
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	      

	

Book Description

	Lily Harper needs a miracle.

	With a career-defining business deal on the line and her family constantly questioning her personal life, she makes a desperate decision—she needs a fiancé.

	Fast.

	There’s only one problem.

	The only man who could pull off the role is the one person she never expected to see again.

	Noah Carter.

	Confident. Successful. Infuriatingly charming.

	And the man she once promised herself she would never trust.

	When Lily proposes a temporary fake engagement, Noah agrees—on one condition:

	They follow strict rules.

	No real feelings.
No real romance.
And absolutely no crossing the line.

	Pretending should have been easy.

	Until it isn’t.

	Because every shared glance, every stolen moment, and every convincing kiss starts to blur the line between fake and dangerously real.

	But when someone begins to question their story, the truth behind their arrangement threatens to destroy everything—including the feelings neither of them were supposed to have.

	Now Lily must decide whether protecting her carefully built life is worth losing the one man who might actually belong in it.

	Because sometimes the most dangerous deal…

	Is the one that turns into love
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	The ballroom glittered with golden lights and laughter, the kind of celebration Lily Harper usually thrived in. Elegant centerpieces lined the tables, crystal glasses sparkled beneath chandeliers, and the soft hum of conversation blended with the jazz trio playing in the corner.

	Normally, Lily would be in her element.

	After all, orchestrating events like this was her specialty.

	But tonight, standing near the bar in a pale blue dress that suddenly felt too tight across her ribs, Lily felt like she was drowning.

	Her phone buzzed in her hand again.

	She didn’t need to look to know who it was.

	Mom.

	Again.

	Lily sighed and declined the call for the fourth time.

	Across the ballroom, her cousin Emily laughed with her new husband while guests gathered around them with champagne flutes. Everyone looked happy. Comfortable. Settled.

	Everything Lily wasn’t.

	“Still hiding from your mother?”

	Lily turned to find her best friend Ava leaning beside her, eyebrow raised.

	“I’m not hiding,” Lily said weakly.

	“You declined four calls in ten minutes.”

	“That’s strategic avoidance.”

	Ava laughed.

	“You told her you were coming to the engagement party alone, didn’t you?”

	Lily groaned.

	“Yes.”

	“And?”

	“And she’s decided that means my life is falling apart.”

	Ava smirked.

	“To be fair, your mother has been trying to marry you off since you turned twenty-five.”

	“She started before that.”

	Ava took a sip of champagne.

	“So what’s the big deal tonight?”

	Lily exhaled slowly.

	Because tonight wasn’t just another family gathering.

	Tonight was important.

	Very important.

	Across the room, near the long windows overlooking the harbor, stood Mr. Jonathan Whitmore.

	One of the most powerful real estate developers on the coast.

	And the man who held the future of Lily’s business in his hands.

	Whitmore’s company was hosting a massive charity gala in two months — the biggest event contract Lily had ever had the chance to land.

	But Whitmore was old-fashioned.

	Painfully so.

	Earlier that evening during introductions, he had smiled politely at Lily before asking the question she had heard far too many times.

	“Your husband works with you?”

	Lily had forced a laugh.

	“I’m not married.”

	Whitmore’s smile had dimmed almost immediately.

	“Well… running a business alone must be very… demanding.”

	Which was rich coming from a man whose company built half the waterfront.

	But Lily knew what that meant.

	Whitmore preferred “stable” partnerships.

	Family-oriented people.

	Married people.

	Lily glanced back toward him now, watching as he spoke with another couple — a polished woman and her husband standing proudly beside her.

	Exactly the kind of image he liked.

	Exactly the kind Lily didn’t have.

	Ava followed her gaze.

	“That’s him?”

	“Whitmore.”

	“The guy who could give you the gala contract?”

	Lily nodded.

	Ava tilted her head.

	“And he wants a married event planner?”

	“Not exactly,” Lily said.

	“But he definitely trusts them more.”

	Ava hummed thoughtfully.

	“Well… there are worse problems.”

	Lily raised an eyebrow.

	“Oh really?”

	Ava shrugged.

	“Just get a boyfriend.”

	Lily stared at her.

	“That’s your brilliant solution?”

	“Temporary boyfriend,” Ava corrected.

	“Preferably handsome.”

	Lily rolled her eyes.

	“Yes, I’ll just order one online.”

	“Hey,” Ava said, raising her glass.

	“Stranger things have happened.”

	Before Lily could respond, Whitmore’s deep voice carried across the room.

	“Miss Harper.”

	Lily straightened instantly.

	Whitmore approached with a friendly smile.

	“I hope you’re enjoying the evening.”

	“Very much,” Lily said smoothly.

	Whitmore nodded approvingly.

	“You know, I’ve been thinking about the gala.”

	Lily’s pulse jumped.

	“Yes?”

	“My wife and I strongly believe events run best by people who understand family values.”

