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Dedication

For the ones who fell in love without expecting to.

For the ones who chose it again anyway.

And for anyone learning that the truest things in life don’t need to be loud — only real.

This story is for you.
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Prologue
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Los Angeles, Four Weeks Before the Wedding

Lila Hart knew the smell of panic far too well. It wasn’t smoke or sweat. It was roses.

The kind dumped on your doorstep by a desperate publicist at 7 a.m., still slick from the florist’s fridge, accompanied by a contract and a single line of typed desperation: We need to talk. Urgently.

She stood barefoot in her kitchen, silk robe loose around her waist, staring at the NDA in her hand. Her espresso had gone cold. Her agent was on speaker. Her patience had expired thirty minutes ago.

“A fake marriage?” she repeated, flatly.

“It’s a win-win,” said Marla, too cheerfully. “You clean up your press image. He humanises his brand. It’s six months, Lila. Then you go your separate ways with more followers and fewer lawsuits.”

Lila took a slow breath, fighting the burn of indignation — or maybe it was the half-glass of cabernet she hadn’t finished last night.

“I’m not some tabloid cliché,” she muttered.

“No,” Marla agreed. “You’re a tabloid hazard. Your ex was arrested, your last film tanked, and the paparazzi caught you flipping the bird outside Chateau Marmont. We either shift the narrative or you watch every studio door slam shut.”

Lila pinched the bridge of her nose. “And this narrative includes pretending to be madly in love with Dominic bloody Wolfe?”

A pause.

Then, softly: “Yes.”

Lila barked out a laugh. “He’s a wolf in Armani. With a trust fund.”

“And a media empire worth nine billion,” Marla added. “You need stability. He needs sympathy. This is optics. Nothing more.”

Lila paced to the window, looking out over the haze of Hollywood Hills. The city glittered like a lie. She’d spent a decade crawling up its golden spine, bleeding ambition, biting back doubt, pretending not to care. And now?

Now she was supposed to pretend to be in love.

With him.

Dominic Wolfe.

The man who once called her a “charming PR liability” on live television. The man who hadn’t so much as looked at her backstage at the Variety gala last year. The man whose arrogance was matched only by his ability to make headlines.

This was her solution?

“Fine,” she said finally. “I’ll meet him.”

Dominic Wolfe didn’t do panic.

He did control. Strategy. Scalability.

So, when his CFO warned him that another week of headlines — affairs, lawsuits, one more rumour about insider trading — might be enough to scare off half his investors, he didn’t flinch.

He made a plan.

And when that plan involved marrying Lila Hart?

Well. He almost smiled.

Not because he liked her. He didn’t.

He thought she was chaos wrapped in silk. The kind of woman who wore trouble like perfume. Too mouthy. Too reckless. Too... captivating.

But she was perfect.

People believed in love stories. Even fake ones.

Especially fake ones, when the photos were good.

Dominic adjusted his cufflinks as he stepped into the rooftop restaurant, where the LA skyline sprawled like a postcard behind the glass.

Lila was already seated.

Red lips. Dark glasses. A slash of black velvet across her collarbones. She didn’t stand.

He liked that about her. The refusal to pretend she cared.

She looked him over once. Slowly.

“Dominic,” she said coolly. “I hear congratulations are in order.”

He smirked. “You’ve always dreamed of being a Wolfe, haven’t you?”

She picked up her wineglass. “You’ll be lucky if I don’t bite.”

Their eyes locked.

And just like that, the game began.
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Chapter 1: Contract Signed
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Day One – Contract Signed

The NDA was forty-two pages long. Lila Hart skimmed exactly none of them.

She leaned back in the leather armchair, tapping her nails against the marble table while her agent, Marla, and a junior lawyer in an ill-fitting suit dissected terms like “public engagement clause” and “minimum romantic display frequency.” Across the room, Dominic Wolfe read every single line, brow furrowed, pen motionless in his hand.

