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            JUST ONE FAKE DATE

          

          FLATIRON 5 FITNESS #1

        

      

    

    
      Straight out of college, five friends with a dream joined forces to build success. Ten years later, their exclusive fitness club, Flatiron Five Fitness, is the hottest destination in Manhattan. People flock to F5F to get fit, to get lucky, and even, to fall in love. The founding partners have been immune to F5F’s romantic spell—at least, so far...

      

      Tyler McKay has a plan...

      And it doesn’t include a serious relationship anytime soon. Between his day job and being a partner at Flatiron Five Fitness, he’s busy investing in the future. But Ty knows that going stag to his sister’s wedding will encourage the family matchmakers to intervene: he needs a fake date, fast, in self-defense. When the one woman who hates him walks into F5F, Ty knows he’s found the perfect candidate—that Shannyn doesn’t play by anyone’s rules just leaves Ty wanting more...

      

      Shannyn Hawke is done with plans and dreams…

      She had her whole life mapped out, but it all went wrong. Now, she’s taking care of number one and living in the moment, with no concern for the future. If her college crush wants to trade a fake wedding date for physical satisfaction, Shannyn is in. But just one night proves that Tyler is everything she believes a guy should be, plus he takes it as a challenge to change her mind about him. Shannyn never wants to have her heart broken again, but she’s falling hard and fast. Can she remember that it’s just for show? Or will Tyler convince Shannyn to take a chance on forever again?
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            FLATIRON FIVE FITNESS

          

        

      

    

    
      Straight out of college, five friends with a dream joined forces to build success. Ten years later, their exclusive fitness club, Flatiron Five Fitness, is the hottest destination in Manhattan. People flock to F5F to get fit, to get lucky, and even, to fall in love. The founding partners have been immune to F5F’s romantic spell—at least, so far...

      
        
        Flatiron Five Fitness

        1. Just One Fake Date

        Tyler and Shannyn

      

        

      
        2. Just One More Time

        Kyle and Lauren

      

        

      
        3. Just One Night Together

        Damon and Haley

      

        

      
        4. Just One Hometown Hero

        Cassie and Reid

      

        

      
        5. Two Weddings & a Baby

        A Novella

      

        

      
        6. Just One Second Chance

        Theo and Lyssa

      

        

      
        7. Just Home for the Holidays

        Hunter and Chloe

      

        

      
        8. Just One Silver Fox

        Jacquie and Pierce

      

        

      
        9. Just the Wrong Twin

        Sonia and Nate

      

        

      
        10. When Annika Met Thom

        Coming April 2022
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        * * *

      

      Don’t miss the spin-off series, Flatiron Five Tattoo. Each month, on the full moon, Chynna gives away a special tattoo that brings true love to the recipient. These are their stories.

      
        
        1. Just One Snowbound Night

        (Olivia and Spencer)

      

        

      
        2. Just One Vacation Night

        (Reyna and Kade)

      

        

      
        3. Just One Unforgettable Night

        (Lexi and Gabe)

      

        

      
        4. Just One Christmas Night

        (Chynna and Trevor)
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        * * *

      

      The Flatiron Five Fitness series is also available in boxed sets, each including three or four books.

      Visit the F5F Boxed Sets page on my website for more information and links.
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            DEAR READER

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to Flatiron Five Fitness!

      In Just One Fake Date, we meet Tyler, the finance guy of Flatiron Five Fitness, along with his friends and partners at the club. Each partner has his or her strength and they’ve been working together as a team to build the best fitness club in Manhattan. Tyler isn’t the only one who’s put his personal life on hold to put more into the club. He’s the only one still working a day job, but when Shannyn Hawke walks back into his life, Tyler realizes what’s missing. I love this story of two people challenging each other and provoking each other to change, falling hard and fast while they do so. I also like second chance romances: Tyler and Shannyn’s story is one, although they didn’t have much of a relationship in college.

      The Flatiron Five Fitness series takes place in real time—this book begins in May 2017. You can find a timeline for the series on my website, along with a list of characters. They’re all under the Flatiron Five Fitness tab.

      Next in the Flatiron Five Fitness series is Kyle’s book, Just One More Time, and there’s an excerpt from it included in the back of this book. Find out why Tyler’s sister Lauren dislikes Kyle so much—or does she? Is it even possible for Kyle to fall in love? I enjoy that when these two meet again, it’s Lauren who doesn’t want to make a commitment and maybe that’s part of what draws Kyle closer.

      Next up on my writing schedule is a new series of small town contemporary romances. The Carpe Diem Café is set in the fictional town of Empire, a small town where nothing seems to happen – at least until Luke Jones comes roaring back on his motorcycle at the beginning of Just Trouble. He’s ready to shake up Empire and right some old wrongs. Luke expects a fight and he’ll get one, but he’s going to be surprised to learn how many people are already on his side. Daphne Bradshaw is the first to join his team.

      This series is so much fun. [image: slightly smiling face]

      The books in this series have alternate covers with illustrations, so you can choose which cover you’d prefer on your copy. You can learn more about Just Trouble at the end of this book.

      You can keep up to date with my contemporary romances by subscribing to my Heroes & Happy Endings newsletter.

      Until next time, I hope you have plenty of good books to read.

      All my best,

      Deborah

      http://deborahcooke.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Tuesday, May 9—Manhattan

      

      

      Shannyn Hawke checked that her camera was safe and dry before she pulled up the hood of her jacket. She was on the steps outside the Metropolitan Museum and the clouds gathering overhead were dark, threatening rain. The weather couldn’t dampen her mood, though. She was another day closer to finishing this assignment, her biggest one yet. Starting a freelance business wasn’t for the faint of heart, but Shannyn had scored this big assignment from the Met. It would pay well and, with any luck, it would open more doors, too.

      She hurried down the stairs, heading for the subway and a long evening of work. She’d go through her photographs from the day, sort the great from the mediocre, crop and filter the keepers as necessary, and check them against the list of required images. She had two full days of shooting left, then had saved Friday and Monday free for any stragglers or retakes. She was in good shape so far.

