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      For all my fellow sassy, sarcastic girlies… I hope you can find a friend in Rhiannon and get a laugh from her shenanigans and smart mouth.
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            ABOUT TINY TRUTHS

          

          ROSA OAKS, BOOK TWO

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Their happily ever after will depend on just how many tiny truths they’re willing to share…

      

        

      
        Romance is not part of Rhiannon Saucer’s plan. Especially not when she’s up for a career-defining promotion. So, when her best friend told everyone they were dating, she almost set the record straight immediately. Until she realized going along with the fake girlfriend ruse meant he’d owe her one. Besides…what could possibly go wrong?

      

        

      
        Zane Anthony has no interest in love, either. Getting unceremoniously dumped by his fiancée made sure of that. But his matchmaking family has made it their mission to see him paired off with someone—anyone—in their small town. So, he said he was with Rhiannon. After all, if you’re going to fake date someone, who better than your best friend?

      

        

      
        The one and only rule when entering a fake relationship is that no one can ever let themselves develop any real feelings.

      

        

      
        Too bad no one explained that to Rhiannon and Zane sooner…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PLAYLIST

          

        

      

    

    
      This playlist is made up of songs that inspired this story and others that I was listening to during the drafting and/or editing phase. It cannot be found online at this time.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        “Friends Don’t” by Maddie & Tae

      

        

      
        “Ride” Chase Rice, Macy Maloy

      

        

      
        “Better” by Khalid

      

        

      
        “Let You Love Me” by Rita Ora

      

        

      
        “Speechless” by Dan + Shay

      

        

      
        “Ruin” by Usher, Pheelz

      

        

      
        “Lose Control” by Teddy Swims

      

        

      
        “Brand New” by Khalid, QUIN

      

        

      
        “Anything She Says” by Mitchell Tenpenny, Seaforth

      

        

      
        “These Days” by MacKenzie Porter

      

        

      
        “Good Old Days” by Macklemore, Kesha
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            RHIANNON

          

        

      

    

    
      “Fucking ass and tits.”

      Zane burst out laughing, and I glared at him.

      “I’m so sorry,” the woman said, trying to cover her ass with her hands. “I didn’t know anyone was home. Is this your girlfriend?”

      “Yep,” I said. “I guess the bastard forgot I’d be home today.”

      “Why, Wally? Just why?”

      I smiled at him as his latest turned red and fled the kitchen.

      “You’re going to pay for that,” he warned, following behind her.

      I chuckled as I took my bowl of chips to the living room and plopped down onto the couch, switching on the TV. After searching through the channels, I found some reruns of Criminal Minds and settled in to watch as I pigged out on my favorite chips. When I heard the door behind me open, I didn’t turn around since I didn’t want to see Zane’s latest squeeze’s ass again. Eating another chip, I stared at the TV screen.

      “You’re just going to ignore me when I haven’t seen you in almost a month?” Zane asked.

      With a sigh, I glanced behind me. He was alone, so I turned and rested my arm on the couch. Zane had a smile on his handsome face, and I narrowed my eyes at him.

      “Yeah, I got an eyeful the last time, so I was being careful.”

      “That was the first time it’s happened, and I didn't know you were back.”

      “Bullshit!” I cried. “It’s happened like five times or more, Z.”

      “Two max. Why are you so damn dramatic? I think you’ve been hanging out with my sister too much.”

      “Seeing as I’ve known her my whole life, I’d think so,” I countered. “And it was more than two times. I’m all for expressing yourself and being proud of your body, but I don’t want to see your freshly fucked conquests first thing in the morning.”

      Zane chuckled again, shaking his head. “It kind of sounds like you’re jealous.”

      I faced the TV again, done with the conversation. From my peripheral, I could see him, but I intentionally avoided making eye contact. Zane cleared his throat. He did it again and then again.

      “What the fuck, Zane?” I exploded. “You know how much that irritates me.”

      “That’s why I do it. You’re just going to ignore me now?”

      “There wasn’t much else to say, and don’t you need to get back to your latest?”

      Zane tipped back the water bottle he held, downing the rest of it. “How was your trip?”

