mocking a music reviewer
or giving a journalist the finger. My former piano instructor had a name for famous musicians like
Jace: “popular disgraces.” Personally, I prefer the more accurate term “total jerk.”I’ve tried to point
Avery toward some very cute up-and-coming prodigies from the classical scene, but nope, she
wants nothing to do with the sweet nerds I grew up performing alongside. Her heart belongs
solely to Jace Beckett and his pop-punk band.He is a good performer—I have to give him that.
Tone Deaf’s lead singer jumps around onstage, singing into his microphone, expertly strumming
his electric guitar. Every step he takes is in sync with the pulsing beat, and even though his
movements are quick and energetic, he seems perfectly in control of both the music and the
audience. His eyes are half-lidded, and it’s obvious that his focus is on the song, not the crowd.
Even after hours of performing, a small smile lifts his lips.Avery grabs my shoulder excitedly as
she bounces up and down in Converse that have “I Love Tone Deaf!” scribbled across them. Her
blue and green shirt reads “Jace’s #1 Fangirl,” and her pigtails bounce around with her, showing
off the green streaks she’s dyed into her dirty-blond hair.My best friend doesn’t take the title of
“fan” lightly.She screams something, but she’s twisted toward the stage so I can only see half of
her lips. I shove her hand off my shoulder, which gets her attention. She turns toward me and
blurts out something. I raise my eyebrows, trying not to look too impatient, and she repeats her
words in both speech and sign language: “They’re announcing it!”She clasps her hands together
and opens her mouth in an excited squeal. As I look around, I see other girls doing the same
thing, everyone’s eyes wide with anticipation as they focus on the stage and the huge LCD
screen right above it. I’m close enough to the front that I have to crane my neck to see the screen
—we’re fifth row, middle. Avery has been saving up for these tickets for an entire thirteen
months, insisting I come along since “even deaf girls need to experience their first real concert.”
I’m not exactly sure why performances at Carnegie don’t count as real, but I know better than to
argue with her when it comes to anything related to Tone Deaf.Jace has finished his
performance for the night, and he gives a short bow. As he looks down on the mass of fans in
front of him—all squealing and jumping and ready to kiss his feet—his smile turns into a cocky
grin. It looks completely fake, like the expression painted on a Ken doll, but none of his audience
seems to notice.The image on the screen changes to a close-up of Jace’s face as he addresses
the crowd. “Ladies and gentlemen!” he calls out, and a second later, little subtitles dance across
the bottom of the screen with his words. I squint as I struggle to read them. Stadiums have to
provide subtitles to comply with disability laws, but apparently there aren’t any laws against
making the letters ridiculously tiny.The vibrations of the crowd die down a little, and Jace
repeats, “Ladies and gentlemen! Thank you for coming tonight and helping to kick off Tone
Deaf’s summer tour.”More cheers. More crazy jumping and blown kisses.“Tonight a special fan
will receive a special prize,” Jace says. “Tone Deaf is giving away a backstage tour, so one of you
can come meet us right after the concert.” The subtitles are quickly replaced with a tiny legal



disclaimer, and even though the text is too small to bother reading it all, I get the gist of it—crazy
fans can win a half-hour meet-and-greet with the band, but the tour is of the stage and not
anything in Jace’s pants. Then Jace announces, “Everyone in the audience has received a
wristband with a raffle code on it,” as if every girl wasn’t already aware of this.I stare down at my
own band: A632D9. I wanted to rip it off as soon as the ticket guy at the entrance put it on, but
Avery had started freaking out, signing frantically that the code was defunct if I took off the
wristband. I kept it on, just to please her, but not before arguing back a little.“In ten seconds, the
winning code will appear on the main screen,” says Jace. He points upwards, and all eyes turn to
the huge LCD screen I’m already staring at. A large “10” appears on the screen, quickly followed
by a “9,” then an “8.”A chant goes up in the crowd, and whatever else Jace wanted to say is
drowned out as the concertgoers count down. At the “1,” a roar of sound hits me, even more
powerful than before. I clutch my arms to my chest and turn to the side, trying to ward off the
sensations.Something slams into my shoulder, and I yelp, glaring at Avery. She excitedly clings
to my arm as she jumps up and down, and a huge, shocked grin spreads across her face.Which
can only mean one thing.“You won?” I scream, hoping I’m loud enough to be heard over the
crowd.“Ali!” she shrieks. “Ali! It happened! Oh my god, I told you it’d happen!”A bubble of
excitement rises in my chest as I watch her smile grow even wider. Avery babbles a long string of
words, but no amount of lip-reading skill could help me interpret what she’s saying. Then she
points eagerly toward the screen, and I turn, grinning as I read the code. I have Avery’s code
memorized; she’d been chanting it like a good luck charm before the concert started, drawing
out all the O’s like she was practicing for a kiss.My grin falls from my face. I blink, hoping I’m
seeing things wrong. But every time I blink, the screen just grows clearer.It’s not Avery’s code.
Not even close. Instead, the bright screen proudly displays: A632D9.Well, shit. I just won myself
a date with a rock star.2ALIBODIES BRUSH AGAINST me as I struggle through the crowd, and I
try not to shudder. My face must be pale, because Avery reaches down and takes my hand. If it
were anyone else, I’d jerk away, but she gives my palm a comforting little squeeze, and I
gratefully squeeze back. Avery doesn’t skip a beat as she continues babbling about the raffle
prize.“—can’t believe—Jace is just so—still can’t believe—make sure he signs all of them?”I
glance up at her lips every once in a while and catch snippets of her words, but I don’t bother
with a response aside from a couple nods. What I want right now is to escape this crowd, not to
hyperventilate over Jace Beckett. Although Avery has made it very clear that I’m not to leave the
tour without getting as many autographs as possible. I have four of her CD albums and a rolled
up poster in my purse, along with the metallic blue pen Avery brought for this very purpose.
Earlier, I’d been teasing her for actually believing we’d get a chance for autographs, but I guess
her optimism paid off.I glance down at my raffle wristband, wishing Avery were wearing it instead
of me. But I’d checked the tiny print on the back of my ticket, and it made the rules clear—in
order to accept the prize, the code on my wristband has to match the code on my ticket, and the
name on my ticket has to match the name on my ID. So passing off the prize to Avery isn’t an
option, but at least I can get all the autographs she wants and take some cool pictures for



her.Although, I guess I should try to be at least a little excited about meeting a rock star. Aren’t I
supposed to have some whole monologue planned out about how I love Jace and adore Tone
Deaf and think their music is the best and want to marry him? I’m pretty sure that’s the kind of
stuff fans are supposed to say.We near a small ticket stand at the back of the arena, which is
apparently where I’m supposed to redeem my raffle code. There’s a ticket-box in the side of the
building, along with a line of girls all sporting wristbands and determined expressions. The
worker behind the counter looks beyond exasperated. One girl marches up and displays her
wristband, only to have the worker shoo her away. Huh. Who would have thought girls would try
to fake their way into a raffle prize? But, then again, Tone Deaf fans are about as fanatic as they
come.Avery marches me right past the line of girls and straight toward the counter, staying by
my side like some sort of personal wristband guardian. The other girls glare at me, and I glare
right back. It’s not really them I’m mad at, but they provide a good excuse for the scowl. Truth is, I
really don’t want a date with singer-boy. Tabloids might be sketchy sources at best, but when
every single one of them prints stories about Jace Beckett mistreating his fans, it makes me
suspect they’re on to something.Avery steps up to the counter, tugging me along. The worker
gives a sharp flick of her manicured nails, gesturing for us to move to the back of the line. “Wait
your turn,” she snaps.Avery says something, but her back is to me, so I can’t see her words. The
worker just scoffs and says, “Your friend’s the winner? Just like all the other girls behind
you?”Avery puffs up, straightening her shoulders and standing on her toes. For someone who’s
only five foot four, she looks pretty intimidating. I shuffle my feet and try to disappear in her
shadow. I don’t want to get into any argument, and even if I could puff up like that, I’d probably
just look ridiculous.No, I’d definitely look ridiculous. I’ve always been the “cute” one: I’m barely
over five feet and have way too many freckles, and glow-in-the-dark pale skin. The fine art of
makeup is one I learned early on, so at least I no longer have the issue of people mistaking me
for being super young. But no matter how old I look, it’s kind of hard to come across as
intimidating when I always need to look up to meet people’s eyes.Avery, on the other hand, is
quite adept at transforming into teenage-mutant-ninja-girl. She’s waving her arms around in what
looks like kickass karate moves but is really just her version of exasperated flailing. The worker
finally rolls her eyes and waves me forward, and I offer her an apologetic smile that she totally
ignores.Okay, time for tactic number two: I shove my wrist up on the counter, displaying the code
on my band, and then lay out my ticket and ID next to it. The worker lets out a sigh—probably of
relief—and waves her hand in a shooing motion at the girls behind me. “Okay, everyone, leave.
Now. The winner is here, and she isn’t you.”The girls waiting in line glare at me hard, but slowly
disperse, hands on their hips. I’m sure Jace would much rather spend time with the tall blond
who is shooting me daggers, or the redhead flipping me off. But, nope, I’m the winner. Little ol’
deaf me, who hasn’t ever heard a second of his music.Whoop-dee-doo, hooray, and all that
jazz.The worker gives me a bored look and says, “Hang on. I’m going to phone backstage and
get someone to pick you up for the tour.”I glance back at the retreating girls and take in their
expressions: anger, sadness, jealousy. Lots and lots of jealousy. For one impossible second, I



actually smile. Someone in this world—more than one someone—is actually jealous of me.Then
Avery tackles me in a hug, and something crazy happens: I start laughing. It all hits me then; I
got the winning code. I get to spend the rest of the night backstage on a tour. I get to meet a
freakin’ celebrity.Me. Not any of those other girls, but me.I probably look like a maniac standing
there in a near-abandoned area of the arena, laughing my head off. But then Avery also starts
giggling, and I couldn’t rein in my happiness if I tried.We only calm down when we see a middle-
aged guy heading toward us, his mouth pursed in concentration as he attempts to type on his
smartphone while he walks. The wire of a microphone earpiece is tangled on the frame of his
glasses, and he’s wearing a polo shirt that states, in bold letters, MANAGER. He only tears his
attention away from the phone when he reaches the ticket booth. The worker points to me and
gives a thumbs up, and the guy shoves the phone back in his pocket as he reaches out his other
hand for a shake.“So you’re the lucky winner,” he says, offering me a smile that looks forced and
haggard. He introduces himself with a name I don’t quite catch, but then I see the smaller,
embroidered letters on his polo: TONY ACCARDO, LEAD ARTIST MANAGER.I accept the
handshake and try not to pull back too quickly. Being surrounded by a crowd all evening has left
my nerves ground down and raw, and physical contact is the last thing I want right now.“I’m Ali
Collins,” I tell him, and then point to Avery. “This is my friend Avery Summers.”“Nice to meet you,
Ali,” Tony says. As if he’s reading my mind, he shoots Avery an apologetic smile and says, “Sorry,
but we can only bring the one winner on the tour.”“That’s fine,” Avery says, and she gives me a
stern glance as she adds, “Isn’t it?”“Totally fine,” I agree with a sigh, realizing she’s not going to
give me a chance to back out of this.Tony nods a couple times and says to me, “Are you one of
Jace’s UK fans? You sound like it. We’ve been seeing more tourists come to his concerts since
Tone Deaf hit the charts over there.”“No, I’m American,” I say, and then my entire face flushes
red. Really, really red. I know because Avery winces a little, and Tony has to hide an amused
smirk. I quickly explain, “I don’t really have an accent, I just kind of talk strange.” Seven years of
not being able to hear your own voice does funny things to it. But Tony just cocks his head,
clearly not understanding, so I add, “I’m deaf.”Tony’s expression falls for a moment, then he
quickly plasters on a smile. But he’s not quick enough for me to miss his reaction. I bet he’s
thinking the same thing I am: Why should a deaf girl be the one to meet a music idol?Tony slowly
inclines his head toward the stage. “Well, come on. I’ll show you to Jace. He’s waiting backstage.”
He tries to smile again, like this is exciting, but the expression comes off as almost
nervous.What, does he think I’m some crazed fan who’s going to go bonkers when I meet Jace?
Maybe I should tell him the truth: that I’ve been mentored by some of the greatest pianists alive,
and I know to act normal around celebrities. But I don’t say a word, because that was the
past.“I’ll wait for you in the parking lot,” Avery chirps, breaking into my thoughts. She tugs on my
sundress, straightening it a little, and quickly signs, “You’re gorgeous and he’ll love you!” Then
she waves and walks away, my good-bye trailing after her.I officially have the best friend in the
world. What other person could lose their chance at their life’s dream without a spark of
jealousy? She’s amazing, and I vow to tell her that later.But, for now, I have a rock star to hang