      Thunder rumbled in the distance and the first big drops began to fall. Umbrellas were opened and people began to walk more quickly, Shannyn included. She was crossing 78th when her phone rang and she was surprised to see the name of the caller. Deanna was the editor of the alumni magazine at her college, a potential source of work, but she’d blown Shannyn off the last time they’d talked.

      Shannyn ducked under the scaffolding on a building on the opposite side of Fifth Avenue as the rain fell harder. “Shannyn Hawke. Hi Deanna.”

      “Shannyn! I don’t suppose you have time to do a quick job for me?” Deanna spoke with characteristic speed. The woman raced from deadline to deadline. “Time is tight and I’m out of options. I know I wasn’t encouraging when we talked before...”

      “That’s okay. What’s the job?”

      “I need a dozen pictures to go with an interview in the next issue, which goes to press Monday morning. The guy I hired has done a disappearing act and is ghosting me. I’m in a major jam.” Deanna sounded frazzled.

      “Pictures of what?”

      “It’s an article on four grads who started a gym called Flatiron Five Fitness.”

      “I’ve heard of it.” Shannyn couldn’t remember exactly where the club was. Somewhere in Manhattan. She thought they used good images in their ads. Beyond that, she was drawing a blank. “Wait. Four grads? Why is it called Flatiron Five Fitness?”

      Deanna laughed. “One of the partners isn’t an alumnus. The interview is done, but I need pictures. I thought since you were in the city, maybe you’d be able to squeeze it in.” There was hope in her tone.

      Of course, it had to be this week.

      “When do you need them by?” Shannyn didn’t want to turn down the work, but the job for the Met was due Tuesday. Maybe she could do this job on Saturday.

      “Friday?” There was a question in Deanna’s voice, indicating some flexibility.

      “Saturday night?” Shannyn countered and Deanna exhaled.

      “If I have them by midnight and they’re perfect.”

      “They will be,” Shannyn reassured her. “Any preferences in terms of shots?”

      “Well, obviously I need some of the partners, then some shots of the facility would be great. I remember you had some terrific candid work in your portfolio, and I’d love that for this piece. They all sound really serious in the article, so it would be good to have a few shots of lighter moments. Maybe thirty images I can choose from.”

      “Okay.” Shannyn suggested a price, slightly inflated from her usual rates due to the rush nature of the job. Deanna agreed so quickly that she knew she should have asked for more. Live and learn. She scribbled down the details, her pen stopping when Deanna named the four partners.

      Shannyn didn’t know Cassie Wilson or Theo Tremblay, but she certainly remembered Kyle Stuyvesant.

      And Tyler McKay.

      It had to be him, didn’t it? Shannyn felt herself blushing just a little bit in memory of the last time she’d seen him and the only time she’d actually talked to him. It had been at an end-of-term party with schnapps shooters and the result hadn’t been pretty. She didn’t remember everything she’d said and done that night, but Kirsten had filled her in.

      She was glad she didn’t remember telling off Tyler McKay, although the idea of it still made her cringe.

      Smug entitled asshole...

      Shannyn winced. He wouldn’t remember her, though. She’d never been worthy of his interest. That night, he’d probably wondered who the hell she was, then forgotten all about her. And it had been twelve years.

      But there was a nervous flutter in Shannyn’s stomach all the same when she ended the call.

      Bright side: she’d gotten the job. She could squeeze it in and add the money to the fund for her new roof.

      She wouldn’t think about the downside. All work was good.

      One thing Shannyn had learned was to check out any location in advance. There was no telling what complications might pop up. She checked her watch, then the address of the club. She could get the 4, 5 or 6 at Lexington, instead of continuing to 72nd and 2nd Ave for the Q, and stop at the fitness club on the way home. She stepped out into the rain and turned her steps in that direction, moving through the crowds with purpose.

      Tyler McKay.

      He probably wouldn’t even be there.

      She might not see him at all.

      Shannyn had a moment to feel both relief and disappointment, then realized how crazy that was. She’d have to hunt Tyler down for the picture of the partners, which meant she would see him. And he would see her, even if she was behind the camera.

      Even if he hadn’t forgotten her, maybe he wouldn’t recognize her. She’d changed her style in a big way. And twelve years. It had been one drunken night at a party almost a lifetime ago.

      Shannyn crossed her fingers and hoped.

      

      “And will we be seeing Giselle at the wedding? You haven’t told me, Tyler.”

      Ty frowned, hearing a thousand shades of expectation in his mother’s question. He was walking uptown toward the fitness club that he partly owned, hoping to get a few hours of work done in the evening. It was pouring rain, but he had the advantages of having an umbrella and being tall. He lifted it overhead, keeping himself and anyone in his vicinity dry. His briefcase was slung over his shoulder, his Italian leather shoes were getting wet, and his phone was against his ear.

      Being the only partner with a day job meant that Ty worked pretty much all the time but he was good with that. He liked being a financial adviser at Fleming Financial and the security of a regular check, just as much as he liked being a partner at F5F. It was a lot to juggle but he enjoyed both sets of responsibilities. He’d worry about having a personal life later, after F5F was solid. He saw it as investing in his future.

      But his mom had a different agenda. It was easy to guess what project she would take up once the last of his four sisters was married. Everything in Colleen McKay’s life had been about weddings for five years and it would take a dumber guy than Tyler to miss the natural progression.

      He was next, no matter what he thought of that.

      He needed a better plan than the fiction of Giselle.

      “I really have to go, Mom...” Ty tried to duck the question again, guessing it wouldn’t work.

      “But I just wondered, dear. You know that we’re finalizing the table settings.”

      “You can’t be doing that yet,” he protested and let his tone turn teasing. It was better than having his mom guess the truth. “You just want to know.”

      “Of course, I want to know,” Colleen McKay huffed. “You’re not getting any younger, Tyler, and I want to see some grandchildren one of these days.”

      “You have one.”

      “I want more.”

      “Ask the girls.” To Ty’s thinking, the question of grandchildren was resolved with his sisters’ marriages.

      His mom apparently believed otherwise. “A son of a son, Ty. You know it would make your father happy. And Giselle is just lovely. So glamorous and charming...”