      I watched as he moved closer and sat down beside me on the couch. I relinquished my attention from the show I was watching since I knew he’d keep bugging me until I gave in.

      “It was fine. I’m glad to be home for a little while. The client was difficult, as always. Every time, he comes into a new project promising he’ll let me have control and won’t change his designs after the contractors get started. I don’t know why I believe him at this point.”

      “I don’t get why you do either. It's always the same, Wally.”

      I rolled my eyes, but a smile played on my lips. After two years of living together, that dumb nickname had started to grow on me. There was no way for me to get him to stop calling me that, so I had to come to terms with it.

      “I know, but maybe I just have high hopes. Sometimes I want to tell Garrett and Duncan to assign Mr. Shaman to someone else.”

      “But…?” Zane prompted.

      “But that’s not what you do when you want to move up in a company. I have to show them I’m willing to do what it takes to get to the next level. It’s not like Mr. Shaman is mean or inappropriate. Mostly he’s like a lovable grandfather who keeps candy in his pocket. But as soon as something doesn’t go the way he wants on the project, he’s the cutthroat, abrasive CEO exec he used to be.”

      Zane put an arm around my shoulder, pulling me to his side. I rested my head on his with a long sigh.

      “Think of it as a compliment. You’ve told me Mr. Shaman is one of their best clients with a lot of money and time on his hands. Whenever he has a new project in mind, GDP Designs is the first one he thinks of, and he always requests you. That’s job security, Wally.”

      He had a valid point. Working on Mr. Shaman's projects was an honor. In my first two years at GDP Designs, I was assigned to one of his projects as a junior architect. When the senior architect retired five years ago, Mr. Shaman insisted I take his place. I felt honored. Now I couldn’t wait until I could pawn him off to some junior assistant.

      “It’s fine. I won’t have to work with him again until next year,” I said. “What’s new with you? Who’s the lucky lady?”

      “You don’t have to have so much sarcasm in your voice, Rhiannon,” he admonished, and I poked him in the stomach. “Just someone I met last night at the bar.”

      “The bar here in town? Who could you have brought home that you haven’t already banged?”

      “Sometimes I wonder about you. Must you always be so blunt?”

      “Yep. Been like this all my life, and since you’ve known me that long, you should be used to it by now.”

      His fingers played along my bare arm as he chuckled again. “I should, but sometimes it still shocks me. And she’s obviously not from around here since she fell for your lie earlier. She was at the bar last night with her friends and we hit it off.”

      “Ooh, is she the one?”

      I looked up to see him shaking his head, but he said nothing. Zane didn’t do serious relationships. At least not anymore, and I couldn’t blame him. The last one he had fucked him over. If he wanted to keep things casual with the women he messed around with, that was on him.

      “Okay, enough of that,” I finally said. “How’s work? Have you landed any big clients for the upcoming holiday season?”

      “We have,” Zane said, updating me on his advertising business.

      I grabbed a pillow and put it on Zane’s lap and laid down. He ran his fingers along my temple and through my hair as we chatted, catching up on lost time. There was a lull in the conversation when I heard someone say his name, and Zane glanced back.
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      “Zane?”

      Shit. Rhiannon moved off my lap, and we both looked back to see Janet standing by the door that led to the hallway where my bedroom and bathroom were located. A guest room and a half bathroom were also down the hall. Janet had changed into one of my shirts. I guessed she didn’t want a repeat of earlier. Her long legs were bare, and she had her arms crossed over her chest, staring at the two of us. She didn’t look happy in the least. And at that moment I remembered Rhiannon had had her head in my lap.

      Rhiannon waved to Janet who gave her a tight-lipped smile. “Looks like your break’s up, boss,” she quipped. “Don’t keep the lady waiting. I have plans with Maggie and Xavi soon anyway.”

      She bounced up and left, going to her side of the house and closing the pocket door that separated it from the living room. I let out a sigh and turned my attention back to Janet.

      “You said she wasn’t your girlfriend or wife,” Janet stated.

      “She’s not.”

      “Well, she seemed pissed. Maybe I should go. I’m not a cheater.”

      “She’s not angry. That’s just how Wally is sometimes. I promise we’re only friends and roommates.”