out with.Tony taps my shoulder to get my attention, and I quickly step away from his touch. I
shoot him an apologetic smile, but he hardly seems to notice. He’s frowning now, although I’m
not exactly sure what I’ve done to upset him.Tony leads me toward the stage, and this time it’s
much easier to make it through the crowd. He’s obviously an expert at navigating packed
stadiums, and I follow carefully behind him as he nudges people out of the way and sidesteps
the more intoxicated concertgoers. Tony gets us to the stage fast, and then he leads me up the
stairs at its side and into the back. His shoulders grow tense as we pass people carrying lighting
equipment and microphones.I let my eyes roll. What is it about me that has Tony all anxious? I
weigh a grand total of one hundred pounds. Even if I were some rabid fan, it’s not like I could
ever do any damage to a musician who’s six foot two.We turn a corner, moving down a small
staircase and into the hallway behind the stage, and there he is. Jace Beckett, lead singer
extraordinaire. Suddenly, my chest feels all tight and my stomach feels . . . fluttery. What the hell?
Sure, the guy is hot, but that’s no excuse for my stomach to turn traitor.Jace is leaning against a
wooden panel, his electric guitar clutched in his hands. His body language is casual and cocky,
but he holds the guitar carefully, like it’s some sort of Stradivarius. Well, at least he respects the
instrument that made him famous.He’s talking with a blond dude, who I recognize as his backup
singer and guitarist, Arrow. Arrow is tall—just a tiny bit shorter than Jace—and his hair is shaggy
and styled into a messy look. I filter through all of Avery’s past babbling, trying to remember
something about the guy. All that pops into my head is: he’s the oldest member of the band at
twenty-one, and he’s Jace’s cousin. I mentally curse myself for not being able to remember
more; maybe I should have paid closer attention to all of Avery’s ramblings about Tone Deaf. If
I’m going to avoid coming off as completely clueless, it’d help to know more than just his age.My
mouth starts drying out as I approach the two. I stumble, and then bite my lip to keep a curse
from escaping. What’s wrong with me? I used to be in these guys’ shoes; I was the musical
prodigy, the one performing in front of huge crowds. I have no excuse for being so anxious.Jace
and Arrow both lean over the guitar, and Jace gestures excitedly to a tiny box clipped to the
instrument’s fret board—probably some sort of fancy gadget to enhance the guitar’s sound. Tony
must call out a greeting, because Arrow looks up at us, but Jace keeps his attention steadily
focused on his instrument.I walk toward them, emerging from behind Tony and keeping my
hands at my sides. I want them to know that I’m not going to go all fangirly on them, trying to
tackle-hug them or dropping down on one knee to propose. Arrow shoots me an approving look
tainted with surprise, like he was expecting me to do both those things. Jace glances up from his
guitar just long enough to give me a small wave.I urge my hand to work. Move, move, move! But
I’m frozen. I’m only two yards away from Jace, so close to the music icon and . . . I can’t
move.Suddenly, I get it. Like, really, really get it. In that frozen moment, it makes total sense that
Jace has so many thousands of fans. He’s stunning—tall frame, lean muscle, sharp facial
features. Piercing eyes so blue that I wonder if he’s wearing colored contacts. Black hair styled
into a fauxhawk, with the tips dyed cyan.But it’s not just his looks. Actually, it’s the way he
handles his guitar that really grabs my attention. Standing there with the instrument in his hands,



he looks ready to burst with confidence. Not cockiness, but confidence, like he knows the music,
and he’s sure the music knows him.“Hey,” he says. And just like that, he sets down the guitar,
and his expression changes. Now it’s that pained, fake smile he was wearing when he
announced the raffle. “I guess you’re the lucky girl.”I nod and do my best to smile. “Um, yeah. I
guess I am.”He laughs. “You guess you are? You’re not sure you’re lucky?”I blush and then
quickly look at my feet, knowing my freckles are about to pop out like polka dots. Even makeup
can’t hide my Irish blood when I get flustered. But I force away my embarrassment and look back
up at him, carefully watching his lips.“I know I’m lucky,” I amend, and I let my smile grow.Arrow
chuckles and elbows Jace in the side. “Looks like you’ve got a live one here, Jace.”I raise my
eyebrows. “Live one?”Jace rolls his eyes at Arrow and then turns back to me. “Yeah, a live one.
You know, a girl who isn’t trapped in la-la-Jace-land, where they’re married to me and we make
passionate love twenty-four-seven.”“Oh,” I say lamely.Jace cocks his head. “Are you English?
You sound like it.”Tony speaks up. “No. Jace, she’s . . . deaf. ” He cringes as he says it and shoots
me an apologetic look.I’m about to tell him he has nothing to be sorry for, but then I see Jace’s
expression change. His smile disappears. His chiseled jaw snaps shut. His eyes narrow into an
accusing glare. And he’s staring. Right. At. Me.“Oh,” he says, echoing my previous response in
cold mockery. He whips his gaze to Tony, and without even trying to hide the words his lips form,
he says, “Today of all days you want me to deal with some deaf chick? Seriously?”“Take it easy,
Jace,” Arrow says. “It was a random raffle, it’s not like anyone knew.”I edge back a few steps. I’m
used to all types of frustrating reactions to my deafness—pity, concern, ignorance. But hostility?
This is a new one.I cross my arms over my chest and straighten my shoulders. Just because I
can’t pull off an intimidating look doesn’t mean I’m going to cower. I scan Jace over, mentally
cursing as I take in his all-too-familiar body language—clenched fist, tight jaw, wide stance. He’s
officially pissed, and I officially need to get the hell out of here.“She’s the winner, Jace,” Tony
says firmly. “Just give her the tour and be done with it, okay?”Jace doesn’t reply; he just keeps
glaring at me, like he thinks that if he glares hard enough, I’ll explode into bits of pitiful, useless
dust. My eyes keep shifting to his clenched fist, watching for even the slightest twitch. My
instincts scream at me to bolt, but fear claws at my brain, setting off all sorts of sirens and turning
my legs shaky.“Do you sign?” Jace demands.Arrow groans and elbows his bandmate in the
side, sharper this time. Jace cusses and shoots him a dirty look. Then his attention is back to
me, giving me an even dirtier look.“Dude, let’s go,” Arrow says. “If you’re not going to give her the
tour, just leave the girl alone.”Jace ignores Arrow, his eyes laser-focused on me. “I asked you a
question. Do you sign?”I nod, unsure how else to respond. “Yeah. I sign.”His lips curve into a
tight smile that looks more like a snarl. “Then read this.” Jace holds up both his middle fingers,
points them at me, and then turns away. He strides off without another word, his fists still
clenched and his shoulders stiff with tension. Arrow pauses just long enough to give me a pitying
look, then hurries after Jace.I stare after them in shock. For a second, warm relief floods me as
Jace disappears around the corner. Then the warmth rises into heat, and my face burns with a
mixture of embarrassment and anger. Tony places a comforting hand on my shoulder, and I



shrug him away.He shakes his head, a mortified expression widening his eyes. “I’m so, so sorry
about that.”“What the hell is his problem?”How dare Jace treat me like that? I don’t even know
him, and he’s just going to act like I’m a freak? That’s not right. Not right at all.“He can be, um . . .”
Tony nervously shuffles his feet and clears his throat. “Touchy.”“He’s a total asshole,” I snap. I
point to Tony. “I want out of here, okay? Forget the tour. Take me to the closest exit.”I grit my teeth
and take a deep breath through my nose, trying to keep from exploding. But, seriously, what just
happened? Jace puts up with dreamy girls who are completely obsessed with him, yet he
refuses to offer even a shred of respect to me. A normal, non-obsessive girl who just happens to
be deaf.“Here,” Tony says, and he nods toward the stairs we’d used before. “Let’s go.” He walks
toward the steps and then falters. I almost bump into him, and a curse erupts from between my
gritted teeth. Tony bites at his lip. “Maybe . . . maybe one of the other band members could give
you a tour? Arrow is a nice guy, and I’m sure he’d love to do it.”I shake my head. “No. Thanks, but
definitely not.”Tony opens his mouth in a sigh and guides me away from the stage. Away from the
humiliation, the hurtful words, the obscene gestures.But the anger stays.3JACEI BLAST THE
latest Fall Out Boy album through my headphones, letting the pounding bass beat down the dark
memories clawing at my mind. I force a couple of deep breaths and try to focus on my laptop,
clicking through Twitter and reading the messages left by fans:Rocking out downtown at the
@ToneDeaf concert! Still can’t believe I scored tickets!! #biggestfan #truelovei’ve got the new
@ToneDeaf album on repeat. #love i’m sooooo jealous of every1 at the LA concert!Maybe if I
tweet @ToneDeaf, Jace will reply . . . ;) #hopeful #futurehusband #loveI scoff at the last one and
mute the girl’s profile. It’s strange how often I hear that word thrown at me—“love.” Fans love my
music, love my lyrics, love my looks, love everything about me. Everything except the actual me.
They don’t know me, and that’s how I like it.Of course, that doesn’t let me off the hook when it
comes to Tony’s strictly enforced marketing efforts. Successful bands require fans, and fans
require attention. It’s a simple equation that forces me to spend at least a couple hours every
week answering messages on social media.I still haven’t figured out if Tony is a genius at
marketing or torture, but whatever you call it, Tone Deaf owes its fame to his skill. If it weren’t for
that, I’d ignore his advice and stay away from social media like the plague that it is. I got into this
industry for the music, not for the vapid comments about my hair and fashion choices.The RV
door slams open, and Killer comes prancing inside. He looks like he always does after
performing a concert—all smiles and light footsteps and happy-rainbow attitude.I yank off my
headphones and pin him with a glare. “Killer, what the hell? Have you ever heard of
knocking?”He walks over to the couch across the room from my desk and collapses in it. “Yeah. I
think that’s the word in the dictionary between oh-my-god-dude and get-over-it.”I turn back to my
laptop screen and roll my eyes. On first inspection, Killer looks pretty harmless: super thin and
kind of tall (but he still totally sucked at phys ed), nerd glasses that he’s convinced are cool (he’s
blind without them), and skin he says is “a shade between cocoa and burnt umber.” But, in
reality, he’s not harmless. Far from it, actually. He’s a gigantic thorn in my side.“You on
Facebook?” Killer asks.“No, Twitter.”“Then tweet Arrow. Tell him to get his pretty ass over here.”“I



am not publicly calling my cousin’s ass pretty. Use your own phone and text him.” I shoot him a
look as I stretch my arms above my head, trying to ease the pain in my ribcage. Jumping around
onstage is expected of rock stars, much to my bones’ despair.Killer lets out a loud, put-out
harrumph. With his high voice, it sounds more like a sneeze. There is a very, very good reason
Killer is our keyboardist and not the lead singer. Sure, he has an awesome London accent, and
he would have taken the spot, but the world has endured enough chipmunk imitations with that
Bieber kid.Killer pulls out his phone, although he’s probably still going to tweet Arrow instead of
sending a private text. I shake my head. When we first came into the media spotlight, Arrow had
wanted to keep his bisexuality quiet. That lasted about three days, until Killer kissed Arrow
onstage.Killer is about as subtle as a bullhorn.I hear a deep grunt and the click of nails against
tile, and a second later, Cuddles comes trotting in the from the kitchen. My pit bull wags her tail
madly as she shoves her head into Killer’s lap, demanding an ear scratch. She has a strange
love for Killer, even though he was the one who dubbed her with her ridiculous name. Cuddles
weighs nearly as much as I do and has jaws that could intimidate a lion. But Killer clearly doesn’t
care as he pushes his face up against her nose and coos a hello, making my dog’s tail wag even
harder.“What are you doing in here, anyway?” I mutter at Killer. “This is my RV, you know. You
can’t just barge in whenever you want.”“Arrow told me about your run-in with the deaf girl,” Killer
says, patting Cuddles on the head. “We thought you might want some company after what
happened.”I raise an eyebrow at him, but he just grins his dorky smile at me, like he thinks my
glare is the ultimate portrayal of undying love.“Sooo,” he says, drawing out the word in the
annoying way he always does. “You want to tell me what happened?”“Nothing happened,” I
mutter, but I can’t stop my eyes from drifting to the little calendar in the corner of my laptop
screen. June fifth. Why the hell did I have to run into that girl today of all days?“Arrow says you
gave her the finger. That’s something.”“Do you two always gossip behind my back?”“Jace, Arrow
is my boyfriend.”I scoff. “Yeah, believe it or not, I’ve noticed. So what?”“Webster defines
boyfriend as ‘a man who becomes deader than meat upon withholding gossip from his true
love.’”“Make that reason number twenty-one thousand eight hundred and ninety-three I’ll never
enter a serious relationship,” I mutter.“You still haven’t answered my question,” he says. Cuddles
lays at his feet with a heavy thump, and Killer turns his attention back to his phone. He types a
little and then repeats, “What happened with the deaf girl?”“I was just in a bad mood.”“Don’t try
to fool me, Jace. You’re always in a bad mood when it comes to deaf people, but not that
bad.”“It’s June fifth.”He stares at me blankly. “Huh?”I rake a hand through my hair and hold in a
frustrated groan. “How the hell can you have the first thousand digits of pi memorized, but still
forget what today is?”Killer squints at me and blinks a couple times. Then his eyes go real wide.
“Oh. Shit. June fifth.” Then, as if he thinks I’m the one who needs reminding, he adds, “Your mom
died on June fifth.”“Correct,” I say, offering him a slow, sarcastic clap.There’s a long minute of
silence after that, the only sound coming from the humming RV generator and the soft whirring
of my laptop. Then the door bangs open again.“Hey, guys,” Arrow says as he walks up the last
step and into the RV.Killer disgustedly throws his phone across the couch, where it lands safely