      “But French, Mom. You said that before. And living in Paris.” Ty interrupted the list of Giselle’s attributes. He’d made a serious mistake letting Giselle survive in his mother’s imagination after their single date, although it had seemed like a good idea at the time.

      That’s what he got for taking advice from his friend and partner, Kyle.

      “But now that I’ve had time to think about it, and you’ve been seeing her so regularly, I want to support your choice. Will she be coming to the shower?”

      “No,” Ty said flatly.

      “Oh, it didn’t coordinate with her flights? That’s too bad, dear. Are you sure she couldn’t change them around?”

      It seemed that Giselle was in league with his mom, because she also refused to take no for an answer. As he walked, he got a text from Giselle that she was in town, asking what he was doing for dinner. Ty was feeling a little harassed by women and their expectations.

      He tried to change the subject. “Are you seeing Aunt Maureen any time soon?”

      “She’s coming to the shower next Sunday, of course, but I would love to be able to tell her about your plans before then.” Ty was well aware that his mom and her sisters were competitive about their kids’ marriages and birth rate. “You know that poor Maxine probably won’t have a date at all, and inevitably, someone will suggest that you two are paired off for the seating at the wedding, but you’re cousins and Giselle would be a far more appropriate choice...”

      Ty reached the club and held the door open for a woman who got to the entrance of the club at the same time as him. Probably a member coming to work out, judging by the size of her messenger bag. He smiled politely but she didn’t look up. She was a lot shorter than him and her big hood hid her face. He barely heard her murmured thanks before he shook out his umbrella and continued, striding through the lobby. “Gotta go, Mom. Work calls.”

      “And that’s another thing, Tyler. You work too much...”

      “I’ll talk to you later, Mom.”

      “You certainly will, young man. You might have grown up but that doesn’t mean you can evade a question...”

      “Bye, Mom.” Ty ended the call, telling himself he’d given his mother fair warning. This had been her third call of the day. Sadly, he couldn’t predict whether there would be rain on the day of Katelyn’s wedding—a matter of huge concern for his mom—much less guarantee that the entire day would go perfectly. In his experience, if something went wrong at a wedding, it would be an unanticipated surprise and they’d have to improvise. If nothing went wrong, then it was all good.

      His mom preferred to fret.

      One thing was for sure—Ty needed an answer to the endless questions about his date to Katelyn’s wedding. Tick tock. He wasn’t seeing anyone. He didn’t want to see anyone. He certainly didn’t want to be fixed up. He didn’t have time to invest in a relationship right now. And it seemed that every casual encounter left him with another woman in his life who wanted more than he was prepared to give.

      Giselle texted him again.

      She must be hungry.

      Ty turned off his cell phone and dropped it into his pocket. He might not turn it on anytime soon, at least not until he got through the previous month’s financial reports for the club.

      If he went alone to any of the events leading up to Katelyn’s wedding—never mind the wedding itself—an entire army of well-intentioned female relations would be determined to play matchmaker.

      His mom would be first in line.

      The prospect made him shudder.

      He needed a plan. Fast.

      Ty’s friend and partner, the one who could be relied upon for advice about women that was inevitably disastrous for Ty, was lounging at the front desk to the club. Kyle was wearing his yoga gear, and looked as much like a toned and tanned beach bum as ever. He worked a lot of hours, but his lighthearted manner meant that many underestimated his total commitment to the club.

      He was teasing the receptionist, which was perfectly predictable. Sonia was tall, blond, serene and efficient—but she also didn’t take any crap from anyone. Ty thought that was her best trick, especially since Kyle was a merciless tease.

      “It’s all your fault,” Ty said, pointing at Kyle.

      “Me?” Kyle straightened and grinned with his usual confidence. “What did I do this time? Was it worth it?”

      Sonia shook her head then answered the phone.

      “I’m not taking advice from you ever again,” Ty continued as he headed into the offices behind the reception desk. He hung up his coat and left his umbrella to drip, waved to Jax who was working on a spreadsheet for the next month’s classes, then continued into the conference room. He didn’t have an assigned office at the club, and the big table meant he could spread out his files.

      Kyle laughed, unrepentant, and followed. “I’m the only reason that you ever have any fun. Without me, your life would be as dry as dust.” He pretended to blow dust from his open palm.

      Ty hardly thought it would be that bad. “But I’d never end up in these tight corners. I can do without that.”

      “This sounds juicy. Which particular tight corner are we talking about?”

      Ty slung his suit jacket over a chair and gave Kyle a look. “I have to tell my mom about Giselle.”

      “Oh, the non-existent-relationship corner.” Kyle nodded wisely but his eyes twinkled. He was enjoying this too much.

      He always did.

      Maybe he gave Ty bad advice on purpose.

      “As if you know anything about navigating that one.”

      “I like to keep things simple.” Kyle flung himself into a chair and spun, his manner expectant. “No relationships at all, and no information sharing with my family about my personal life.” He dropped his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “It works much better if your mom lives thousands of miles away.”

      “No such luck there. I should never have suggested that Giselle was still around. It should have been enough that they met her once.”

      “Don’t be so negative,” Kyle chided. “My brilliant idea kept your family from fixing you up for almost eight months. Don’t tell me you didn’t love that.”

      “I did, but the reprieve is at an end.”

      “I thought technically she was still around.”

      Ty nodded. “Every time she lands at JFK, I get a message.”

      “Haven’t you broken off with her?”

      “Repeatedly with no effect.” Ty braced his hands on his hips. “I need a date for my sister’s wedding, and I need it as soon as possible, or the matchmaking will go into overdrive.”

      “You could ask Giselle.”

      “No. I’m not going to encourage her.”

      “Because it’s a wedding date?” Kyle was gleeful. “Isn’t that pretty much a proposal in itself?”

      “Don’t remind me.” Ty turned on his laptop and started to pull files out of his briefcase.

      Kyle spun slightly in his chair, his mood more buoyant than Ty’s. “What is this obsession your family has with matrimony?”

      “What is this obsession your family has with divorce?” Ty countered and Kyle laughed.

      He leaned forward, elbows braced on his knees and his gaze intent. “So, keep it simple. Ask Cassie. She’d step up for you.”