      “Wally? I thought her name was Rhiannon.”

      I held back a sigh. “It’s a nickname.”

      “How do you get Wally from any name a woman would have?”

      I stood and walked around the couch. Gripping her hips, I pulled Janet to me. She came easily, unfolding her arms and resting them on my pecs.

      “It’s a long story. I have a history with Rhi since I’ve known her all my life. She’s just my roommate. She’s like one of the guys. I’m sorry I left you back there alone,” I said, pouring it on thick.

      She finally relaxed and seemed to believe me. “Okay. I’ll trust you.”

      “Good. Let’s just go back to my room.”

      “And go another round?” she asked, wagging her eyebrows.

      “If that’s what you want,” I responded smoothly.

      She took my hand, guiding me back to the hallway that led to my space. I glanced at the closed door to Rhiannon’s side of the house. I wondered what plans she had with my sister and my best friend.
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        * * *

      

      My almost two-year-old niece came barreling at me as soon as I stepped into my parents’ house.

      “Hey, Bri,” I greeted as I scooped her up and tickled her little belly.

      She giggled, squirming and trying to get away. “No!” she squealed.

      I carried her like a sack of flour into the kitchen. My other niece, Emeline, ran to me as well and gave me a big hug. I got lucky when it came to nieces. They loved me, and I loved hanging out with them. Living with Rhiannon was a plus since she was their favorite person in the world after their parents.

      “You’d think they hadn’t just seen you yesterday,” my middle sister and their mom, Maggie, quipped.

      “Just be happy your kids like me,” I shot back.

      “Is Auntie Rhi coming too?” Emeline asked.

      “Um, I don’t know. I didn’t see her before I left,” I told her.

      “You saw her yesterday, baby cakes,” Maggie responded. “We can stop by their place sometime this week.”

      I greeted my mom who was standing by the stove. Brielle kissed her cheek too and wanted to go outside with me where my dad and Xavier were standing by the grill.

      “Glad you could make it, Son,” Dad greeted.

      “Like I’d miss it,” I replied, handing Xavier his youngest daughter.

      Xavier was my best friend and had been for over twenty years. He and Maggie started dating three years ago and had been together ever since. They had a long history, and Maggie was even married to someone for years before they reconciled. They had two children, Emeline and Brielle, and were expecting their first boy. I was happy for them because it was the happiest I’d ever seen them. They were good together.

      “Maggie was in a mood today about you,” Xavier informed me, and I groaned.

      “Why?”

      “Why do you think? Rhi and Maggie tell each other everything,” Xavier answered. “When I married her, I conceded that’d be the case and I’d just have to live with it.”

      “Think I should get back in there?” I asked them both.

      “Probably,” Dad advised. “I’m sure Maggie is chomping at the bit to share the details, so let’s get this over with. I want this out of the way so we can have a nice dinner.”

      This was the problem being the only boy. I had my dad, but growing up it was three against two. Having Xavier added to the count didn’t help at all since he usually sided with Maggie. My niece reached for me before I could go back inside, and Xavier handed her to me, turning to check on the meat with my dad. They were such cowards when it came to the Anthony women. I wasn’t any better, but right now they were the ones sending me back in to face my mom and sister alone. At least my youngest sister, Olivia, wasn’t in the kitchen.

      “Mama!” Brielle called as soon as we stepped inside, waving at her.

      Maggie blew her a kiss with a big smile on her face. Brielle was content in my arms for now, though. Emeline was sitting on a stool at the island with Maggie to her right. I took the empty stool on her left and set Brielle on top of the island. She grinned at her older sister who tickled her belly and made her giggle. Emeline was great with Brielle, so I knew she'd be amazing with the new baby.

      “So,” Maggie started, and I groaned internally. “Rhi had something interesting to share with me yesterday when I saw her.”

      “Oh, really?” Mom asked, glancing back at us. “Do tell.”

      Maggie told her about what happened with Janet, and I could do nothing to stop her. Mom turned to face me, putting Maggie on stirring duty so she could give me her disappointed “Mom” look.