on a cushion. “Seriously? I tweet you three times, and that’s all I get? ‘Hey, guys?’ Not, ‘Hello, my
darling love,’ or ‘I missed you bunches, sweetie’?”Arrow grimaces. “Since when do I call you
sweetie or darling?”“Well, you could always start.”I groan. “Guys, seriously, take it up with a
marriage counselor. Preferably not in my RV. ”Arrow hesitates as his gaze settles on me, and I
know he’s debating whether or not to bring up the anniversary of my mom’s death. It’s been six
years, but that still doesn’t make it an easy topic. Arrow never knew my mom very well—my dad
shunned anything and anyone non-Deaf, and since Arrow doesn’t know sign language, he just
never got a chance to communicate much with her. But I know he hasn’t forgotten about his
aunt’s death, and I give him a little shake of my head, sending a silent message: Let’s not talk
about it now. Please.Arrow nods and collapses on the couch next to his boyfriend. He tosses an
arm over Killer’s shoulders and kisses his cheek, and just like that, Killer forgets that he’s
supposed to be grumpy. He throws both arms around Arrow’s neck, closes his eyes, and nuzzles
his face into Arrow’s T-shirt.“Good god,” I mutter. “You two are sickening.”Killer sticks his tongue
out at me without opening his eyes. “We make you horny, and you know it.”I turn back to my
laptop screen, absently refreshing the page. “Killer, how many girls do I have to be with to
convince you I’m not gay?”He yawns and says, “At least one.”“Aren’t you supposed to be the
genius around here?” I ask, raising an eyebrow at Killer. “I thought an IQ of 140 would be enough
to help you figure out I’m not a virgin.”Arrow barks a laugh. I shoot him a sharp look, but he just
says, “Dude, no one needs a high IQ to know you’re not a virgin. Anyone smart enough to read a
tabloid can figure it out.”“Then go buy Killer a tabloid,” I snap. “Get him off my back about being
gay.”Killer wags his finger at me. “Sleeping with girls isn’t the same as being with them.”I scoff.
“Don’t get all romantic on me, Killer.”“He has a point,” Arrow says. “You’ve never had an actual
relationship with a girl.”“Yes, I have.”“One-night stands don’t count as relationships, Jace,” Killer
says. Then he scrunches his face and looks around the RV. “By the way, where’s your company
for the evening?”“I didn’t bring a girl back tonight.”Killer slaps the sides of his face, like he’s
stricken with shock, and makes a show of peering out the window.I just roll my eyes, but Arrow
takes the bait. “What are you looking for, babe?”“Meteors,” Killer replies.“What?”“Jace didn’t
bring home a girl after a concert. That means either the world is ending, or he wasn’t in the
mood.”“And the world ending is more probable?” I mutter.“Naturally.”I shake my head and refresh
my laptop, bringing up a new batch of @ToneDeaf tweets. I see #MarryMe in two of them and
disgustedly close the browser. Can’t they at least try to be original?“I’ve been with girls for longer
than one night,” I mutter, although I’m way too late replying, and it sounds downright
pathetic.“Two nights doesn’t count as a relationship, either,” Killer says.I have no response for
that one, so I open up a MS Word document and start absently typing. “Free writing” is what
Tony calls it; he says it’s good to let the imagination go and just write whatever comes into my
head. But after a minute, all that’s on the page is: “Once upon a time, there was an annoying
dude named Killer. He died. The end.”It’s definitely not going to win me any short story awards,
but maybe I can work it into a song . . .The RV door bangs open, and I cringe as it crashes
against the wall. “Jon, for the love of god! How hard is it to open a door without denting my



RV?”Jon saunters into the RV and makes a big show of closing the door softly. It’s actually mildly
impressive, considering the muscle the dude packs. Freshman year, our high school’s coach
tried to make Jon the star of the junior varsity football team. That lasted about one week, until the
coach discovered that Jon couldn’t bash into anyone without spewing a bunch of nervous
apologies. But our music teacher figured out he’s much better at bashing drums, and he’s been
at it ever since.Jon raises his eyebrows at me as the door clicks quietly into place. “Better?”I give
a grunt of approval. Jon smirks as he walks over to the other couch right next to my desk,
collapsing onto it. Cuddles ditches her spot at Killer’s feet to lie down next to Jon, and he
scratches her under the chin.“So what’d I miss?” he asks. “I heard arguing.”Killer nudges Arrow
in the side, and says, “We’re trying to get Jace to come out.”Jon groans and covers his face with
both hands. “I knew it. I’m the only straight one in the band.”I roll my eyes. “Jon—”He points a
finger at me and cuts me off. “No, Jace, I’m not dating you, so don’t even ask.”I grit my teeth,
keeping in a yell of frustration, and grind out, “I was going to ask you to kindly shut your
obnoxious trap. Got it?”All the mischief melts from Jon’s expression. “You’re in a worse mood
than usual,” he says.“I’m fine,” I snap.Arrow makes a disbelieving sound in the back of his throat.
“Jace, you just flipped off a completely innocent fan. I really don’t think that counts as ‘fine.’”Jon’s
eyes narrow at me. “You flipped off a fan?”“It wasn’t that big of a deal,” I mutter, but the lie sounds
weak even to me.“It’s going to be a big deal when Tony murders you. Seriously, what the hell
were you thinking?”“I am having an extremely shitty day,” I growl. “It just happened.”“Yeah, and
you’ll be having an even worse day tomorrow. You know how Tony gets when you pull stunts like
this. He’s going to take it out on all of us.”Killer clears his throat pointedly and says to Jon, “Dude,
go easy on him. It’s June fifth.”Jon’s eyes suddenly go really wide. Then he says, “Oh. Right.
June fifth,” in a tone that might be either a question or an apology.“How about instead of going
easy on me, you all just go?” I wave a hand at the door of the RV. “Seriously, get out of here. I
don’t want to talk.”Arrow shakes his head. “Jace, look—”“You’re talking,” I snap, cutting him off.
“Exactly what I just said I don’t want to do.”Arrow hesitates, but then he throws his hands up in
defeat and walks out the door before things can get any more awkward. Jon is quick to follow,
but Killer lingers for a moment longer. Just as I’m about to tell him to leave, he crosses his arms
and says, “What’s that saying you’re so obsessed about? Your personal motto, or
whatever?”“Serva me, servabo te. What’s that got to do with anything?”Killer shakes his head.
“Do you even know what that saying means, Jace?”“Of course,” I say. “‘Save me, and I will save
you.’ It’s like karma. When someone bothers to give a shit about me, I give a shit about them.
Everyone else isn’t worth my time.”“Exactly, it’s like karma,” Killer says. “It’s supposed to be a two-
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listed in the back.AUTHOR’S NOTEDue to the limits of written English, italics are used in this
book to signify the use of American Sign Language (ASL). However, please note that ASL has
its own vocabulary and grammar system that separates it almost entirely from English. If you’d
like to learn more about the unique beauty of ASL and Deaf culture, check out the nonfiction
resources listed in the back.1ALIROCK CONCERTS AREN’T meant to be watched like silent
movies. Period. End of story. No exceptions.So what the hell am I doing here?I turn toward Avery
with my arms crossed, ready to ask her this exact question for like the fiftieth time. She doesn’t
notice me, not that I can really blame her. Surrounding us is a sea of girls wearing blue and
green, all of them screaming, jumping up and down, waving their hands to a beat I can’t hear.
The vibrations of the noise strike me from all sides, like some sort of tidal wave. We’re close to
the stage, and even though there’s not a single person sitting, at least the rows of seats keep a
bit of space between me and the strangers packed around us.It’s still not enough.Avery finally
glances over at me, her eyes wide with excitement and a goofy grin plastered on her face.
Typical. If I even mention the words “Tone Deaf,” my best friend turns into a babbling, fangirly
mess. Usually, her enthusiasm is contagious—I might not get Avery’s love for the pop-punk



band, but I’m no stranger to feeling passionate about music.Tonight is different. All my
enthusiasm for this concert fled about three hours ago, when we jostled through the crowded
gates of the stadium and plunged into the unruly mass of Tone Deaf fans. Between the ruthless
Los Angeles heat and the anxious pounding of my heart, I’m now covered in sweat, and my
nerves are screaming at me to get the hell out of here.Avery pulls me into a quick, giddy hug,
and I wince as her fingernails accidentally dig into my shoulder. Her nails are painted in
alternating shades of blue and green, the same colors on Tone Deaf’s album covers and the
posters plastered all over Avery’s bedroom. Honestly, her boy band obsession is more
endearing than annoying, but of all the musicians in the world, did she have to pick Jace Beckett
to fall in love with? Jace is the sort of lead singer who gives the entire music industry a bad rep—
he completely ignores the fans who praise him, and he goes out of his way to bad-mouth anyone
who criticizes his band. Flip through any entertainment magazine, and there’s bound to be some
story about Tone Deaf’s lead singer publicly mocking a music reviewer or giving a journalist the
finger. My former piano instructor had a name for famous musicians like Jace: “popular
disgraces.” Personally, I prefer the more accurate term “total jerk.”I’ve tried to point Avery toward
some very cute up-and-coming prodigies from the classical scene, but nope, she wants nothing
to do with the sweet nerds I grew up performing alongside. Her heart belongs solely to Jace
Beckett and his pop-punk band.He is a good performer—I have to give him that. Tone Deaf’s
lead singer jumps around onstage, singing into his microphone, expertly strumming his electric
guitar. Every step he takes is in sync with the pulsing beat, and even though his movements are
quick and energetic, he seems perfectly in control of both the music and the audience. His eyes
are half-lidded, and it’s obvious that his focus is on the song, not the crowd. Even after hours of
performing, a small smile lifts his lips.Avery grabs my shoulder excitedly as she bounces up and
down in Converse that have “I Love Tone Deaf!” scribbled across them. Her blue and green shirt
reads “Jace’s #1 Fangirl,” and her pigtails bounce around with her, showing off the green streaks
she’s dyed into her dirty-blond hair.My best friend doesn’t take the title of “fan” lightly.She
screams something, but she’s twisted toward the stage so I can only see half of her lips. I shove
her hand off my shoulder, which gets her attention. She turns toward me and blurts out
something. I raise my eyebrows, trying not to look too impatient, and she repeats her words in
both speech and sign language: “They’re announcing it!”She clasps her hands together and
opens her mouth in an excited squeal. As I look around, I see other girls doing the same thing,
everyone’s eyes wide with anticipation as they focus on the stage and the huge LCD screen right
above it. I’m close enough to the front that I have to crane my neck to see the screen—we’re fifth
row, middle. Avery has been saving up for these tickets for an entire thirteen months, insisting I
come along since “even deaf girls need to experience their first real concert.” I’m not exactly sure
why performances at Carnegie don’t count as real, but I know better than to argue with her when
it comes to anything related to Tone Deaf.Jace has finished his performance for the night, and
he gives a short bow. As he looks down on the mass of fans in front of him—all squealing and
jumping and ready to kiss his feet—his smile turns into a cocky grin. It looks completely fake, like



the expression painted on a Ken doll, but none of his audience seems to notice.The image on
the screen changes to a close-up of Jace’s face as he addresses the crowd. “Ladies and
gentlemen!” he calls out, and a second later, little subtitles dance across the bottom of the
screen with his words. I squint as I struggle to read them. Stadiums have to provide subtitles to
comply with disability laws, but apparently there aren’t any laws against making the letters
ridiculously tiny.The vibrations of the crowd die down a little, and Jace repeats, “Ladies and
gentlemen! Thank you for coming tonight and helping to kick off Tone Deaf’s summer tour.”More
cheers. More crazy jumping and blown kisses.“Tonight a special fan will receive a special prize,”
Jace says. “Tone Deaf is giving away a backstage tour, so one of you can come meet us right
after the concert.” The subtitles are quickly replaced with a tiny legal disclaimer, and even though
the text is too small to bother reading it all, I get the gist of it—crazy fans can win a half-hour
meet-and-greet with the band, but the tour is of the stage and not anything in Jace’s pants. Then
Jace announces, “Everyone in the audience has received a wristband with a raffle code on it,” as
if every girl wasn’t already aware of this.I stare down at my own band: A632D9. I wanted to rip it
off as soon as the ticket guy at the entrance put it on, but Avery had started freaking out, signing
frantically that the code was defunct if I took off the wristband. I kept it on, just to please her, but
not before arguing back a little.“In ten seconds, the winning code will appear on the main
screen,” says Jace. He points upwards, and all eyes turn to the huge LCD screen I’m already
staring at. A large “10” appears on the screen, quickly followed by a “9,” then an “8.”A chant goes
up in the crowd, and whatever else Jace wanted to say is drowned out as the concertgoers
count down. At the “1,” a roar of sound hits me, even more powerful than before. I clutch my arms
to my chest and turn to the side, trying to ward off the sensations.Something slams into my
shoulder, and I yelp, glaring at Avery. She excitedly clings to my arm as she jumps up and down,
and a huge, shocked grin spreads across her face.Which can only mean one thing.“You won?” I
scream, hoping I’m loud enough to be heard over the crowd.“Ali!” she shrieks. “Ali! It happened!
Oh my god, I told you it’d happen!”A bubble of excitement rises in my chest as I watch her smile
grow even wider. Avery babbles a long string of words, but no amount of lip-reading skill could
help me interpret what she’s saying. Then she points eagerly toward the screen, and I turn,
grinning as I read the code. I have Avery’s code memorized; she’d been chanting it like a good
luck charm before the concert started, drawing out all the O’s like she was practicing for a
kiss.My grin falls from my face. I blink, hoping I’m seeing things wrong. But every time I blink, the
screen just grows clearer.It’s not Avery’s code. Not even close. Instead, the bright screen proudly
displays: A632D9.Well, shit. I just won myself a date with a rock star.1ALIROCK CONCERTS
AREN’T meant to be watched like silent movies. Period. End of story. No exceptions.So what the
hell am I doing here?I turn toward Avery with my arms crossed, ready to ask her this exact
question for like the fiftieth time. She doesn’t notice me, not that I can really blame her.
Surrounding us is a sea of girls wearing blue and green, all of them screaming, jumping up and
down, waving their hands to a beat I can’t hear. The vibrations of the noise strike me from all
sides, like some sort of tidal wave. We’re close to the stage, and even though there’s not a single