      Cassie was one of the other partners in the club, and Ty had known for a long time—well, always—that she was interested in him. Ty liked Cassie but only as a friend. Just Kyle’s suggestion made him twitch at the prospect of more expectations.

      “See our earlier comments about a wedding date pretty much being a proposal.”

      “Cassie would be totally on board with that.”

      “It would be mean,” Ty said, punctuating his words with a warning look.

      “There is that. Lovelorn is better than heartbroken.” Kyle shuddered. “She might cry.” He pouted and made sad eyes, which was a wildly improbable reaction from Cassie.

      “She’d be more likely to try to kick my ass.”

      “True.” Kyle looked thoughtful. “There’s a whole gym full of gorgeous women here. Ask one out.”

      Ty was skeptical. “That has so many potential implications, never mind the conflict of interest of a partner approaching a club member...”

      Kyle shook his head. “You make me grateful that I have no principles.”

      “It could be misconstrued...”

      “Right,” Kyle interrupted him. “We have to always be cautious and think things through. Impulse is bad. Risk is worse.” He waved a hand at Ty. “Don’t worry, I know your mantra after all this time.”

      “It’s not a mantra. I’m not that uptight,” Ty argued, annoyed that Kyle made him sound like a grump. He heard women’s voices in the office and assumed that Jax was talking to Sonia before she left for the day.

      “You’re nice and despite all my efforts to the contrary, you remain nice.” Kyle shook his head and sighed. “It’s tragic.”

      “It’s not tragic! I just think about my sisters and how I’d like them to be treated. What’s wrong with that?”

      “Nothing, but it makes me glad I don’t have sisters.” Kyle continued before Ty could remind him again that his sisters were off-limits forever. “Make a deal then,” he suggested. “One duty date for another. Two against the world. Safety in numbers. A fake date, even to a wedding, isn’t that complicated and negotiation is in your skill set.”

      “Thank you very much.” Ty glanced up suddenly from his laptop screen, which was filled with the financial reports for the club, as he considered Kyle’s suggestion. “Should I be frightened that makes sense?”

      “Don’t tell me he’s trying to lead you astray,” Sonia interjected from the doorway.

      “That’s definitely a possibility,” Ty agreed.

      “Astray?” Kyle protested. “I offered a practical solution. Ty likes practical solutions. And really, you know how to get what you want from women.” He nodded then got to his feet. “Think about it, Ty. Time is of the essence.”

      Sonia gestured and Ty realized a bit late that there was someone standing behind her. Given her height and that her bag and coat were wet, he figured it was the woman he’d met at the entrance to the club. She was dressed in black and that messenger bag was massive. She held a camera in one hand now.

      She’d also pushed back her hood and Ty could see her face. She was tiny, her eyes blue and thickly lashed. Her black turtleneck and coat made her look paler and more delicate than she probably was. Her hair was black and cut short, and she wore no make-up. He could see the end of a tattoo peeking out from beneath the cuff on the hand that held the camera. She also wore a heavy silver ring on that index finger.

      Ty stood up, wishing he hadn’t taken off his jacket. It wasn’t because she was attractive or that her steady gaze was locked with his. What made his mouth go dry was that he recognized her.

      Shannyn Hawke had been pretty in college, but now she had more verve. She seemed both more guarded than he remembered and more audacious. More importantly, Shannyn was the one woman in the world who had told Tyler off, then disappeared before he could set her straight.

      She hated his guts.

      He’d never expected to see her again, but here she was at F5F, as wary as a street cat, holding his gaze like she’d dare him to remember.

      Time hadn’t changed her opinion of him, that was for sure.

      But twelve years had taught Tyler to seize opportunity when and where he found it. For a long time, he’d wished for a chance to replay that conversation or argue his own side better than he had. It was one of the moments he’d always wanted to fix.

      Ty liked fixing things.

      Opportunity was knocking.

      

      “Shannyn Hawke,” Tyler said immediately, much to Shannyn’s surprise. He stepped out from around the conference table to offer his hand, all smooth elegance and poise.

      He remembered.

      Worse, he was as sexy as ever—but more so. So much more so. He exuded power in a way Shannyn didn’t remember. And he was dressed a lot better. His suit was perfectly tailored, a shade of dark blue that was both conservative and sexy. She would have bet it was Italian and custom-made. He was trim, but then he was the partner of a fitness club, and he had bulked up since college. She remembered Tyler being more lanky, but now he was all man.

      Mmm hmm.

      His hair was short and he was clean-shaven, neither of which were different than her recollection. That mouth. She still wanted to reach up and touch his lips with one fingertip, to feel them soften into a smile beneath her touch.

      Apparently, some things never changed.

      He’d always been handsome, but now he had polish. When he stood in front of her, she was reminded just how tall he was. And those shoulders. She caught a whiff of cologne and her toes curled in her boots. It should be illegal for a man to look so good in real life.

      Never mind to know it.

      Never mind to have the ability to take command of a situation so fast.

      Shannyn’s hand was engulfed in the warmth of Tyler’s before she could think twice. She felt a sizzle of awareness that shot through her, driving out the chill of the rain, reminding her that she was alive. Her heart fluttered and she felt like a star-struck fan-girl all over again.

      The man had the greenest eyes and the steadiest gaze on the planet.

      And he was looking at her.

      Really looking, like he could read her thoughts and secrets. The feel of his hand around hers fed a little lick of desire heat deep inside her and Shannyn liked that just fine.

      But he didn’t need to know about his effect on her.

      A man like Tyler would just use that knowledge against her, to get what he wanted.

      Shannyn withdrew her hand and held his gaze as coolly as she could.

      “What brings you to Flatiron Five Fitness?” His voice was lower than she recalled, a little rougher, and that was another good change. His gaze flicked to her camera.

      “The alumni magazine,” Shannyn said. “They must have done an interview with you successful grads. I’ve been assigned to take the photos.”

      He nodded, then gestured. “Do you remember Kyle Stuyvesant?”

      Kyle, too, looked bigger and broader, his hair various shades of blond and his blue eyes filled with mischief. She’d bet he got his hair colored professionally, but he was easy on the eyes. That smile had melted more than one set of reservations in a long-ago English Lit class, never mind the sound of him reading nineteenth-century poetry aloud.