      “Zane, how long are you going to live this lifestyle?” she challenged. “It’s been almost four years since you were with Hannah and engaged to get married.”

      More like three and a half, but I didn’t correct her. And she acted like she didn’t understand why I was averse to long term after what I’d gone through.

      “Mom—” I started.

      “Do you ever plan to get engaged again? If so, how will you accomplish that by sleeping with any woman who lifts her skirt?”

      Maggie snorted, and I glared at her back. Emeline was showing Brielle her picture, so they weren’t listening to us thankfully.

      “I don’t know. Casual’s working well for me. I think I’ll stick to that.”

      Maggie and our mom exchanged a look that put me on edge. Before either of them could say something, Olivia walked into the kitchen. Xavier came through the sliding door, joining us as well.

      “Have y’all told him yet? I have the perfect person for him.”

      “I’m sorry, man,” Xavier said, which did nothing to quell my uneasiness.

      “You should tell him, Mom,” Maggie declared, turning her back to us to stir something in one of the pots.

      Olivia claimed her stool next to Emeline who grinned at her. Brielle put both of her little hands on my cheeks and smiled at me. I flicked her nose, which made the toddler giggle.

      “It was Maggie’s idea since I know nothing about those sites you kids are on,” Mom finally said. “But we decided it’s time for you to stop moping about Hannah and move on.”

      “Shouldn’t that be my decision?”

      “It was your decision for the first three years. You didn’t make it, so we’re taking matters into our own hands, Zane.”

      “I put up a post in my IG stories,” Maggie added.

      “Oh, I did too,” Olivia announced.

      “And what did it say?” I inquired, wondering if I would have to drag the information out of them.

      “That you’re single and ready to mingle. But that you’re not interested in any hookups. Only women seeking marriage and starting a family should message me. I gave them some attributes, and we’ve already gotten a ton of responses,” Maggie explained.

      “That perfect woman I was talking about is my teacher,” Olivia added. “She stopped me after class to give me her number. She’s excited.”

      I looked to Xavier who just shrugged. He’d known about it, but there wasn’t a damn thing he could have done to stop it.

      “And what if I'm not interested?”

      “Can’t you just do this for us?” Mom asked instead. “We just want you to be happy, Zane. I know what Hannah did was awful, and it’d shatter even the most romantic person’s view on love and marriage. But that was just one woman. There are so many more out there who’d be thrilled to spend their life with you.”

      “I have the messages to prove it,” Olivia boasted with a cheeky grin.

      I groaned and wondered how the hell I could get out of doing this without making my mother and pregnant sister cry.

      Fuck my life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            RHIANNON

          

        

      

    

    
      “We just wanted to chat with you today, Rhiannon,” Duncan Parsons stated.

      “Nothing to be alarmed about,” Garrett Parsons added, making me shake my head.

      Duncan and Garrett Parsons were brothers and my bosses. They owned one of the best architectural firms in the US—GDP Designs. I’d been working here since I graduated from college.

      “I’m not too worried,” I replied. “I know you two couldn’t survive without me.”

      They chuckled. It was the relationship I had with them. Working here for over ten years would do that. They were the only firm I’d ever worked for and would ever work for. During my college years, I interned here for a couple of years. I loved their vision and the way they ran their business. Their inclusivity extended to offering rare opportunities to women and minorities in this field.

      “We appreciate everything you’ve done for us, Rhiannon,” Garrett said. “You’re a hard worker who has no problem going wherever we send you. You don’t complain about the jobs we give you, and we appreciate that.”

      “You’ve grown so much since you’ve worked here and have always come through for us,” Duncan replied.

      I smiled, loving the praise they were giving me. I aimed to progress constantly in my career, so I took the necessary steps to ensure it. I was always learning, and since I loved my job, I didn’t mind the projects they assigned to me.

      “We wanted to inform you formally that you’re being considered for the Senior Architectural Designer position,” Garrett continued.

      I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came out. This was what I’d been working towards. This was the position I’d coveted since I decided to be an architect. Another thought tried to break through the happiness I was feeling. I hadn’t known there was even an open Senior Architectural Designer position. Maybe it just hadn’t been announced that Deb was retiring.