person sitting, at least the rows of seats keep a bit of space between me and the strangers
packed around us.It’s still not enough.Avery finally glances over at me, her eyes wide with
excitement and a goofy grin plastered on her face. Typical. If I even mention the words “Tone
Deaf,” my best friend turns into a babbling, fangirly mess. Usually, her enthusiasm is contagious
—I might not get Avery’s love for the pop-punk band, but I’m no stranger to feeling passionate
about music.Tonight is different. All my enthusiasm for this concert fled about three hours ago,
when we jostled through the crowded gates of the stadium and plunged into the unruly mass of
Tone Deaf fans. Between the ruthless Los Angeles heat and the anxious pounding of my heart,
I’m now covered in sweat, and my nerves are screaming at me to get the hell out of here.Avery
pulls me into a quick, giddy hug, and I wince as her fingernails accidentally dig into my shoulder.
Her nails are painted in alternating shades of blue and green, the same colors on Tone Deaf’s
album covers and the posters plastered all over Avery’s bedroom. Honestly, her boy band
obsession is more endearing than annoying, but of all the musicians in the world, did she have
to pick Jace Beckett to fall in love with? Jace is the sort of lead singer who gives the entire music
industry a bad rep—he completely ignores the fans who praise him, and he goes out of his way
to bad-mouth anyone who criticizes his band. Flip through any entertainment magazine, and
there’s bound to be some story about Tone Deaf’s lead singer publicly mocking a music reviewer
or giving a journalist the finger. My former piano instructor had a name for famous musicians like
Jace: “popular disgraces.” Personally, I prefer the more accurate term “total jerk.”I’ve tried to point
Avery toward some very cute up-and-coming prodigies from the classical scene, but nope, she
wants nothing to do with the sweet nerds I grew up performing alongside. Her heart belongs
solely to Jace Beckett and his pop-punk band.He is a good performer—I have to give him that.
Tone Deaf’s lead singer jumps around onstage, singing into his microphone, expertly strumming
his electric guitar. Every step he takes is in sync with the pulsing beat, and even though his
movements are quick and energetic, he seems perfectly in control of both the music and the
audience. His eyes are half-lidded, and it’s obvious that his focus is on the song, not the crowd.
Even after hours of performing, a small smile lifts his lips.Avery grabs my shoulder excitedly as
she bounces up and down in Converse that have “I Love Tone Deaf!” scribbled across them. Her
blue and green shirt reads “Jace’s #1 Fangirl,” and her pigtails bounce around with her, showing
off the green streaks she’s dyed into her dirty-blond hair.My best friend doesn’t take the title of
“fan” lightly.She screams something, but she’s twisted toward the stage so I can only see half of
her lips. I shove her hand off my shoulder, which gets her attention. She turns toward me and
blurts out something. I raise my eyebrows, trying not to look too impatient, and she repeats her
words in both speech and sign language: “They’re announcing it!”She clasps her hands together
and opens her mouth in an excited squeal. As I look around, I see other girls doing the same
thing, everyone’s eyes wide with anticipation as they focus on the stage and the huge LCD
screen right above it. I’m close enough to the front that I have to crane my neck to see the screen
—we’re fifth row, middle. Avery has been saving up for these tickets for an entire thirteen
months, insisting I come along since “even deaf girls need to experience their first real concert.”



I’m not exactly sure why performances at Carnegie don’t count as real, but I know better than to
argue with her when it comes to anything related to Tone Deaf.Jace has finished his
performance for the night, and he gives a short bow. As he looks down on the mass of fans in
front of him—all squealing and jumping and ready to kiss his feet—his smile turns into a cocky
grin. It looks completely fake, like the expression painted on a Ken doll, but none of his audience
seems to notice.The image on the screen changes to a close-up of Jace’s face as he addresses
the crowd. “Ladies and gentlemen!” he calls out, and a second later, little subtitles dance across
the bottom of the screen with his words. I squint as I struggle to read them. Stadiums have to
provide subtitles to comply with disability laws, but apparently there aren’t any laws against
making the letters ridiculously tiny.The vibrations of the crowd die down a little, and Jace
repeats, “Ladies and gentlemen! Thank you for coming tonight and helping to kick off Tone
Deaf’s summer tour.”More cheers. More crazy jumping and blown kisses.“Tonight a special fan
will receive a special prize,” Jace says. “Tone Deaf is giving away a backstage tour, so one of you
can come meet us right after the concert.” The subtitles are quickly replaced with a tiny legal
disclaimer, and even though the text is too small to bother reading it all, I get the gist of it—crazy
fans can win a half-hour meet-and-greet with the band, but the tour is of the stage and not
anything in Jace’s pants. Then Jace announces, “Everyone in the audience has received a
wristband with a raffle code on it,” as if every girl wasn’t already aware of this.I stare down at my
own band: A632D9. I wanted to rip it off as soon as the ticket guy at the entrance put it on, but
Avery had started freaking out, signing frantically that the code was defunct if I took off the
wristband. I kept it on, just to please her, but not before arguing back a little.“In ten seconds, the
winning code will appear on the main screen,” says Jace. He points upwards, and all eyes turn to
the huge LCD screen I’m already staring at. A large “10” appears on the screen, quickly followed
by a “9,” then an “8.”A chant goes up in the crowd, and whatever else Jace wanted to say is
drowned out as the concertgoers count down. At the “1,” a roar of sound hits me, even more
powerful than before. I clutch my arms to my chest and turn to the side, trying to ward off the
sensations.Something slams into my shoulder, and I yelp, glaring at Avery. She excitedly clings
to my arm as she jumps up and down, and a huge, shocked grin spreads across her face.Which
can only mean one thing.“You won?” I scream, hoping I’m loud enough to be heard over the
crowd.“Ali!” she shrieks. “Ali! It happened! Oh my god, I told you it’d happen!”A bubble of
excitement rises in my chest as I watch her smile grow even wider. Avery babbles a long string of
words, but no amount of lip-reading skill could help me interpret what she’s saying. Then she
points eagerly toward the screen, and I turn, grinning as I read the code. I have Avery’s code
memorized; she’d been chanting it like a good luck charm before the concert started, drawing
out all the O’s like she was practicing for a kiss.My grin falls from my face. I blink, hoping I’m
seeing things wrong. But every time I blink, the screen just grows clearer.It’s not Avery’s code.
Not even close. Instead, the bright screen proudly displays: A632D9.Well, shit. I just won myself
a date with a rock star.2ALIBODIES BRUSH AGAINST me as I struggle through the crowd, and I
try not to shudder. My face must be pale, because Avery reaches down and takes my hand. If it



were anyone else, I’d jerk away, but she gives my palm a comforting little squeeze, and I
gratefully squeeze back. Avery doesn’t skip a beat as she continues babbling about the raffle
prize.“—can’t believe—Jace is just so—still can’t believe—make sure he signs all of them?”I
glance up at her lips every once in a while and catch snippets of her words, but I don’t bother
with a response aside from a couple nods. What I want right now is to escape this crowd, not to
hyperventilate over Jace Beckett. Although Avery has made it very clear that I’m not to leave the
tour without getting as many autographs as possible. I have four of her CD albums and a rolled
up poster in my purse, along with the metallic blue pen Avery brought for this very purpose.
Earlier, I’d been teasing her for actually believing we’d get a chance for autographs, but I guess
her optimism paid off.I glance down at my raffle wristband, wishing Avery were wearing it instead
of me. But I’d checked the tiny print on the back of my ticket, and it made the rules clear—in
order to accept the prize, the code on my wristband has to match the code on my ticket, and the
name on my ticket has to match the name on my ID. So passing off the prize to Avery isn’t an
option, but at least I can get all the autographs she wants and take some cool pictures for
her.Although, I guess I should try to be at least a little excited about meeting a rock star. Aren’t I
supposed to have some whole monologue planned out about how I love Jace and adore Tone
Deaf and think their music is the best and want to marry him? I’m pretty sure that’s the kind of
stuff fans are supposed to say.We near a small ticket stand at the back of the arena, which is
apparently where I’m supposed to redeem my raffle code. There’s a ticket-box in the side of the
building, along with a line of girls all sporting wristbands and determined expressions. The
worker behind the counter looks beyond exasperated. One girl marches up and displays her
wristband, only to have the worker shoo her away. Huh. Who would have thought girls would try
to fake their way into a raffle prize? But, then again, Tone Deaf fans are about as fanatic as they
come.Avery marches me right past the line of girls and straight toward the counter, staying by
my side like some sort of personal wristband guardian. The other girls glare at me, and I glare
right back. It’s not really them I’m mad at, but they provide a good excuse for the scowl. Truth is, I
really don’t want a date with singer-boy. Tabloids might be sketchy sources at best, but when
every single one of them prints stories about Jace Beckett mistreating his fans, it makes me
suspect they’re on to something.Avery steps up to the counter, tugging me along. The worker
gives a sharp flick of her manicured nails, gesturing for us to move to the back of the line. “Wait
your turn,” she snaps.Avery says something, but her back is to me, so I can’t see her words. The
worker just scoffs and says, “Your friend’s the winner? Just like all the other girls behind
you?”Avery puffs up, straightening her shoulders and standing on her toes. For someone who’s
only five foot four, she looks pretty intimidating. I shuffle my feet and try to disappear in her
shadow. I don’t want to get into any argument, and even if I could puff up like that, I’d probably
just look ridiculous.No, I’d definitely look ridiculous. I’ve always been the “cute” one: I’m barely
over five feet and have way too many freckles, and glow-in-the-dark pale skin. The fine art of
makeup is one I learned early on, so at least I no longer have the issue of people mistaking me
for being super young. But no matter how old I look, it’s kind of hard to come across as



intimidating when I always need to look up to meet people’s eyes.Avery, on the other hand, is
quite adept at transforming into teenage-mutant-ninja-girl. She’s waving her arms around in what
looks like kickass karate moves but is really just her version of exasperated flailing. The worker
finally rolls her eyes and waves me forward, and I offer her an apologetic smile that she totally
ignores.Okay, time for tactic number two: I shove my wrist up on the counter, displaying the code
on my band, and then lay out my ticket and ID next to it. The worker lets out a sigh—probably of
relief—and waves her hand in a shooing motion at the girls behind me. “Okay, everyone, leave.
Now. The winner is here, and she isn’t you.”The girls waiting in line glare at me hard, but slowly
disperse, hands on their hips. I’m sure Jace would much rather spend time with the tall blond
who is shooting me daggers, or the redhead flipping me off. But, nope, I’m the winner. Little ol’
deaf me, who hasn’t ever heard a second of his music.Whoop-dee-doo, hooray, and all that
jazz.The worker gives me a bored look and says, “Hang on. I’m going to phone backstage and
get someone to pick you up for the tour.”I glance back at the retreating girls and take in their
expressions: anger, sadness, jealousy. Lots and lots of jealousy. For one impossible second, I
actually smile. Someone in this world—more than one someone—is actually jealous of me.Then
Avery tackles me in a hug, and something crazy happens: I start laughing. It all hits me then; I
got the winning code. I get to spend the rest of the night backstage on a tour. I get to meet a
freakin’ celebrity.Me. Not any of those other girls, but me.I probably look like a maniac standing
there in a near-abandoned area of the arena, laughing my head off. But then Avery also starts
giggling, and I couldn’t rein in my happiness if I tried.We only calm down when we see a middle-
aged guy heading toward us, his mouth pursed in concentration as he attempts to type on his
smartphone while he walks. The wire of a microphone earpiece is tangled on the frame of his
glasses, and he’s wearing a polo shirt that states, in bold letters, MANAGER. He only tears his
attention away from the phone when he reaches the ticket booth. The worker points to me and
gives a thumbs up, and the guy shoves the phone back in his pocket as he reaches out his other
hand for a shake.“So you’re the lucky winner,” he says, offering me a smile that looks forced and
haggard. He introduces himself with a name I don’t quite catch, but then I see the smaller,
embroidered letters on his polo: TONY ACCARDO, LEAD ARTIST MANAGER.I accept the
handshake and try not to pull back too quickly. Being surrounded by a crowd all evening has left
my nerves ground down and raw, and physical contact is the last thing I want right now.“I’m Ali
Collins,” I tell him, and then point to Avery. “This is my friend Avery Summers.”“Nice to meet you,
Ali,” Tony says. As if he’s reading my mind, he shoots Avery an apologetic smile and says, “Sorry,
but we can only bring the one winner on the tour.”“That’s fine,” Avery says, and she gives me a
stern glance as she adds, “Isn’t it?”“Totally fine,” I agree with a sigh, realizing she’s not going to
give me a chance to back out of this.Tony nods a couple times and says to me, “Are you one of
Jace’s UK fans? You sound like it. We’ve been seeing more tourists come to his concerts since
Tone Deaf hit the charts over there.”“No, I’m American,” I say, and then my entire face flushes
red. Really, really red. I know because Avery winces a little, and Tony has to hide an amused
smirk. I quickly explain, “I don’t really have an accent, I just kind of talk strange.” Seven years of