      Shannyn had much preferred Tyler’s recitations to Kyle’s. Kyle rushed through the verses to her thinking, but Tyler had paused in all the right places, as if savoring the words.

      She felt warm just remembering that.

      She’d wondered then what else he savored.

      She still did.

      Shannyn straightened and tried to pull her thoughts out of the gutter. This was work. So long as Tyler didn’t recite any poetry, and she kept her mind on the job, she should be able to keep this businesslike.

      “Of course, I do.” She couldn’t resist the urge to tease Kyle a bit, especially as it meant she’d be averting her gaze from Tyler. “Even though I wasn’t one of the multitudes of women who moved in beauty like the night.”

      Kyle, to her surprise, didn’t seem to have a comeback. He opened his mouth, shut it again, then ran a hand over the back of his neck, which was getting red. “Oh, yeah. English Lit 101. Those were the days.” His gaze flicked to Tyler with a kind of desperation and Shannyn was amused by his reaction. “Looks like you’ve got this covered, Ty,” he said, clearly intending to bolt. “I’ve got a lap swim session to supervise. Nice to see you again, Shannyn.”

      Then Kyle was gone, as if fleeing the scene of the crime.

      A bell rang at reception and the blonde woman went back to work, leaving Shannyn alone with Tyler. Was the air between them pulsing? Or was that her heartbeat going crazy? Either way, she felt more vital than she had in a long time. There was no going through the motions in this conversation.

      Being alone with Tyler made her feel tingly.

      And a little bit reckless.

      But then, following impulse was supposed to be her new mantra.

      “Congratulations,” Tyler murmured and she watched his lips curve into a smile. “There aren’t many women who spook Kyle, but you appear to have made the short list.” His eyes were twinkling. “But then, I remember you being fierce.”

      Shannyn was surprised. “Fierce? Hardly.”

      “Fierce,” Tyler insisted, his tone hinting that it wasn’t a flaw. She figured he was thinking of that drunken exchange, then he surprised her. “Passionate. Idealistic.” He shook his head and sighed in a way that shocked her. “Very cute.” His admiring little smile gave her palpitations.

      But cute? Very cute? “I didn’t expect you to remember anything about me.”

      Tyler’s eyes widened slightly. “Not even the last time we talked?”

      “The only time we talked.” Shannyn hoped the heat rising over her skin didn’t mean she was blushing. She was talking quickly and tried to slow down. “I was drunk. I was sure you’d forget that. Or dismiss it. It was the schnapps talking.”

      “Maybe the schnapps was letting you say what you really thought.”

      Shannyn was definitely blushing now. Her face felt like it was on fire. “No one said it was the truth...”

      “But it was your opinion and you delivered it with enthusiasm.” Tyler leaned back against the desk, watching her. His legs were insanely long, but his move put them more on a level. She couldn’t look away from his intense gaze. “That moment has haunted me,” he confessed and a few of Shannyn’s reservations melted even as she tried to fight her reaction.

      He had to be messing with her.

      Didn’t he?

      “Why?”

      “Because I wanted to defend myself and never had the chance.” His gaze was warm and Shannyn felt herself being charmed.

      But then Kyle said Tyler was good at getting what he wanted from women.

      The last thing she wanted to be was predictable.

      “Oh, please,” she said with disdain and saw that her tone surprised him. “I have a listed number and there is the alumni association. It would have been easy enough to call me up and argue your case. Twelve years is a long time to not get around to it.”

      He looked at her so hard that Shannyn wondered whether anyone ever told him off.

      “It is,” he finally said, his tone crisp. He was offended, which was probably safer if it meant he’d turn off the charm. Tyler reached over to shut down his laptop, as if some decision had been made. He picked up his suit jacket, moving with an athletic grace that made Shannyn’s mouth go dry. What did he look like naked? One enquiring mind really wanted to know. “And there’s no time like the present. What would you like to see?”

      “Everything,” Shannyn said in her surprise, but he took her words at face value.

      “How long do you have to take the pictures?” He was polite now, shrugging into his jacket, but his gaze continued to simmer.

      And he was still watching her, his gaze assessing.

      Like he was trying to figure her out.

      It was more than a little disconcerting to have his undivided attention, but Shannyn guessed it wouldn’t last.

      “Until Saturday,” she said. “I just got the job twenty minutes ago, so it’s a bit of a rush. The hired photographer has apparently disappeared.”

      “Happens, I guess.” He nodded and indicated the door. “Tour?”

      “You don’t have to show me around.”

      Tyler’s gaze clung to hers in a very satisfying way and his voice dropped even lower. “Maybe I want to make the most of opportunity. It would just be wrong to let you leave without me even trying to prove to you that I’m one of the good guys.”

      Why did he care what she thought?

      Tyler lifted a brow when she didn’t speak. “Unless you’d prefer otherwise. I could ask Kyle.”

      “Why would I prefer otherwise?”

      “The words ‘smug asshole’ come to mind.”

      “You forgot entitled.”

      Shannyn earned a hot look for that.

      “I didn’t forget,” Tyler said, biting off the words. “I’ll never forget.”

      He was insulted. Well, it had been an insulting thing to say to someone but she’d never imagined he would pay attention.

      Let alone remember for twelve years.

      “And it pisses you off.”

      The question obviously surprised him. “Shouldn’t it?”

      “I don’t know why it would. We were just classmates in a huge survey class.”

      “It did and it does.” He obviously noticed her skepticism and his voice rose a little. “Why wouldn’t I want to defend myself?”

      “Why would you care?” Shannyn replied.

      “Trust me. I do.” He headed for the door with purpose. “We can start with the rock wall...”

      “A tour of your empire is not going to change my mind about anything,” she said before she could stop herself.

      Tyler froze, then pivoted, his gaze locking with hers again. His eyes blazed in a way that thrilled her to her toes. “Then what will?”

      Oh, that quiet question was an invitation to trouble.

      A fake date, even to a wedding, isn’t that complicated and negotiation is in your skill set.

      Shannyn recalled Kyle’s words, the ones that she’d overheard, and the proverbial light went on. What was it like to be with Tyler? She’d always been curious. Her new philosophy was to live in the moment and this was the perfect opportunity to find out.