      “Before you say anything,” Duncan interjected, “know that we’re considering another person for this role as well. Willow Morton is on the short list too.”

      That did deflate my bubble a little. Willow, a few years older than me, had been at GDP Designs for over fifteen years. Usually, architects with ten or more years of experience were chosen for these positions. It was an honor that they were even considering me when I hadn’t reached that milestone yet. I'd worked as an architect for eight years, despite being at GDP for ten.

      “Also, Rhiannon, this position is for our Colorado office,” Garrett told me, and my bubble completely deflated at those words. “If you don’t get the senior position, you will get the junior position and work closely with the senior designer. No matter what it’s a raise and promotion.”

      Being named the junior architectural designer would keep me on track to be a senior designer once Willow retired or left the company. I’d be next in line. It was my dream position being placed right in front of me. And as happy as I was, I also couldn’t help but think about what it’d mean to accept either of the positions. Colorado. I would be thousands of miles away from my family and friends. I’d only lived outside of Rosa Oaks when I was in college and when I lived in Atlanta, which was only an hour away from my hometown. Everyone I loved was in Georgia. Could I really give that up?

      “There’s one more thing,” Duncan said, pulling me out of my spinning thoughts. “There’s a new job.”

      “Okay.”

      “It’s in Los Angeles, and you’d be working with some socialites who are planning to open a mentor center. They contacted us because they got a couple of recommendations from people they know who’s used us before. However, they're also considering other firms and pre-built spaces. Willow will travel to Los Angeles to meet with them the second week of November and you will fly out the next week. I know it’s only a week before Thanksgiving, but it was the only time they were available,” Duncan explained.

      “Whoever lands this job, will likely secure the senior position,” Garrett added.

      There was so much to think about and unpack, but now wasn’t the time. “Thank you both for this opportunity. I know it’s not every day that someone at my tenure gets one like this. And thank you for taking a chance on me when I came begging for an internship and hiring me before I even graduated from college. This is beyond what I was expecting when the meeting popped up on my calendar.”

      They grinned. I just didn’t know what the right decision was when I had to make one.
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        * * *

      

      I pulled open the door to RJ Coffee Shop, which was owned by my best friend, Maggie, and her mom. I needed my caffeine fix and to chat with Maggie. During the drive home, my mind was consumed by Garrett and Duncan's words from our meeting. Upon entering, I quickly scanned the shop and noticed Zane with a woman at a table. I didn’t recognize her and assumed she must be a new implant in our small town. I sat on a stool at the counter’s far end, ensuring that I wouldn’t be in the way if customers came in. 

      “What’s going on over there?” I asked when Maggie joined me.

      “Oh,” she exclaimed, getting a little too excited. “I completely forgot to tell you when you came over on Saturday, but Mom, Ollie, and I posted on IG that Zane wants a serious relationship and any eligible women should send us a message. You wouldn’t believe how many women replied and not just from here.”

      I laughed out loud and glanced over at Zane who was already glaring at me. It only made me laugh harder, and I shrugged, mouthing, “Sucks to be you.” He flipped me off, and Maggie and I devolved into a fit of laughter. It was something the Anthony women would definitely do, and it was too good.

      “How in the hell did you get him to agree to this?” I asked once I’d regained my composure.

      Maggie pointed to her round belly. “My lip quivered as I rubbed my stomach and my eyes watered. Mom was just her awesome self, and we totally guilted him into this. He agreed.”

      “You’re the worst,” I said, shaking my head.

      “Sucks that he has two sisters and a meddling mom. I bet he’s really wishing Ollie was a boy now,” she replied. “Your usual?”

      “Yep, and I have a lot to tell you.”

      “Ooh, sounds fun,” she quipped. “Let me go get Olivia so she can cover the register while we sit and talk. Savi won’t be back for an hour.”

      “Where is the brat anyway?” I inquired.

      “Office, doing homework. Zane has to drive her back to school for her tryouts.”

      “Cheer again?” I asked.

      “Yep. She’s up for captain, which would be amazing to put on her college applications.”