not being able to hear your own voice does funny things to it. But Tony just cocks his head,
clearly not understanding, so I add, “I’m deaf.”Tony’s expression falls for a moment, then he
quickly plasters on a smile. But he’s not quick enough for me to miss his reaction. I bet he’s
thinking the same thing I am: Why should a deaf girl be the one to meet a music idol?Tony slowly
inclines his head toward the stage. “Well, come on. I’ll show you to Jace. He’s waiting backstage.”
He tries to smile again, like this is exciting, but the expression comes off as almost
nervous.What, does he think I’m some crazed fan who’s going to go bonkers when I meet Jace?
Maybe I should tell him the truth: that I’ve been mentored by some of the greatest pianists alive,
and I know to act normal around celebrities. But I don’t say a word, because that was the
past.“I’ll wait for you in the parking lot,” Avery chirps, breaking into my thoughts. She tugs on my
sundress, straightening it a little, and quickly signs, “You’re gorgeous and he’ll love you!” Then
she waves and walks away, my good-bye trailing after her.I officially have the best friend in the
world. What other person could lose their chance at their life’s dream without a spark of
jealousy? She’s amazing, and I vow to tell her that later.But, for now, I have a rock star to hang
out with.Tony taps my shoulder to get my attention, and I quickly step away from his touch. I
shoot him an apologetic smile, but he hardly seems to notice. He’s frowning now, although I’m
not exactly sure what I’ve done to upset him.Tony leads me toward the stage, and this time it’s
much easier to make it through the crowd. He’s obviously an expert at navigating packed
stadiums, and I follow carefully behind him as he nudges people out of the way and sidesteps
the more intoxicated concertgoers. Tony gets us to the stage fast, and then he leads me up the
stairs at its side and into the back. His shoulders grow tense as we pass people carrying lighting
equipment and microphones.I let my eyes roll. What is it about me that has Tony all anxious? I
weigh a grand total of one hundred pounds. Even if I were some rabid fan, it’s not like I could
ever do any damage to a musician who’s six foot two.We turn a corner, moving down a small
staircase and into the hallway behind the stage, and there he is. Jace Beckett, lead singer
extraordinaire. Suddenly, my chest feels all tight and my stomach feels . . . fluttery. What the hell?
Sure, the guy is hot, but that’s no excuse for my stomach to turn traitor.Jace is leaning against a
wooden panel, his electric guitar clutched in his hands. His body language is casual and cocky,
but he holds the guitar carefully, like it’s some sort of Stradivarius. Well, at least he respects the
instrument that made him famous.He’s talking with a blond dude, who I recognize as his backup
singer and guitarist, Arrow. Arrow is tall—just a tiny bit shorter than Jace—and his hair is shaggy
and styled into a messy look. I filter through all of Avery’s past babbling, trying to remember
something about the guy. All that pops into my head is: he’s the oldest member of the band at
twenty-one, and he’s Jace’s cousin. I mentally curse myself for not being able to remember
more; maybe I should have paid closer attention to all of Avery’s ramblings about Tone Deaf. If
I’m going to avoid coming off as completely clueless, it’d help to know more than just his age.My
mouth starts drying out as I approach the two. I stumble, and then bite my lip to keep a curse
from escaping. What’s wrong with me? I used to be in these guys’ shoes; I was the musical
prodigy, the one performing in front of huge crowds. I have no excuse for being so anxious.Jace



and Arrow both lean over the guitar, and Jace gestures excitedly to a tiny box clipped to the
instrument’s fret board—probably some sort of fancy gadget to enhance the guitar’s sound. Tony
must call out a greeting, because Arrow looks up at us, but Jace keeps his attention steadily
focused on his instrument.I walk toward them, emerging from behind Tony and keeping my
hands at my sides. I want them to know that I’m not going to go all fangirly on them, trying to
tackle-hug them or dropping down on one knee to propose. Arrow shoots me an approving look
tainted with surprise, like he was expecting me to do both those things. Jace glances up from his
guitar just long enough to give me a small wave.I urge my hand to work. Move, move, move! But
I’m frozen. I’m only two yards away from Jace, so close to the music icon and . . . I can’t
move.Suddenly, I get it. Like, really, really get it. In that frozen moment, it makes total sense that
Jace has so many thousands of fans. He’s stunning—tall frame, lean muscle, sharp facial
features. Piercing eyes so blue that I wonder if he’s wearing colored contacts. Black hair styled
into a fauxhawk, with the tips dyed cyan.But it’s not just his looks. Actually, it’s the way he
handles his guitar that really grabs my attention. Standing there with the instrument in his hands,
he looks ready to burst with confidence. Not cockiness, but confidence, like he knows the music,
and he’s sure the music knows him.“Hey,” he says. And just like that, he sets down the guitar,
and his expression changes. Now it’s that pained, fake smile he was wearing when he
announced the raffle. “I guess you’re the lucky girl.”I nod and do my best to smile. “Um, yeah. I
guess I am.”He laughs. “You guess you are? You’re not sure you’re lucky?”I blush and then
quickly look at my feet, knowing my freckles are about to pop out like polka dots. Even makeup
can’t hide my Irish blood when I get flustered. But I force away my embarrassment and look back
up at him, carefully watching his lips.“I know I’m lucky,” I amend, and I let my smile grow.Arrow
chuckles and elbows Jace in the side. “Looks like you’ve got a live one here, Jace.”I raise my
eyebrows. “Live one?”Jace rolls his eyes at Arrow and then turns back to me. “Yeah, a live one.
You know, a girl who isn’t trapped in la-la-Jace-land, where they’re married to me and we make
passionate love twenty-four-seven.”“Oh,” I say lamely.Jace cocks his head. “Are you English?
You sound like it.”Tony speaks up. “No. Jace, she’s . . . deaf. ” He cringes as he says it and shoots
me an apologetic look.I’m about to tell him he has nothing to be sorry for, but then I see Jace’s
expression change. His smile disappears. His chiseled jaw snaps shut. His eyes narrow into an
accusing glare. And he’s staring. Right. At. Me.“Oh,” he says, echoing my previous response in
cold mockery. He whips his gaze to Tony, and without even trying to hide the words his lips form,
he says, “Today of all days you want me to deal with some deaf chick? Seriously?”“Take it easy,
Jace,” Arrow says. “It was a random raffle, it’s not like anyone knew.”I edge back a few steps. I’m
used to all types of frustrating reactions to my deafness—pity, concern, ignorance. But hostility?
This is a new one.I cross my arms over my chest and straighten my shoulders. Just because I
can’t pull off an intimidating look doesn’t mean I’m going to cower. I scan Jace over, mentally
cursing as I take in his all-too-familiar body language—clenched fist, tight jaw, wide stance. He’s
officially pissed, and I officially need to get the hell out of here.“She’s the winner, Jace,” Tony
says firmly. “Just give her the tour and be done with it, okay?”Jace doesn’t reply; he just keeps



glaring at me, like he thinks that if he glares hard enough, I’ll explode into bits of pitiful, useless
dust. My eyes keep shifting to his clenched fist, watching for even the slightest twitch. My
instincts scream at me to bolt, but fear claws at my brain, setting off all sorts of sirens and turning
my legs shaky.“Do you sign?” Jace demands.Arrow groans and elbows his bandmate in the
side, sharper this time. Jace cusses and shoots him a dirty look. Then his attention is back to
me, giving me an even dirtier look.“Dude, let’s go,” Arrow says. “If you’re not going to give her the
tour, just leave the girl alone.”Jace ignores Arrow, his eyes laser-focused on me. “I asked you a
question. Do you sign?”I nod, unsure how else to respond. “Yeah. I sign.”His lips curve into a
tight smile that looks more like a snarl. “Then read this.” Jace holds up both his middle fingers,
points them at me, and then turns away. He strides off without another word, his fists still
clenched and his shoulders stiff with tension. Arrow pauses just long enough to give me a pitying
look, then hurries after Jace.I stare after them in shock. For a second, warm relief floods me as
Jace disappears around the corner. Then the warmth rises into heat, and my face burns with a
mixture of embarrassment and anger. Tony places a comforting hand on my shoulder, and I
shrug him away.He shakes his head, a mortified expression widening his eyes. “I’m so, so sorry
about that.”“What the hell is his problem?”How dare Jace treat me like that? I don’t even know
him, and he’s just going to act like I’m a freak? That’s not right. Not right at all.“He can be, um . . .”
Tony nervously shuffles his feet and clears his throat. “Touchy.”“He’s a total asshole,” I snap. I
point to Tony. “I want out of here, okay? Forget the tour. Take me to the closest exit.”I grit my teeth
and take a deep breath through my nose, trying to keep from exploding. But, seriously, what just
happened? Jace puts up with dreamy girls who are completely obsessed with him, yet he
refuses to offer even a shred of respect to me. A normal, non-obsessive girl who just happens to
be deaf.“Here,” Tony says, and he nods toward the stairs we’d used before. “Let’s go.” He walks
toward the steps and then falters. I almost bump into him, and a curse erupts from between my
gritted teeth. Tony bites at his lip. “Maybe . . . maybe one of the other band members could give
you a tour? Arrow is a nice guy, and I’m sure he’d love to do it.”I shake my head. “No. Thanks, but
definitely not.”Tony opens his mouth in a sigh and guides me away from the stage. Away from the
humiliation, the hurtful words, the obscene gestures.But the anger stays.2ALIBODIES BRUSH
AGAINST me as I struggle through the crowd, and I try not to shudder. My face must be pale,
because Avery reaches down and takes my hand. If it were anyone else, I’d jerk away, but she
gives my palm a comforting little squeeze, and I gratefully squeeze back. Avery doesn’t skip a
beat as she continues babbling about the raffle prize.“—can’t believe—Jace is just so—still can’t
believe—make sure he signs all of them?”I glance up at her lips every once in a while and catch
snippets of her words, but I don’t bother with a response aside from a couple nods. What I want
right now is to escape this crowd, not to hyperventilate over Jace Beckett. Although Avery has
made it very clear that I’m not to leave the tour without getting as many autographs as possible. I
have four of her CD albums and a rolled up poster in my purse, along with the metallic blue pen
Avery brought for this very purpose. Earlier, I’d been teasing her for actually believing we’d get a
chance for autographs, but I guess her optimism paid off.I glance down at my raffle wristband,



wishing Avery were wearing it instead of me. But I’d checked the tiny print on the back of my
ticket, and it made the rules clear—in order to accept the prize, the code on my wristband has to
match the code on my ticket, and the name on my ticket has to match the name on my ID. So
passing off the prize to Avery isn’t an option, but at least I can get all the autographs she wants
and take some cool pictures for her.Although, I guess I should try to be at least a little excited
about meeting a rock star. Aren’t I supposed to have some whole monologue planned out about
how I love Jace and adore Tone Deaf and think their music is the best and want to marry him?
I’m pretty sure that’s the kind of stuff fans are supposed to say.We near a small ticket stand at the
back of the arena, which is apparently where I’m supposed to redeem my raffle code. There’s a
ticket-box in the side of the building, along with a line of girls all sporting wristbands and
determined expressions. The worker behind the counter looks beyond exasperated. One girl
marches up and displays her wristband, only to have the worker shoo her away. Huh. Who would
have thought girls would try to fake their way into a raffle prize? But, then again, Tone Deaf fans
are about as fanatic as they come.Avery marches me right past the line of girls and straight
toward the counter, staying by my side like some sort of personal wristband guardian. The other
girls glare at me, and I glare right back. It’s not really them I’m mad at, but they provide a good
excuse for the scowl. Truth is, I really don’t want a date with singer-boy. Tabloids might be
sketchy sources at best, but when every single one of them prints stories about Jace Beckett
mistreating his fans, it makes me suspect they’re on to something.Avery steps up to the counter,
tugging me along. The worker gives a sharp flick of her manicured nails, gesturing for us to move
to the back of the line. “Wait your turn,” she snaps.Avery says something, but her back is to me,
so I can’t see her words. The worker just scoffs and says, “Your friend’s the winner? Just like all
the other girls behind you?”Avery puffs up, straightening her shoulders and standing on her toes.
For someone who’s only five foot four, she looks pretty intimidating. I shuffle my feet and try to
disappear in her shadow. I don’t want to get into any argument, and even if I could puff up like
that, I’d probably just look ridiculous.No, I’d definitely look ridiculous. I’ve always been the “cute”
one: I’m barely over five feet and have way too many freckles, and glow-in-the-dark pale skin.
The fine art of makeup is one I learned early on, so at least I no longer have the issue of people
mistaking me for being super young. But no matter how old I look, it’s kind of hard to come
across as intimidating when I always need to look up to meet people’s eyes.Avery, on the other
hand, is quite adept at transforming into teenage-mutant-ninja-girl. She’s waving her arms
around in what looks like kickass karate moves but is really just her version of exasperated
flailing. The worker finally rolls her eyes and waves me forward, and I offer her an apologetic
smile that she totally ignores.Okay, time for tactic number two: I shove my wrist up on the
counter, displaying the code on my band, and then lay out my ticket and ID next to it. The worker
lets out a sigh—probably of relief—and waves her hand in a shooing motion at the girls behind
me. “Okay, everyone, leave. Now. The winner is here, and she isn’t you.”The girls waiting in line
glare at me hard, but slowly disperse, hands on their hips. I’m sure Jace would much rather
spend time with the tall blond who is shooting me daggers, or the redhead flipping me off. But,