      No strings attached.

      It was crazy.

      It was impulsive.

      But once she had the idea, she couldn’t ignore it.

      Shannyn was going to tickle the dragon’s belly and she knew she had to look like she didn’t care if he breathed fire. “We could make a deal,” she said, carefully putting her camera away. She used the time to consider changing her mind, but couldn’t think of a single good reason to do so. When she looked up, Tyler was motionless, his eyes bright with interest. Shannyn took a step, closing the distance between them, then gave his tie a playful tug. She dared to look up and meet his gaze. Pure fire. “Because I’ve always wondered what I was missing.”

      “How so?” Tyler’s voice turned silky, and he was a thousand times more intense than he’d been before.

      “One hundred and ninety-eight women in that class, and I was the only one neither of you hit on.”

      He was visibly surprised. “Not Kyle?”

      “Not Kyle. Not you. Did I look like I had a communicable disease or something?”

      He frowned and shook his head. “No. You were serious.”

      “That’s a crime?”

      “You were looking for more than a hook-up,” Tyler explained, pushing a hand through his hair. “You wanted to fall in love. I could see that. I could hear it when you read the poetry aloud in class. I respected that, but I wasn’t on the same proverbial page. I was ambitious.”

      “Somehow I doubt you got over that.”

      “I haven’t.” He shook his head and smiled just a little, the sight making her heart squeeze tight. His eyes twinkled as his voice softened, as if they were exchanging confidences. “But if some asshole was going to break your heart, it wasn’t going to be me.”

      It was a nice thought, a protective impulse, either a hint that she had called it wrong or an attempt to say what she most wanted to hear.

      Shannyn didn’t care.

      Because either way, it was the perfect opening.

      She reached up to trace the line of Tyler’s mouth with her fingertip, surrendering to that ancient temptation. It felt just as good as she’d expected. Tyler’s lips were firm and warm, and his gaze sizzled. He didn’t move but she could feel the tension emanating from him, and was awed by his patience and control.

      She wanted to shatter his facade and let him loose.

      She wanted him to want her so badly that he took her hard and fast, against a wall or on this desk.

      She suspected that all she had to do was ask.

      Shannyn stretched up, almost touching her lips to his ear. She closed her eyes, smelling soap and clean, sexy man along with that delicious cologne. “I’ll trade you,” she whispered, then brushed her lips across his ear lobe. She felt Tyler shiver and that made her feel powerful. She saw his eyes narrow when he pulled back slightly to look at her.

      He was so close. “Trade what?” he murmured.

      “Sex, right now, in exchange for one wedding date, at a specified future date.”

      There. She’d said it.

      “Are you kidding me?”

      “I wouldn’t.”

      His gaze was searching. “I don’t think people change very much, Shannyn. I still can’t give you what you want.”

      Her reservations melted a little more that he would be protective of her—even though this was just about sensation. “I could argue that. I think you could give me exactly what I want.” She ran a hand across his chest and felt him catch his breath. His dress shirt was crisp and smooth, and he wore a tight white undershirt beneath it. Under that was all rock hard chest. She flattened her hand and ran it across him. “Because I’ve changed. I’m all about living in the moment now.”

      “Why?” Tyler looked as if she was a riddle he wanted to solve.

      Shannyn continued, ignoring his question. “I’ve learned to like things simple. I prefer clear boundaries and simple transactions. Sex for a fake date sounds just about right to me.”

      “Even with a smug entitled asshole?” He smiled a little again, the sight finishing her.

      “Maybe especially with one. It’s time to find out what I’m missing.”

      His eyes lit. “I reserve the right to try to change your mind.”

      Shannyn smiled. “I don’t think you will.”

      “Don’t underestimate me.”

      “That’s usually my warning.” They smiled at each other for half of forever and it felt to Shannyn as if there was no air left in the room.

      “Do we have a deal?” she managed to ask finally.

      “Yes.” Tyler moved decisively, clearly intent on seizing the moment. “Yes.” He caught Shannyn’s nape in one strong hand, pulled her closer and looked into her eyes for a moment. When she held his gaze steadily, he bent to capture her lips beneath his own.

      It was a good kiss, both possessive and persuasive. Unhurried and thorough. It wasn’t just poetry he savored. It was a kiss that meant business, a kiss that was unequivocal, and a kiss that convinced Shannyn that she’d made exactly the right choice.
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      Shannyn couldn’t have made a more perfect invitation.

      Given her opinion of him, there was no danger of her wanting more than simple satisfaction—which Ty was more than happy to provide. Their arrangement was elegant in its simplicity. Why couldn’t all relationships be like this? She’d spelled out the terms. She’d told him what she wanted and he would deliver.

      It was ideal.

      Shannyn had changed. She’d been quiet and composed in that long-ago class, except for the time she’d told him off. Even then, there’d been an emotional edge to her anger, and now she was cool. Her heart wasn’t on her sleeve anymore and her thoughts were harder to read. Ty guessed that some jerk had broken her heart. Healing had made her tougher and more sure of what she wanted, maybe more likely to ask for it outright.

      He couldn’t help but be glad that she wanted him.

      He’d anticipated that her shyness would return when he kissed her, but was pleasantly surprised. She didn’t just meet him halfway: she leaned into their kiss, demanding even more. It was as if she was starving for sensation. There was a hunger in her touch that hinted it had been a while for her and Ty intended to make sure she didn’t regret her choice.

      He held her close with that one hand, his fingers lost in the silk of her hair, and felt her soften even more. Her fingers were splayed on his cheek, her tongue touching his. Even as she invited him to deepen their kiss, Ty was aware that she was more fragile than him. He wanted to gather her close and carry her off, but he sensed that it was important to Shannyn to be the one making the choice.

      He flicked the door shut with one hand then poured everything into that kiss, wanting it to be as irresistible as possible. He heard her messenger bag slip to the floor. He felt her sigh then nestle against him, her hands running beneath his suit jacket as she checked him out. The quick flick of her tongue against his sent fire through his veins.