      Maggie made my drink—a strawberry-and-vanilla-bean frappe with two shots of expresso and extra whipped cream. She handed it to me before heading to the back, her stomach leading the way. Maggie was six months pregnant now with her third child which was a boy they were naming Ashe—and he would be their last kid. Maggie had already told me she was getting her tubes tied and Xavier was getting snipped.

      She loved Xavier and her kids so much and was content with her life. I didn’t know where I stood on getting married and having kids. I mean, I figured it was in my future, but it definitely wasn’t in my present. At the moment, I prioritized my career, and felt like a serious relationship had the potential to slow me down.

      A hand on my back startled me out of my thoughts, and I followed Maggie to an empty table. I sipped my drink while she drank from her tall, insulated water bottle.

      “So, what’s this exciting news you have to tell me?”

      She was practically dancing in her chair. Olivia gave us both a look as she took her place behind the counter. I stuck my tongue out at her, and she rolled her light brown eyes at me. Maggie got my attention and demanded that I tell her now. She could be so damn bossy sometimes. It stemmed from having an older brother who indulged her and being the youngest for many years before Olivia arrived. I would know since I was the baby too.

      I stopped torturing her before she got violent and told her everything my bosses had told me. Once I was done, she squealed and jumped up, wrapping me in a hug. Zane and Olivia looked over at us with questions in their eyes. I’d have to tell them both later. Maggie took her seat again.

      “This is such good news, Rhi. This is what you’ve been wanting since you were a kid and decided architecture was your calling.”

      “Yeah, but—” I started.

      “But what?” Maggie demanded, cutting me off. “Rhi, how is there a ‘but’ when your dreams are actually right in front of you and could come true?”

      “The move, Maggie. We chose Dashwood University to stay close to home. I’ve only ever lived a few hours away from Rosa Oaks. How am I supposed to live across the country from all of you? I wouldn’t be here to watch that little one grow up, and I’d miss out on some big moments with my nephews. As well as Ollie’s last year of high school before she jets off to wherever she’ll end up.”

      Maggie put her hand over mine. “Breathe, Rhi.” I let out a shuddery breath. “Calm down, babe. Nothing’s set in stone right now. Don’t get so far ahead of yourself that you end up talking yourself out of this before it’s even here. Just focus on the upcoming project. Study and learn everything you need to so you can land it for GDP Designs. That’s the most important thing right now.”

      I breathed in deeply through my nose before exhaling through my mouth. She was right. I was getting too far ahead of myself like I normally did. I loved Maggie because she could always talk me off the ledge of panic and despair I sometimes found myself on.

      “You’re right. I’ll keep my focus where it needs to be for now,” I agreed.

      “Good,” she replied. “And be happy about this opportunity, Rhi. Remember, it's still a big deal even if it's not going as planned. Celebrate.”

      “I will, and I know,” I said. “Come on, hellion. I’ll drop you off at school,” I said to Olivia.

      “And you’ll stay and take me back home?”

      “Was Zane going to stay?”

      “Nope,” Zane interjected. He was still sitting at the table by the back wall. “She was going to get a ride back with Mindy or Betsey or Chantel.”

      “Those are none of my friends’ names,” Olivia huffed. “You never listen to me.”

      “I listen, but only when it has to do with me,” he teased, and she scrunched up her nose.

      “I want you to stay, Rhi-Rhi. We can go get something to eat at the grill afterwards,” she begged, and I sighed.

      I’d been looking forward to going home and changing into some sweats before finding something to eat. But I could never say no to that face, so I gave in. She clapped and ran to the back to get her bag.

      “You spoil her,” Maggie said.

      “So do you. It’s not my fault the hellion wormed her way into my heart and I feel obligated to do things for her.”

      “Only you would turn something that’s supposed to sound sweet into that and call someone ‘hellion’ like it’s an actual term of endearment.”

      “It truly is, Maggie. You just don’t get our relationship.”

      Olivia waved to Maggie and Zane before grabbing my wrist and pulling me to the door. Sometimes it felt like I had a younger sister. I sipped my drink as she pushed the door open and resigned myself to spending the next few hours with Olivia. These would be the moments I’d miss if I moved across the country. I didn’t know if I could give them up.
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