nope, I’m the winner. Little ol’ deaf me, who hasn’t ever heard a second of his music.Whoop-dee-
doo, hooray, and all that jazz.The worker gives me a bored look and says, “Hang on. I’m going to
phone backstage and get someone to pick you up for the tour.”I glance back at the retreating
girls and take in their expressions: anger, sadness, jealousy. Lots and lots of jealousy. For one
impossible second, I actually smile. Someone in this world—more than one someone—is
actually jealous of me.Then Avery tackles me in a hug, and something crazy happens: I start
laughing. It all hits me then; I got the winning code. I get to spend the rest of the night backstage
on a tour. I get to meet a freakin’ celebrity.Me. Not any of those other girls, but me.I probably look
like a maniac standing there in a near-abandoned area of the arena, laughing my head off. But
then Avery also starts giggling, and I couldn’t rein in my happiness if I tried.We only calm down
when we see a middle-aged guy heading toward us, his mouth pursed in concentration as he
attempts to type on his smartphone while he walks. The wire of a microphone earpiece is
tangled on the frame of his glasses, and he’s wearing a polo shirt that states, in bold letters,
MANAGER. He only tears his attention away from the phone when he reaches the ticket booth.
The worker points to me and gives a thumbs up, and the guy shoves the phone back in his
pocket as he reaches out his other hand for a shake.“So you’re the lucky winner,” he says,
offering me a smile that looks forced and haggard. He introduces himself with a name I don’t
quite catch, but then I see the smaller, embroidered letters on his polo: TONY ACCARDO, LEAD
ARTIST MANAGER.I accept the handshake and try not to pull back too quickly. Being
surrounded by a crowd all evening has left my nerves ground down and raw, and physical
contact is the last thing I want right now.“I’m Ali Collins,” I tell him, and then point to Avery. “This is
my friend Avery Summers.”“Nice to meet you, Ali,” Tony says. As if he’s reading my mind, he
shoots Avery an apologetic smile and says, “Sorry, but we can only bring the one winner on the
tour.”“That’s fine,” Avery says, and she gives me a stern glance as she adds, “Isn’t it?”“Totally
fine,” I agree with a sigh, realizing she’s not going to give me a chance to back out of this.Tony
nods a couple times and says to me, “Are you one of Jace’s UK fans? You sound like it. We’ve
been seeing more tourists come to his concerts since Tone Deaf hit the charts over there.”“No,
I’m American,” I say, and then my entire face flushes red. Really, really red. I know because Avery
winces a little, and Tony has to hide an amused smirk. I quickly explain, “I don’t really have an
accent, I just kind of talk strange.” Seven years of not being able to hear your own voice does
funny things to it. But Tony just cocks his head, clearly not understanding, so I add, “I’m
deaf.”Tony’s expression falls for a moment, then he quickly plasters on a smile. But he’s not quick
enough for me to miss his reaction. I bet he’s thinking the same thing I am: Why should a deaf
girl be the one to meet a music idol?Tony slowly inclines his head toward the stage. “Well, come
on. I’ll show you to Jace. He’s waiting backstage.” He tries to smile again, like this is exciting, but
the expression comes off as almost nervous.What, does he think I’m some crazed fan who’s
going to go bonkers when I meet Jace? Maybe I should tell him the truth: that I’ve been
mentored by some of the greatest pianists alive, and I know to act normal around celebrities. But
I don’t say a word, because that was the past.“I’ll wait for you in the parking lot,” Avery chirps,



breaking into my thoughts. She tugs on my sundress, straightening it a little, and quickly signs,
“You’re gorgeous and he’ll love you!” Then she waves and walks away, my good-bye trailing after
her.I officially have the best friend in the world. What other person could lose their chance at
their life’s dream without a spark of jealousy? She’s amazing, and I vow to tell her that later.But,
for now, I have a rock star to hang out with.Tony taps my shoulder to get my attention, and I
quickly step away from his touch. I shoot him an apologetic smile, but he hardly seems to notice.
He’s frowning now, although I’m not exactly sure what I’ve done to upset him.Tony leads me
toward the stage, and this time it’s much easier to make it through the crowd. He’s obviously an
expert at navigating packed stadiums, and I follow carefully behind him as he nudges people out
of the way and sidesteps the more intoxicated concertgoers. Tony gets us to the stage fast, and
then he leads me up the stairs at its side and into the back. His shoulders grow tense as we pass
people carrying lighting equipment and microphones.I let my eyes roll. What is it about me that
has Tony all anxious? I weigh a grand total of one hundred pounds. Even if I were some rabid
fan, it’s not like I could ever do any damage to a musician who’s six foot two.We turn a corner,
moving down a small staircase and into the hallway behind the stage, and there he is. Jace
Beckett, lead singer extraordinaire. Suddenly, my chest feels all tight and my stomach feels . . .
fluttery. What the hell? Sure, the guy is hot, but that’s no excuse for my stomach to turn
traitor.Jace is leaning against a wooden panel, his electric guitar clutched in his hands. His body
language is casual and cocky, but he holds the guitar carefully, like it’s some sort of Stradivarius.
Well, at least he respects the instrument that made him famous.He’s talking with a blond dude,
who I recognize as his backup singer and guitarist, Arrow. Arrow is tall—just a tiny bit shorter
than Jace—and his hair is shaggy and styled into a messy look. I filter through all of Avery’s past
babbling, trying to remember something about the guy. All that pops into my head is: he’s the
oldest member of the band at twenty-one, and he’s Jace’s cousin. I mentally curse myself for not
being able to remember more; maybe I should have paid closer attention to all of Avery’s
ramblings about Tone Deaf. If I’m going to avoid coming off as completely clueless, it’d help to
know more than just his age.My mouth starts drying out as I approach the two. I stumble, and
then bite my lip to keep a curse from escaping. What’s wrong with me? I used to be in these
guys’ shoes; I was the musical prodigy, the one performing in front of huge crowds. I have no
excuse for being so anxious.Jace and Arrow both lean over the guitar, and Jace gestures
excitedly to a tiny box clipped to the instrument’s fret board—probably some sort of fancy gadget
to enhance the guitar’s sound. Tony must call out a greeting, because Arrow looks up at us, but
Jace keeps his attention steadily focused on his instrument.I walk toward them, emerging from
behind Tony and keeping my hands at my sides. I want them to know that I’m not going to go all
fangirly on them, trying to tackle-hug them or dropping down on one knee to propose. Arrow
shoots me an approving look tainted with surprise, like he was expecting me to do both those
things. Jace glances up from his guitar just long enough to give me a small wave.I urge my hand
to work. Move, move, move! But I’m frozen. I’m only two yards away from Jace, so close to the
music icon and . . . I can’t move.Suddenly, I get it. Like, really, really get it. In that frozen moment,



it makes total sense that Jace has so many thousands of fans. He’s stunning—tall frame, lean
muscle, sharp facial features. Piercing eyes so blue that I wonder if he’s wearing colored
contacts. Black hair styled into a fauxhawk, with the tips dyed cyan.But it’s not just his looks.
Actually, it’s the way he handles his guitar that really grabs my attention. Standing there with the
instrument in his hands, he looks ready to burst with confidence. Not cockiness, but confidence,
like he knows the music, and he’s sure the music knows him.“Hey,” he says. And just like that, he
sets down the guitar, and his expression changes. Now it’s that pained, fake smile he was
wearing when he announced the raffle. “I guess you’re the lucky girl.”I nod and do my best to
smile. “Um, yeah. I guess I am.”He laughs. “You guess you are? You’re not sure you’re lucky?”I
blush and then quickly look at my feet, knowing my freckles are about to pop out like polka dots.
Even makeup can’t hide my Irish blood when I get flustered. But I force away my embarrassment
and look back up at him, carefully watching his lips.“I know I’m lucky,” I amend, and I let my smile
grow.Arrow chuckles and elbows Jace in the side. “Looks like you’ve got a live one here, Jace.”I
raise my eyebrows. “Live one?”Jace rolls his eyes at Arrow and then turns back to me. “Yeah, a
live one. You know, a girl who isn’t trapped in la-la-Jace-land, where they’re married to me and
we make passionate love twenty-four-seven.”“Oh,” I say lamely.Jace cocks his head. “Are you
English? You sound like it.”Tony speaks up. “No. Jace, she’s . . . deaf. ” He cringes as he says it
and shoots me an apologetic look.I’m about to tell him he has nothing to be sorry for, but then I
see Jace’s expression change. His smile disappears. His chiseled jaw snaps shut. His eyes
narrow into an accusing glare. And he’s staring. Right. At. Me.“Oh,” he says, echoing my previous
response in cold mockery. He whips his gaze to Tony, and without even trying to hide the words
his lips form, he says, “Today of all days you want me to deal with some deaf chick?
Seriously?”“Take it easy, Jace,” Arrow says. “It was a random raffle, it’s not like anyone knew.”I
edge back a few steps. I’m used to all types of frustrating reactions to my deafness—pity,
concern, ignorance. But hostility? This is a new one.I cross my arms over my chest and
straighten my shoulders. Just because I can’t pull off an intimidating look doesn’t mean I’m going
to cower. I scan Jace over, mentally cursing as I take in his all-too-familiar body language—
clenched fist, tight jaw, wide stance. He’s officially pissed, and I officially need to get the hell out
of here.“She’s the winner, Jace,” Tony says firmly. “Just give her the tour and be done with it,
okay?”Jace doesn’t reply; he just keeps glaring at me, like he thinks that if he glares hard
enough, I’ll explode into bits of pitiful, useless dust. My eyes keep shifting to his clenched fist,
watching for even the slightest twitch. My instincts scream at me to bolt, but fear claws at my
brain, setting off all sorts of sirens and turning my legs shaky.“Do you sign?” Jace
demands.Arrow groans and elbows his bandmate in the side, sharper this time. Jace cusses
and shoots him a dirty look. Then his attention is back to me, giving me an even dirtier
look.“Dude, let’s go,” Arrow says. “If you’re not going to give her the tour, just leave the girl
alone.”Jace ignores Arrow, his eyes laser-focused on me. “I asked you a question. Do you sign?”I
nod, unsure how else to respond. “Yeah. I sign.”His lips curve into a tight smile that looks more
like a snarl. “Then read this.” Jace holds up both his middle fingers, points them at me, and then



turns away. He strides off without another word, his fists still clenched and his shoulders stiff with
tension. Arrow pauses just long enough to give me a pitying look, then hurries after Jace.I stare
after them in shock. For a second, warm relief floods me as Jace disappears around the corner.
Then the warmth rises into heat, and my face burns with a mixture of embarrassment and anger.
Tony places a comforting hand on my shoulder, and I shrug him away.He shakes his head, a
mortified expression widening his eyes. “I’m so, so sorry about that.”“What the hell is his
problem?”How dare Jace treat me like that? I don’t even know him, and he’s just going to act like
I’m a freak? That’s not right. Not right at all.“He can be, um . . .” Tony nervously shuffles his feet
and clears his throat. “Touchy.”“He’s a total asshole,” I snap. I point to Tony. “I want out of here,
okay? Forget the tour. Take me to the closest exit.”I grit my teeth and take a deep breath through
my nose, trying to keep from exploding. But, seriously, what just happened? Jace puts up with
dreamy girls who are completely obsessed with him, yet he refuses to offer even a shred of
respect to me. A normal, non-obsessive girl who just happens to be deaf.“Here,” Tony says, and
he nods toward the stairs we’d used before. “Let’s go.” He walks toward the steps and then
falters. I almost bump into him, and a curse erupts from between my gritted teeth. Tony bites at
his lip. “Maybe . . . maybe one of the other band members could give you a tour? Arrow is a nice
guy, and I’m sure he’d love to do it.”I shake my head. “No. Thanks, but definitely not.”Tony opens
his mouth in a sigh and guides me away from the stage. Away from the humiliation, the hurtful
words, the obscene gestures.But the anger stays.3JACEI BLAST THE latest Fall Out Boy album
through my headphones, letting the pounding bass beat down the dark memories clawing at my
mind. I force a couple of deep breaths and try to focus on my laptop, clicking through Twitter and
reading the messages left by fans:Rocking out downtown at the @ToneDeaf concert! Still can’t
believe I scored tickets!! #biggestfan #truelovei’ve got the new @ToneDeaf album on repeat.
#love i’m sooooo jealous of every1 at the LA concert!Maybe if I tweet @ToneDeaf, Jace will
reply . . . ;) #hopeful #futurehusband #loveI scoff at the last one and mute the girl’s profile. It’s
strange how often I hear that word thrown at me—“love.” Fans love my music, love my lyrics, love
my looks, love everything about me. Everything except the actual me. They don’t know me, and
that’s how I like it.Of course, that doesn’t let me off the hook when it comes to Tony’s strictly
enforced marketing efforts. Successful bands require fans, and fans require attention. It’s a
simple equation that forces me to spend at least a couple hours every week answering
messages on social media.I still haven’t figured out if Tony is a genius at marketing or torture, but
whatever you call it, Tone Deaf owes its fame to his skill. If it weren’t for that, I’d ignore his advice
and stay away from social media like the plague that it is. I got into this industry for the music, not
for the vapid comments about my hair and fashion choices.The RV door slams open, and Killer
comes prancing inside. He looks like he always does after performing a concert—all smiles and
light footsteps and happy-rainbow attitude.I yank off my headphones and pin him with a glare.
“Killer, what the hell? Have you ever heard of knocking?”He walks over to the couch across the
room from my desk and collapses in it. “Yeah. I think that’s the word in the dictionary between oh-
my-god-dude and get-over-it.”I turn back to my laptop screen and roll my eyes. On first