	Lily forced a polite smile.

	“I completely agree.”

	Whitmore looked around the room thoughtfully.

	“Your husband will be involved in the planning?”

	Lily’s stomach dropped.

	She opened her mouth.

	And froze.

	Because across the ballroom doors—

	Someone had just walked in.

	Tall.

	Broad shoulders.

	Dark suit.

	Dark hair.

	And a face she hadn’t seen in five years.

	Her heart slammed against her ribs.

	Noah Carter.

	Of all the people in the world.

	Noah stepped into the ballroom like he belonged there — confident, composed, scanning the room with sharp blue eyes.

	Then his gaze landed on Lily.

	And stopped.

	Time seemed to freeze.

	Lily’s breath caught.

	Noah’s expression shifted from confusion… to recognition.

	To something dangerously close to amusement.

	Whitmore followed her gaze.

	“Someone you know?”

	Lily’s brain scrambled.

	Think.

	Think.

	Think.

	Her entire future business contract was standing beside her.

	Expecting a married woman.

	Expecting stability.

	And the one man who had once known her better than anyone else had just walked through the door.

	Before she could stop herself, Lily turned toward Whitmore and said the most reckless thing she had ever said in her life.

	“Yes.”

	Whitmore smiled.

	“Oh?”

	Lily lifted her chin.

	“That’s my fiancé.”

	Across the room, Noah Carter raised an eyebrow.
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	Lily Harper had made many bold decisions in her life.

	Starting her own event-planning company at twenty-five.

	Moving to the city with barely any savings.

	Pitching herself to high-profile clients who normally hired agencies twice her size.

	But nothing—absolutely nothing—compared to the reckless lie she had just told.

	That’s my fiancé.

	The words still echoed in her head as she walked across the ballroom floor.

	Every step toward Noah Carter felt surreal.

	Guests chatted around her, laughter filling the air, but Lily heard none of it. Her focus locked onto the tall figure near the entrance.

	Noah hadn’t moved.

	He stood with his hands casually in his pockets, watching her approach with an expression that was equal parts curiosity and disbelief.

	And maybe… amusement.

	Great, Lily thought bitterly.

	He thinks this is funny.

	The closer she got, the more memories rushed back.

	The last time she had seen Noah, they had been standing outside a small café on a rainy evening.

	Five years ago.

	Five years since the argument that had ended everything between them.

	Five years since she had sworn she would never see him again.

	And now he was here.

	In the worst possible moment.

	Lily stopped in front of him, forcing her heartbeat to steady.

	Noah tilted his head slightly.

	“Lily Harper.”

	His voice was exactly the same—deep, calm, slightly teasing.

	Her stomach twisted.

	“Noah.”

	For a moment, neither of them spoke.

	The silence stretched long enough that Lily began to feel the weight of Whitmore’s gaze from across the room.

	Watching.

	Waiting.

	Expecting her fiancé.

	Noah finally broke the silence.

	“You look… surprised.”

	“You weren’t exactly on the guest list I expected tonight,” Lily said.

	Noah smirked faintly.

	“Emily invited me.”

	Lily blinked.

	“My cousin Emily?”

	“The same.”

	Lily groaned internally.

	Of course.

	Emily had known Noah back in college. They’d stayed friendly after Lily and Noah split.

	Which meant this wasn’t some strange coincidence.

	Just terrible timing.

	Noah studied her face.

	“You look like someone who’s about to ask for a favor.”

	Lily stiffened.

	“I’m not asking for a favor.”

	“Good,” Noah said calmly.

	“Because that usually ends badly.”

	His words carried a subtle edge.

	A reminder of how their last favor to each other had ended.

	Lily ignored it.

	Instead, she grabbed his arm.

	“Come with me.”

	Noah didn’t resist as she pulled him a few steps away from the entrance toward a quieter corner near the bar.

	Once they were out of immediate earshot, Lily turned to face him.

	“Okay,” she said quickly.

	“I need you to do something for me.”

	Noah crossed his arms.

	“That didn’t take long.”

	“It’s temporary.”

	“Ah,” he said.

	“That sounds reassuring.”

	Lily sighed.

	“Noah, please just listen.”

	He raised a hand.

	“Go ahead.”

	Lily glanced across the room.

	Whitmore was still watching.

	This had to look convincing.

	Which meant Noah had to cooperate.

	“See that man by the window?” she said quietly.

	Noah glanced over.

	“The older guy with the gray suit?”

	“Yes.”

	“What about him?”

	“He’s a potential client.”

	Noah nodded slowly.

	“And?”

	“And he thinks I’m engaged.”

	Noah turned back toward her.

	There was a beat of silence.

	Then he laughed.

	Actually laughed.

	Lily’s jaw tightened.

	“It’s not funny.”

	“Oh, it’s extremely funny,” Noah said.

	“You told a client you’re engaged?”
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