He was all sharp edges and control — dark tailored suit, clean jawline, cufflinks subtle enough to scream generational wealth. The kind of man who never rushed a decision, never blinked first.

Lila, on the other hand, had been raised in chaos. She thrived in it. But this wasn’t chaos. This was staged precision. And somehow, it unnerved her more.

Dominic looked up. “Page twenty-eight. Clause fourteen. The living arrangement.”

Marla coughed lightly. “Yes, we... thought it might be wise, optically, if you were seen to cohabitate. At least for the first ninety days.”

Lila laughed. “You want me to move in with him?”

Dominic didn’t even twitch. “It’s a large house.”

“That’s not the problem.”

“Then what is?”

She looked him dead in the eye. “You.”

He set the papers down. “If it helps, I find your company equally exhausting.”

Marla clapped once, falsely chipper. “Perfect, then! Chemistry!”

Lila rolled her eyes.

Dominic signed the document with an efficient flick of his pen. Then slid it across the table without looking at her.

Lila took her time.

She held the pen for a moment, letting the weight of it settle in her palm. This was it. Once she signed, there was no halfway. No safe distance. Just a contract, a man she couldn’t stand, and a city hungry for spectacle.

She signed.

And just like that, Lila Hart became engaged.

The press release hit two hours later.

Hollywood Royalty Ties the Knot? Lila Hart and Dominic Wolfe Announce Surprise Engagement

The internet melted.

Comments poured in like wildfire:

She’s just after his money.

He's using her to fix his image. Can’t believe people fall for this.

Their babies would be unreal though.

This has PR stunt written all over it, but I’m invested.

Lila stared at the screen, phone buzzing in her hand, and felt her stomach twist. Not from regret. From recognition.

She knew this game.

She just didn’t expect it to play so fast.

The move-in was scheduled for a Saturday. 10 a.m. sharp.

Lila didn’t pack light. She arrived with four suitcases, three hatboxes, and a stylist who insisted on personally steaming her “welcome paparazzi” outfit before she stepped out of the SUV.

Dominic’s house wasn’t a house. It was a cathedral with a mortgage.

Sleek lines. Glass walls. A view of the city that looked more like a painting than a place people lived. Lila took one look and said, “Jesus. You run a tech firm, not a royal court.”

Dominic appeared in the doorway, phone in one hand, expression unreadable. “You’re late.”

“I’m always late. It’s part of my charm.”

He gestured to a staff member, who began collecting her bags without speaking. She narrowed her eyes. “Are they robots?”

“They’re efficient.”

“Same thing.”

He didn’t smile.

She stepped past him, brushing his shoulder slightly as she entered. The air inside smelled like leather, pine, and something else — expensive silence.

Her heels clicked across the stone floors.

“Where’s my wing?” she asked, half-joking.

He led her up a wide staircase and down a hallway so long she expected to find a minotaur at the end of it.

“This room has the best light,” he said, pushing open a door.

The space was massive — king bed, balcony, ensuite, the works. It was objectively stunning.

But it was still his.

Lila set her handbag on the ottoman and turned. “If you try to micromanage my closet, I swear to God—”

“I don’t care what you wear,” he said. “Just don’t leave sequins in the washing machine.”

She arched a brow. “So domestic already.”

Their first official appearance as a couple came that evening — a charity gala for some luxury skincare foundation neither of them cared about.

Lila wore red.

Not just red — movie star red. Silk, backless, with a thigh split engineered to cause headlines. She did her own makeup. She didn’t trust anyone else to contour the kind of war paint she needed for nights like this.

Dominic met her at the bottom of the stairs.

He looked her over — not lasciviously, not admiringly. Just... clinically.

She hated how steady it made her feel.

“You look acceptable,” he said.

She smiled sweetly. “You’ll do.”

They rode to the gala in silence. Outside the venue, cameras flashed like lightning.

Dominic stepped out first. Straightened his jacket. Turned, hand extended.
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