inspection, Killer looks pretty harmless: super thin and kind of tall (but he still totally sucked at
phys ed), nerd glasses that he’s convinced are cool (he’s blind without them), and skin he says
is “a shade between cocoa and burnt umber.” But, in reality, he’s not harmless. Far from it,
actually. He’s a gigantic thorn in my side.“You on Facebook?” Killer asks.“No, Twitter.”“Then tweet
Arrow. Tell him to get his pretty ass over here.”“I am not publicly calling my cousin’s ass pretty.
Use your own phone and text him.” I shoot him a look as I stretch my arms above my head, trying
to ease the pain in my ribcage. Jumping around onstage is expected of rock stars, much to my
bones’ despair.Killer lets out a loud, put-out harrumph. With his high voice, it sounds more like a
sneeze. There is a very, very good reason Killer is our keyboardist and not the lead singer. Sure,
he has an awesome London accent, and he would have taken the spot, but the world has
endured enough chipmunk imitations with that Bieber kid.Killer pulls out his phone, although
he’s probably still going to tweet Arrow instead of sending a private text. I shake my head. When
we first came into the media spotlight, Arrow had wanted to keep his bisexuality quiet. That
lasted about three days, until Killer kissed Arrow onstage.Killer is about as subtle as a bullhorn.I
hear a deep grunt and the click of nails against tile, and a second later, Cuddles comes trotting
in the from the kitchen. My pit bull wags her tail madly as she shoves her head into Killer’s lap,
demanding an ear scratch. She has a strange love for Killer, even though he was the one who
dubbed her with her ridiculous name. Cuddles weighs nearly as much as I do and has jaws that
could intimidate a lion. But Killer clearly doesn’t care as he pushes his face up against her nose
and coos a hello, making my dog’s tail wag even harder.“What are you doing in here, anyway?” I
mutter at Killer. “This is my RV, you know. You can’t just barge in whenever you want.”“Arrow told
me about your run-in with the deaf girl,” Killer says, patting Cuddles on the head. “We thought
you might want some company after what happened.”I raise an eyebrow at him, but he just grins
his dorky smile at me, like he thinks my glare is the ultimate portrayal of undying love.“Sooo,” he
says, drawing out the word in the annoying way he always does. “You want to tell me what
happened?”“Nothing happened,” I mutter, but I can’t stop my eyes from drifting to the little
calendar in the corner of my laptop screen. June fifth. Why the hell did I have to run into that girl
today of all days?“Arrow says you gave her the finger. That’s something.”“Do you two always
gossip behind my back?”“Jace, Arrow is my boyfriend.”I scoff. “Yeah, believe it or not, I’ve
noticed. So what?”“Webster defines boyfriend as ‘a man who becomes deader than meat upon
withholding gossip from his true love.’”“Make that reason number twenty-one thousand eight
hundred and ninety-three I’ll never enter a serious relationship,” I mutter.“You still haven’t
answered my question,” he says. Cuddles lays at his feet with a heavy thump, and Killer turns his
attention back to his phone. He types a little and then repeats, “What happened with the deaf
girl?”“I was just in a bad mood.”“Don’t try to fool me, Jace. You’re always in a bad mood when it
comes to deaf people, but not that bad.”“It’s June fifth.”He stares at me blankly. “Huh?”I rake a
hand through my hair and hold in a frustrated groan. “How the hell can you have the first
thousand digits of pi memorized, but still forget what today is?”Killer squints at me and blinks a
couple times. Then his eyes go real wide. “Oh. Shit. June fifth.” Then, as if he thinks I’m the one



who needs reminding, he adds, “Your mom died on June fifth.”“Correct,” I say, offering him a
slow, sarcastic clap.There’s a long minute of silence after that, the only sound coming from the
humming RV generator and the soft whirring of my laptop. Then the door bangs open
again.“Hey, guys,” Arrow says as he walks up the last step and into the RV.Killer disgustedly
throws his phone across the couch, where it lands safely on a cushion. “Seriously? I tweet you
three times, and that’s all I get? ‘Hey, guys?’ Not, ‘Hello, my darling love,’ or ‘I missed you
bunches, sweetie’?”Arrow grimaces. “Since when do I call you sweetie or darling?”“Well, you
could always start.”I groan. “Guys, seriously, take it up with a marriage counselor. Preferably not
in my RV. ”Arrow hesitates as his gaze settles on me, and I know he’s debating whether or not to
bring up the anniversary of my mom’s death. It’s been six years, but that still doesn’t make it an
easy topic. Arrow never knew my mom very well—my dad shunned anything and anyone non-
Deaf, and since Arrow doesn’t know sign language, he just never got a chance to communicate
much with her. But I know he hasn’t forgotten about his aunt’s death, and I give him a little shake
of my head, sending a silent message: Let’s not talk about it now. Please.Arrow nods and
collapses on the couch next to his boyfriend. He tosses an arm over Killer’s shoulders and
kisses his cheek, and just like that, Killer forgets that he’s supposed to be grumpy. He throws
both arms around Arrow’s neck, closes his eyes, and nuzzles his face into Arrow’s T-shirt.“Good
god,” I mutter. “You two are sickening.”Killer sticks his tongue out at me without opening his eyes.
“We make you horny, and you know it.”I turn back to my laptop screen, absently refreshing the
page. “Killer, how many girls do I have to be with to convince you I’m not gay?”He yawns and
says, “At least one.”“Aren’t you supposed to be the genius around here?” I ask, raising an
eyebrow at Killer. “I thought an IQ of 140 would be enough to help you figure out I’m not a
virgin.”Arrow barks a laugh. I shoot him a sharp look, but he just says, “Dude, no one needs a
high IQ to know you’re not a virgin. Anyone smart enough to read a tabloid can figure it
out.”“Then go buy Killer a tabloid,” I snap. “Get him off my back about being gay.”Killer wags his
finger at me. “Sleeping with girls isn’t the same as being with them.”I scoff. “Don’t get all romantic
on me, Killer.”“He has a point,” Arrow says. “You’ve never had an actual relationship with a
girl.”“Yes, I have.”“One-night stands don’t count as relationships, Jace,” Killer says. Then he
scrunches his face and looks around the RV. “By the way, where’s your company for the
evening?”“I didn’t bring a girl back tonight.”Killer slaps the sides of his face, like he’s stricken with
shock, and makes a show of peering out the window.I just roll my eyes, but Arrow takes the bait.
“What are you looking for, babe?”“Meteors,” Killer replies.“What?”“Jace didn’t bring home a girl
after a concert. That means either the world is ending, or he wasn’t in the mood.”“And the world
ending is more probable?” I mutter.“Naturally.”I shake my head and refresh my laptop, bringing
up a new batch of @ToneDeaf tweets. I see #MarryMe in two of them and disgustedly close the
browser. Can’t they at least try to be original?“I’ve been with girls for longer than one night,” I
mutter, although I’m way too late replying, and it sounds downright pathetic.“Two nights doesn’t
count as a relationship, either,” Killer says.I have no response for that one, so I open up a MS
Word document and start absently typing. “Free writing” is what Tony calls it; he says it’s good to



let the imagination go and just write whatever comes into my head. But after a minute, all that’s
on the page is: “Once upon a time, there was an annoying dude named Killer. He died. The
end.”It’s definitely not going to win me any short story awards, but maybe I can work it into a
song . . .The RV door bangs open, and I cringe as it crashes against the wall. “Jon, for the love of
god! How hard is it to open a door without denting my RV?”Jon saunters into the RV and makes
a big show of closing the door softly. It’s actually mildly impressive, considering the muscle the
dude packs. Freshman year, our high school’s coach tried to make Jon the star of the junior
varsity football team. That lasted about one week, until the coach discovered that Jon couldn’t
bash into anyone without spewing a bunch of nervous apologies. But our music teacher figured
out he’s much better at bashing drums, and he’s been at it ever since.Jon raises his eyebrows at
me as the door clicks quietly into place. “Better?”I give a grunt of approval. Jon smirks as he
walks over to the other couch right next to my desk, collapsing onto it. Cuddles ditches her spot
at Killer’s feet to lie down next to Jon, and he scratches her under the chin.“So what’d I miss?” he
asks. “I heard arguing.”Killer nudges Arrow in the side, and says, “We’re trying to get Jace to
come out.”Jon groans and covers his face with both hands. “I knew it. I’m the only straight one in
the band.”I roll my eyes. “Jon—”He points a finger at me and cuts me off. “No, Jace, I’m not
dating you, so don’t even ask.”I grit my teeth, keeping in a yell of frustration, and grind out, “I was
going to ask you to kindly shut your obnoxious trap. Got it?”All the mischief melts from Jon’s
expression. “You’re in a worse mood than usual,” he says.“I’m fine,” I snap.Arrow makes a
disbelieving sound in the back of his throat. “Jace, you just flipped off a completely innocent fan. I
really don’t think that counts as ‘fine.’”Jon’s eyes narrow at me. “You flipped off a fan?”“It wasn’t
that big of a deal,” I mutter, but the lie sounds weak even to me.“It’s going to be a big deal when
Tony murders you. Seriously, what the hell were you thinking?”“I am having an extremely shitty
day,” I growl. “It just happened.”“Yeah, and you’ll be having an even worse day tomorrow. You
know how Tony gets when you pull stunts like this. He’s going to take it out on all of us.”Killer
clears his throat pointedly and says to Jon, “Dude, go easy on him. It’s June fifth.”Jon’s eyes
suddenly go really wide. Then he says, “Oh. Right. June fifth,” in a tone that might be either a
question or an apology.“How about instead of going easy on me, you all just go?” I wave a hand
at the door of the RV. “Seriously, get out of here. I don’t want to talk.”Arrow shakes his head.
“Jace, look—”“You’re talking,” I snap, cutting him off. “Exactly what I just said I don’t want to
do.”Arrow hesitates, but then he throws his hands up in defeat and walks out the door before
things can get any more awkward. Jon is quick to follow, but Killer lingers for a moment longer.
Just as I’m about to tell him to leave, he crosses his arms and says, “What’s that saying you’re so
obsessed about? Your personal motto, or whatever?”“Serva me, servabo te. What’s that got to
do with anything?”Killer shakes his head. “Do you even know what that saying means, Jace?”“Of
course,” I say. “‘Save me, and I will save you.’ It’s like karma. When someone bothers to give a
shit about me, I give a shit about them. Everyone else isn’t worth my time.”“Exactly, it’s like
karma,” Killer says. “It’s supposed to be a two-way street.”3JACEI BLAST THE latest Fall Out Boy
album through my headphones, letting the pounding bass beat down the dark memories clawing



at my mind. I force a couple of deep breaths and try to focus on my laptop, clicking through
Twitter and reading the messages left by fans:Rocking out downtown at the @ToneDeaf concert!
Still can’t believe I scored tickets!! #biggestfan #truelovei’ve got the new @ToneDeaf album on
repeat. #love i’m sooooo jealous of every1 at the LA concert!Maybe if I tweet @ToneDeaf, Jace
will reply . . . ;) #hopeful #futurehusband #loveI scoff at the last one and mute the girl’s profile. It’s
strange how often I hear that word thrown at me—“love.” Fans love my music, love my lyrics, love
my looks, love everything about me. Everything except the actual me. They don’t know me, and
that’s how I like it.Of course, that doesn’t let me off the hook when it comes to Tony’s strictly
enforced marketing efforts. Successful bands require fans, and fans require attention. It’s a
simple equation that forces me to spend at least a couple hours every week answering
messages on social media.I still haven’t figured out if Tony is a genius at marketing or torture, but
whatever you call it, Tone Deaf owes its fame to his skill. If it weren’t for that, I’d ignore his advice
and stay away from social media like the plague that it is. I got into this industry for the music, not
for the vapid comments about my hair and fashion choices.The RV door slams open, and Killer
comes prancing inside. He looks like he always does after performing a concert—all smiles and
light footsteps and happy-rainbow attitude.I yank off my headphones and pin him with a glare.
“Killer, what the hell? Have you ever heard of knocking?”He walks over to the couch across the
room from my desk and collapses in it. “Yeah. I think that’s the word in the dictionary between oh-
my-god-dude and get-over-it.”I turn back to my laptop screen and roll my eyes. On first
inspection, Killer looks pretty harmless: super thin and kind of tall (but he still totally sucked at
phys ed), nerd glasses that he’s convinced are cool (he’s blind without them), and skin he says
is “a shade between cocoa and burnt umber.” But, in reality, he’s not harmless. Far from it,
actually. He’s a gigantic thorn in my side.“You on Facebook?” Killer asks.“No, Twitter.”“Then tweet
Arrow. Tell him to get his pretty ass over here.”“I am not publicly calling my cousin’s ass pretty.
Use your own phone and text him.” I shoot him a look as I stretch my arms above my head, trying
to ease the pain in my ribcage. Jumping around onstage is expected of rock stars, much to my
bones’ despair.Killer lets out a loud, put-out harrumph. With his high voice, it sounds more like a
sneeze. There is a very, very good reason Killer is our keyboardist and not the lead singer. Sure,
he has an awesome London accent, and he would have taken the spot, but the world has
endured enough chipmunk imitations with that Bieber kid.Killer pulls out his phone, although
he’s probably still going to tweet Arrow instead of sending a private text. I shake my head. When
we first came into the media spotlight, Arrow had wanted to keep his bisexuality quiet. That
lasted about three days, until Killer kissed Arrow onstage.Killer is about as subtle as a bullhorn.I
hear a deep grunt and the click of nails against tile, and a second later, Cuddles comes trotting
in the from the kitchen. My pit bull wags her tail madly as she shoves her head into Killer’s lap,
demanding an ear scratch. She has a strange love for Killer, even though he was the one who
dubbed her with her ridiculous name. Cuddles weighs nearly as much as I do and has jaws that
could intimidate a lion. But Killer clearly doesn’t care as he pushes his face up against her nose
and coos a hello, making my dog’s tail wag even harder.“What are you doing in here, anyway?” I