      This was the good stuff—and even better when Shannyn framed his face in her hands and backed him into the table, feasting upon his mouth as if she’d eat him alive. Tyler’s heart pounded and everything in him went tight with need. She lifted one knee to the table and crawled onto it, then wrapped her thighs around him, pressing her softness against him. Ty was overwhelmed—and that was before she rocked her hips, demanding even more.

      He spun around and lifted her to the table. His files scattered and he didn’t care. Shannyn slipped her arms around his neck and pulled him closer, those legs locking around his hips. She was wearing leggings and he cupped her butt in one hand, letting his fingers slide between her legs to caress her. She moaned, then nipped at him with her teeth, as if she wanted it fast. He could smell her perfume and the heat of her skin, and she pulled him on top of her, writhing beneath his weight in a way that made him nearly lose his mind. There was only Shannyn, her touch and her kiss, the sweet curve of her beneath him, the desire in her invitation and his own need to possess her...

      The phone rang at the front desk and Ty suddenly recalled where they were. He lifted his head with reluctance but didn’t let go. Shannyn looked less composed than she had, her lips soft and a little swollen, her cheeks flushed. There was a glow in her eyes that hadn’t been there before, either, and Ty liked his contribution to the change.

      “Not here,” he murmured and she smiled, her gaze flicking to the door.

      “We could lock the door,” she suggested. The wicked glint in her eyes made his heart skip.

      He’d never done it in the office. He was all for plans and the right setting, but there was something hot about her need.

      “I want to linger over it.” He touched his lips to her ear and murmured against her skin. “I want to make you shout.”

      Shannyn shivered a little, brushed her lips across his jaw, then smiled at him. “Are there private rooms in this club?” She reached up with a fingertip to touch his mouth again, her touch making him shiver. The way she watched the progress of her fingertip, her own tongue sliding over her lips, made him throb. “Maybe for a nice private massage?”

      “I can do better than that,” Ty said. “I live on the top floor.”

      “No.”

      “The plan is to convert the floors above the club to condos, but we’re waiting on permits.”

      She smiled a little. “But you’ve already claimed the penthouse.”

      “Only part of the floor. I work a lot and it’s convenient.”

      “Is that a practical choice?” She smiled as if teasing him. “Or is it because you like being the guardian angel of the club, watching from above?” She surprised him with the accuracy of her guess. “I’ll bet you like to be in charge.”

      “I think some things are worth defending. Is that a problem?”

      Shannyn swiveled out of his embrace, jumping off the desk as lightly as a dancer. She pushed a hand through her hair and bent to pick up her bag. Was it a coincidence that the move meant he couldn’t see her eyes? Ty had the sense that she was hiding something from him.

      What had happened to her in the past twelve years? He was surprised by how badly he wanted to know.

      “Of course not.” Her tone was businesslike again and Ty sensed that there was more to that story.

      He didn’t want her barriers in place again.

      He spoke quickly, trying to recapture the mood with a confession. “What I like best about living here is being able to come down in the middle of the night and swim laps, when the club is closed.”

      “Swimming in the dark.”

      “Not quite. There are security lights. But I like having the place to myself.”

      “King of the castle,” she teased. “Master of all he surveys.”

      “That sounds entitled, doesn’t it?”

      She laughed out loud, as if surprised. “Maybe I wasn’t that wrong.”

      “Maybe,” he admitted, wondering what would happen next.

      It was up to her.

      Even though he was raging to finish what they’d started.

      “Changing your mind?” she asked, her tone provocative.

      “Not a chance.” He decided to leave everything spread on the desk and lock the door instead of cleaning up. When he looked up, Shannyn was waiting by the door, as composed as if that kiss hadn’t happened. He opened the door and she spoke.

      “Thanks for offering me a tour,” she said, her voice loud enough to carry to the front desk. “But I didn’t mean to interfere with your own work.”

      Was Shannyn changing her mind? He hoped not. Or was it that she didn’t want everyone to know where they were going, or what they were going to do? That was at odds with the suggestion of doing it on the desk.

      She was one to keep him guessing, that was for sure.

      “It’s Friday night. I’m due for a break,” Ty said, playing along and hoping. He locked the door behind them. “We can start on eight, if you like, and work our way down. There are meditation rooms there and some smaller classrooms, but the view of the city should be good right now.”

      Shannyn nodded as they left the offices together. “The light might be good, too.” She flicked him a mischievous smile and dropped her voice to a throaty purr that only he could hear. “And I like starting at the top, then working my way down.”

      Her words made his heart stop, then race.

      Ty didn’t have it in him to give the official patter, not when he was uncertain of her plan, not when he so wanted her to choose to come with him. They walked in silence to the elevator. Once the doors closed, he pushed his key into the control panel and held his finger over the button for the top floor. He spared Shannyn a glance and she didn’t hesitate: she closed her hand over his and jammed his finger against the button. The doors closed and the elevator began to ascend. “I thought you’d changed your mind.”

      “Just not blowing your cover at the office,” she said, backing him into the wall and giving him another searing kiss. “It’s been a while since I shouted,” she whispered and Ty smiled. “I’m looking forward to it.”

      “I’ll take that as a challenge.”

      “Please do.”

      Their kiss was open-mouthed and fierce, frantic enough to make his blood boil. Her hands were under his suit jacket, roving over him as if he was her possession, and Ty liked that just fine. He caught her under the butt and she wound her legs around his waist again, her hands locked around his head as he kissed her with heat. She didn’t falter or back away, just rubbed against him, wanting more and more. He spun and backed her into the corner, loving how she rocked against him.

      When the elevator doors opened, Ty dropped her to the ground, then seized her hand and strode down the hall to his apartment. He liked the sound of her boots as she ran behind him, the weight of her hand in his, the sparkle of anticipation in her eyes when he put his key in the lock. He couldn’t get the door open fast enough and didn’t even bother to turn on the lights. He flicked the door shut behind them, turned the deadbolt, then Shannyn launched herself at him again. She’d already shrugged out of her coat and let it fall to the floor, although she put her messenger bag down more gently. He caught her and staggered back against the wall for one long sweet kiss.

      He lifted her off her feet, spinning her around as he moved toward the bedroom. She pushed her hands through his hair, pulling him close for another scorching kiss, then her hands were under his jacket again.