mutter at Killer. “This is my RV, you know. You can’t just barge in whenever you want.”“Arrow told
me about your run-in with the deaf girl,” Killer says, patting Cuddles on the head. “We thought
you might want some company after what happened.”I raise an eyebrow at him, but he just grins
his dorky smile at me, like he thinks my glare is the ultimate portrayal of undying love.“Sooo,” he
says, drawing out the word in the annoying way he always does. “You want to tell me what
happened?”“Nothing happened,” I mutter, but I can’t stop my eyes from drifting to the little
calendar in the corner of my laptop screen. June fifth. Why the hell did I have to run into that girl
today of all days?“Arrow says you gave her the finger. That’s something.”“Do you two always
gossip behind my back?”“Jace, Arrow is my boyfriend.”I scoff. “Yeah, believe it or not, I’ve
noticed. So what?”“Webster defines boyfriend as ‘a man who becomes deader than meat upon
withholding gossip from his true love.’”“Make that reason number twenty-one thousand eight
hundred and ninety-three I’ll never enter a serious relationship,” I mutter.“You still haven’t
answered my question,” he says. Cuddles lays at his feet with a heavy thump, and Killer turns his
attention back to his phone. He types a little and then repeats, “What happened with the deaf
girl?”“I was just in a bad mood.”“Don’t try to fool me, Jace. You’re always in a bad mood when it
comes to deaf people, but not that bad.”“It’s June fifth.”He stares at me blankly. “Huh?”I rake a
hand through my hair and hold in a frustrated groan. “How the hell can you have the first
thousand digits of pi memorized, but still forget what today is?”Killer squints at me and blinks a
couple times. Then his eyes go real wide. “Oh. Shit. June fifth.” Then, as if he thinks I’m the one
who needs reminding, he adds, “Your mom died on June fifth.”“Correct,” I say, offering him a
slow, sarcastic clap.There’s a long minute of silence after that, the only sound coming from the
humming RV generator and the soft whirring of my laptop. Then the door bangs open
again.“Hey, guys,” Arrow says as he walks up the last step and into the RV.Killer disgustedly
throws his phone across the couch, where it lands safely on a cushion. “Seriously? I tweet you
three times, and that’s all I get? ‘Hey, guys?’ Not, ‘Hello, my darling love,’ or ‘I missed you
bunches, sweetie’?”Arrow grimaces. “Since when do I call you sweetie or darling?”“Well, you
could always start.”I groan. “Guys, seriously, take it up with a marriage counselor. Preferably not
in my RV. ”Arrow hesitates as his gaze settles on me, and I know he’s debating whether or not to
bring up the anniversary of my mom’s death. It’s been six years, but that still doesn’t make it an
easy topic. Arrow never knew my mom very well—my dad shunned anything and anyone non-
Deaf, and since Arrow doesn’t know sign language, he just never got a chance to communicate
much with her. But I know he hasn’t forgotten about his aunt’s death, and I give him a little shake
of my head, sending a silent message: Let’s not talk about it now. Please.Arrow nods and
collapses on the couch next to his boyfriend. He tosses an arm over Killer’s shoulders and
kisses his cheek, and just like that, Killer forgets that he’s supposed to be grumpy. He throws
both arms around Arrow’s neck, closes his eyes, and nuzzles his face into Arrow’s T-shirt.“Good
god,” I mutter. “You two are sickening.”Killer sticks his tongue out at me without opening his eyes.
“We make you horny, and you know it.”I turn back to my laptop screen, absently refreshing the
page. “Killer, how many girls do I have to be with to convince you I’m not gay?”He yawns and



says, “At least one.”“Aren’t you supposed to be the genius around here?” I ask, raising an
eyebrow at Killer. “I thought an IQ of 140 would be enough to help you figure out I’m not a
virgin.”Arrow barks a laugh. I shoot him a sharp look, but he just says, “Dude, no one needs a
high IQ to know you’re not a virgin. Anyone smart enough to read a tabloid can figure it
out.”“Then go buy Killer a tabloid,” I snap. “Get him off my back about being gay.”Killer wags his
finger at me. “Sleeping with girls isn’t the same as being with them.”I scoff. “Don’t get all romantic
on me, Killer.”“He has a point,” Arrow says. “You’ve never had an actual relationship with a
girl.”“Yes, I have.”“One-night stands don’t count as relationships, Jace,” Killer says. Then he
scrunches his face and looks around the RV. “By the way, where’s your company for the
evening?”“I didn’t bring a girl back tonight.”Killer slaps the sides of his face, like he’s stricken with
shock, and makes a show of peering out the window.I just roll my eyes, but Arrow takes the bait.
“What are you looking for, babe?”“Meteors,” Killer replies.“What?”“Jace didn’t bring home a girl
after a concert. That means either the world is ending, or he wasn’t in the mood.”“And the world
ending is more probable?” I mutter.“Naturally.”I shake my head and refresh my laptop, bringing
up a new batch of @ToneDeaf tweets. I see #MarryMe in two of them and disgustedly close the
browser. Can’t they at least try to be original?“I’ve been with girls for longer than one night,” I
mutter, although I’m way too late replying, and it sounds downright pathetic.“Two nights doesn’t
count as a relationship, either,” Killer says.I have no response for that one, so I open up a MS
Word document and start absently typing. “Free writing” is what Tony calls it; he says it’s good to
let the imagination go and just write whatever comes into my head. But after a minute, all that’s
on the page is: “Once upon a time, there was an annoying dude named Killer. He died. The
end.”It’s definitely not going to win me any short story awards, but maybe I can work it into a
song . . .The RV door bangs open, and I cringe as it crashes against the wall. “Jon, for the love of
god! How hard is it to open a door without denting my RV?”Jon saunters into the RV and makes
a big show of closing the door softly. It’s actually mildly impressive, considering the muscle the
dude packs. Freshman year, our high school’s coach tried to make Jon the star of the junior
varsity football team. That lasted about one week, until the coach discovered that Jon couldn’t
bash into anyone without spewing a bunch of nervous apologies. But our music teacher figured
out he’s much better at bashing drums, and he’s been at it ever since.Jon raises his eyebrows at
me as the door clicks quietly into place. “Better?”I give a grunt of approval. Jon smirks as he
walks over to the other couch right next to my desk, collapsing onto it. Cuddles ditches her spot
at Killer’s feet to lie down next to Jon, and he scratches her under the chin.“So what’d I miss?” he
asks. “I heard arguing.”Killer nudges Arrow in the side, and says, “We’re trying to get Jace to
come out.”Jon groans and covers his face with both hands. “I knew it. I’m the only straight one in
the band.”I roll my eyes. “Jon—”He points a finger at me and cuts me off. “No, Jace, I’m not
dating you, so don’t even ask.”I grit my teeth, keeping in a yell of frustration, and grind out, “I was
going to ask you to kindly shut your obnoxious trap. Got it?”All the mischief melts from Jon’s
expression. “You’re in a worse mood than usual,” he says.“I’m fine,” I snap.Arrow makes a
disbelieving sound in the back of his throat. “Jace, you just flipped off a completely innocent fan. I



really don’t think that counts as ‘fine.’”Jon’s eyes narrow at me. “You flipped off a fan?”“It wasn’t
that big of a deal,” I mutter, but the lie sounds weak even to me.“It’s going to be a big deal when
Tony murders you. Seriously, what the hell were you thinking?”“I am having an extremely shitty
day,” I growl. “It just happened.”“Yeah, and you’ll be having an even worse day tomorrow. You
know how Tony gets when you pull stunts like this. He’s going to take it out on all of us.”Killer
clears his throat pointedly and says to Jon, “Dude, go easy on him. It’s June fifth.”Jon’s eyes
suddenly go really wide. Then he says, “Oh. Right. June fifth,” in a tone that might be either a
question or an apology.“How about instead of going easy on me, you all just go?” I wave a hand
at the door of the RV. “Seriously, get out of here. I don’t want to talk.”Arrow shakes his head.
“Jace, look—”“You’re talking,” I snap, cutting him off. “Exactly what I just said I don’t want to
do.”Arrow hesitates, but then he throws his hands up in defeat and walks out the door before
things can get any more awkward. Jon is quick to follow, but Killer lingers for a moment longer.
Just as I’m about to tell him to leave, he crosses his arms and says, “What’s that saying you’re so
obsessed about? Your personal motto, or whatever?”“Serva me, servabo te. What’s that got to
do with anything?”Killer shakes his head. “Do you even know what that saying means, Jace?”“Of
course,” I say. “‘Save me, and I will save you.’ It’s like karma. When someone bothers to give a
shit about me, I give a shit about them. Everyone else isn’t worth my time.”“Exactly, it’s like
karma,” Killer says. “It’s supposed to be a two-way street.”
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Cheyenne, “AMAZING. LOVED this story. It was so well written and such a captivating storyline.
I'll definitely be reading more from this author.”

esme villa, “emotional & amazing. honestly this was one of my favorite books that i’ve read! it’s
really emotional, not at all generic, and just really really good. i think the only complaint is that
the ending felt a slight bit rushed, but it was still an above satisfactory ending and it was a great
read, i’m really glad i got the opportunity to read it”

Copeys commentsa, “Quite good. Told from the POV of Ali and Jace, two people who have
shared success and tragedy, but manage to find each other. First impressions turn ugly but a
chance of redemption leads to a new understanding.”

Robin whitehead, “Excellent book.. A great story line and great characters. This is my first read
by Olivia Rivers. I am now following her. I recommend this book to everyone. This is a nice clean
read.”

Jennifer R. Shiels, “Original and Great Read. This was a really great book with amazing and real
characters. Ali Collins was a child prodigy musician until her life changing brain tumor caused
her to be deaf. Now Ali lives with her father that was a retired Police Chief that abuses her and
tortures her daily. Her best friend drags her to Tone Deaf's concert.Ali has studied American
Sign Language and does her best to read lips. She thinks about turning 18 and running away
from her horrible father and life. She doesn't feel safe and she's miserable. Her mother was killed
while she was in surgery for her brain tumor and she's stuck with a father that doesn't care about
her. She and others have tried to get Child Protective Services to help many times but her father
was a police chief and no one could believe it.Jace is the lead singer of Tone Deaf and he has a
reputation for being a jerk and a playboy. Ali wins backstage passes during the concert but when
he realizes she is deaf, he is worse than normal. He grew up with parents that were deaf. His
mother was loving but his father used drugs and abused him. He recognizes the way Ali acts and
seems and asks her to run away and go on tour with him. He knows she's only 17 years old and
he could be in serious trouble but he doesn't want something horrible to happen to her. He
experienced it and wants to save her. His band is really different. Two of his bandmates (and one
is his cousin) are in a relationship. But they are a tight group and they are always there for one
another.Definitely worth reading.”

Sam K, “I greatly enjoyed this book, and more or less, devoured it.. Rating: 3.5 StarsAli was a
reminder of Jace's past life, but when he realized she was stuck in an abusive situation, he was
compelled to help her escape. A connection was born from their shared pain, and having
someone, who could fully relate, helped both characters find some solace.I really enjoyed being



part of Ali's escape plan. I was a big fan of this setup. Former musical prodigy escapes her
abusive home life by going on tour with a popular band. Sounded like a lot of fun, and there were
some really humorous moments, but there were also a lot of really meaningful moments too.
Rivers did a nice job creating characters I liked and could feel empathy for, but I wish she had
explored Ali's backstory a little more, because it was a really great one. The ending felt a bit
rushed for me, but I did get an epilogue, and it was a good one.Though I wanted a little more, I
greatly enjoyed this book, and more or less, devoured it.”

Haggys, “Interesting view of deaf in hearing community.. I liked this book...good and realistic
view of abuse and how class affects the investigation...It did sort of peter out at the end, which
was disappointing.”

John Chapman, “Loved every second I spent reading this.. I chose this book because it
reminded me of another story, close to my heart, Blood of the Rainbow book 1 Raging Storm.
Though it was in first person, which I normally don't like, this one was told from each person's
view which I enjoyed. Yes, I would recommend it to anyone who understands Ali and Jace's
past.  The story is fiction but the  situation  in the book is very real. Real page turner!”

Ebook Library Reader, “Great book. This is a great book.I think everyone should try reading it.I
don't want to say much more about it.”

mariana calin, “Beautiful love story.. Amazing book....no words.... Definitely I will read it again
and again. A bit expensive but worth the money.... Just lovely.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Excellent. This book is heart wrenching and beautiful it shows the
difficulties and hardships people can face in life and still find a way to love, be happy and move
on.”

Katryne, “Amazing!. I love it so much! The story is good and profound but not too deep that it
becomes depressing, it still manages to be light and fluffy I like it.Beautifully written, it definitly is
a must read!!!”

The book by Brenna Briggs has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 188 people have provided feedback.
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