      “You might as well be a statue,” she whispered. “You’re as hard as rock.”

      “Comes with the territory.”

      Her hand slid down the front of him and she gave him a sparkling look when she discovered what else was hard.

      “Or the company,” he managed to say before she opened his fly and caressed him more boldly. Ty had to close his eyes against a tide of desire that left him dizzy. Shannyn shoved his suit jacket over his shoulders with an impatience he shared and he framed her face in his hands, kissing her again.

      The scent of her body’s warmth was driving him as wild as her touch. He loved that she wasn’t shy. Her impatience was equal to his own and made Ty want to feel her bare skin against his as soon as possible. He shrugged off the jacket and flung it over the couch, and Shannyn tugged at his tie. For once, Ty didn’t care about hanging anything up or folding it—he was lifting the hem of Shannyn’s huge black sweater and caught his breath at his first touch of her soft skin beneath his hands.

      She broke their kiss and pivoted to tug off her boots. Ty kicked off his shoes and socks, then swept her into his arms, heading for the bedroom with purpose. She kicked her feet, laughing, then they tumbled to the bed together in a tangle of legs. Ty pulled her sweater over her head, and she undid the buttons of his shirt with lightning speed. She pushed off his shirt, flinging it across the room, then reached for his belt. Ty didn’t even know where his cuff links fell. He’d find them later.

      Shannyn wiggled out of her tights and spared him a glance when she was down to her bra and panties. She was slender and fair, and her lingerie was practical. “Obviously, I didn’t plan this seduction,” she whispered but Ty shook his head.

      “White cotton is all good,” he said, revealing that he was also a fan of the basics. “It’s what’s inside that counts.” She caught her breath when he peeled off his undershirt. Down to his briefs, he braced himself over her, reaching behind her back to unhook her bra.

      She caught her breath and eyed him, apparently uncertain.

      Ty couldn’t see why. She was beautiful. Smoothly curved, her nipples dark and beaded, her skin as fair and delicate as he expected. He ran a fingertip across her collarbone and the hollow of her throat. It was a sight that he found exquisitely feminine, and he bent to touch his lips there with admiration. “Beautiful,” he breathed, meaning every syllable, and felt her heart skip.

      But she was a little bit tense and that changed everything. The tattoo he’d glimpsed covered her left arm from wrist to shoulder but he didn’t care about her ink, not right now. He lowered her to the bed, following her down until they were skin to skin. Their gazes locked again and her lips parted at the weight of him, then she arched her back slightly and smiled. She seemed to be bracing herself for what came next and not enjoying it anymore.

      There was only the ambient light from the city illuminating the room, but it was more than enough. Shannyn’s hair was tousled but there was a wariness in her eyes. That she hesitated even a bit in this moment made Ty want to know more about the guy who’d broken her heart.

      It made him want to fix her uncertainty.

      To eliminate it.

      Ty bent and took her nipple in his mouth, sliding the tip of his tongue across it as if they had all the time in the world. Shannyn caught her breath, but he persisted, coaxing that peak to harden. When he touched his teeth to it gently, she melted, giving a little sigh as she arched her back. She gripped his shoulders, her nails digging slightly into his skin as she surrendered to his touch. Ty felt her tremble, but took his time, lavishing that nipple with attention.

      “Hurry,” she whispered.

      “Not a chance,” he murmured against her skin. He flicked his tongue across that nipple so that she gasped. “The best things are meant to be savored.”

      She ran her hands over his shoulders and down his chest, touching his nipples.

      “Not yet,” he said, taking her nipple in his mouth slowly again.

      “But...”

      “Just enjoy.”

      She exhaled and there was humor in her next words. “You are determined to make me scream.”

      “I’ve taken it as a personal challenge,” he murmured as he lifted his head. Her eyes were sparkling a little more and she was smiling. Progress. He bent to take the other nipple in his mouth, capturing the first between his finger and thumb. She moaned, tipping her head back and sliding her hands back to his shoulders.

      “You’re evil,” she whispered, a wonderful little catch in her voice.

      “I’m thorough,” he replied, then concentrated on that nipple. “Attention to detail is the best plan for success that I know.” He didn’t know how he was going to last, but he was going to do his best to send Shannyn to the moon.

      He considered it key to keeping their deal.

      
      Shannyn had been sure it would be fast and fierce. She’d thought she’d be taken in a hurry, then be sent on her way. She knew she would have enjoyed it all the same. Sometimes fast was good. Sometimes a lack of conversation was good. Sometimes it was enough for the guy to be hot. Her need for Tyler was urgent. She would have done it on the desk or even in the elevator, and not just in the name of living in the moment.

      It was partly his fault. The way he kissed, as if she was the last woman in the world, as if she had to be overwhelmed by desire for him to continue, had been seductive. She’d never been courted with a kiss, not like that—she’d wanted to both linger in that kiss forever and get to the part where he was inside her ASAP. That was all new. It had been exciting to pretty much tear off each other’s clothes, to share that need for immediate satisfaction. It had been raw and hungry. Passionate. Hot.

      And then he’d stopped.

      No, Tyler had slowed his seduction beyond any expectation. He was taking an eternity with her nipples, ensuring that they were tight and hard, and that she was wetter than she’d ever been before. He was fixed on his task, teasing and tormenting her, making her wait for it. She had the feeling that he might take hours in foreplay.

      His control was impressive and a little daunting.

      As well as unexpected.

      Shannyn had expected her pleasure to be incidental, not to be cultivated. But it hadn’t worked out that way at all.

      Maybe he wasn’t the asshole she’d accused him of being.

      But then, she’d suspected that all along.

      Just enjoy. His growl of a command had sent shivers through her. She’d felt the words as much as she’d heard

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Just One Fake Date
      


      		
        Flatiron Five Fitness
      


      		
        Dear Reader
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        An Excerpt from Just One More Time
      


      		
        Sign up for My Newsletter, Heroes & Happy Endings
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        More Contemporary Romance by Deborah Cooke
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		More Contemporary Romance by Deborah Cooke


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rtx-1f642.png





OEBPS/images/book1_fakedate_ebook.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

f ¢

FAKE DATE






