
  
  
      
        
          Fake Dating the Rockstar

          
		      
          Celeste Heartswell

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Celeste Heartswell 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        The Arrangement
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        On the Road
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Public Heat
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Private Moments
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Emotional Walls Crumble
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Tabloid Trouble
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        The Turning Point
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Real Love Song
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  The Arrangement


Natalie Whitaker adjusted the strap of her worn camera bag and tried not to stare at the gleaming black tour bus parked behind the arena. The thing looked more like a luxury yacht on wheels than transportation. Chrome details caught the late afternoon sun, throwing sharp reflections across the asphalt. She saw the shot instantly. High contrast, dramatic angles, the kind of image that would stop scrollers mid-feed. But she was not here to take photos. Not yet. 
Brooke Delaney clicked her tablet shut and gave Natalie the look. The one that mixed encouragement with a healthy dose of warning. Her red hair was pulled into a tight bun, freckles standing out against her pale skin in the harsh light. Always the professional in her crisp blazer and heels.
"This is the one, Nat," Brooke said, voice low and urgent. "Jasper Knight's team reached out after those scandal photos leaked. The ones from the Miami hotel. You know the ones. Naked models, smashed guitars, the works. His label is threatening to pull the comeback deal unless he cleans up his image fast. They want a steady girlfriend. Someone real enough to sell but temporary enough not to complicate things."
Natalie let out a sharp laugh that echoed off the concrete barriers. "And I'm the lucky girl who gets to play house with a bad-boy rockstar? Brookie, I photograph weddings and headshots for a living. My biggest client this month canceled because she found a cheaper filter app. How exactly does this make sense?"
Brooke's expression softened. She placed a hand on Natalie's arm, the way she had since they were freshmen sharing cheap ramen and big dreams. "It makes sense because they're offering fifty thousand dollars for three months. Plus bonuses for social content. You get to shoot exclusive tour photography, build your portfolio, and keep the lights on. No more choosing between rent and new lenses. This isn't charity. It's a contract. A performance."
The numbers hit Natalie like a flashbulb. Fifty thousand. Enough to pay off the credit cards, fund the gallery showing she'd been putting off for two years, maybe even upgrade her equipment. Her ribs itched where her tattoos lay hidden under her black tank top. The intricate camera lens inked there seemed to pulse with possibility. Still, something felt off.
"And what happens when the three months are up?" she asked, green eyes sharp. "I just disappear? Poof. Another tabloid casualty?"
"That's the beauty of it," Brooke replied, steering her toward the bus steps. "The contract is ironclad. No real feelings. No messy breakup drama. You both walk away richer and with better optics. His label gets a reformed heartthrob. You get financial freedom and professional exposure. Everyone wins."
Natalie climbed the stairs first, the metal cool under her palms. The interior of the bus smelled like leather, expensive cologne, and faint traces of whiskey. Plush seating lined both sides, a full kitchen gleamed at the back, and guitars rested in custom mounts along the walls. It was rockstar excess wrapped in black and chrome. Her artistic eye catalogued every detail. The way light slanted through tinted windows. The half-empty coffee mug on the table. The man sprawled across the couch like he owned gravity itself.
Jasper Knight looked up from his phone. Those intense blue eyes locked on her immediately. Messy dark hair fell across his forehead in calculated chaos. Multiple silver piercings glinted in his left ear. The leather jacket hugged broad shoulders that tapered to a lean, muscled frame. He was taller than she expected. When he stood, the bus suddenly felt smaller.
"You must be Natalie," he said, voice smooth as aged whiskey with a lyrical lilt that probably melted panties across three continents. He extended a hand. "Jay. Nobody calls me Jasper unless they're my accountant or pissed off."
She took his hand. His grip was firm, warm, lingering a fraction too long. A spark jumped between them. Static electricity, she told herself. Nothing more. "Nat," she replied, keeping her tone light and sassy. "Nobody calls me Natalie unless they're my mother or trying to sell me something."
His mouth curved into a crooked smile that revealed a hint of mischief. "Guess I'm trying to sell you something then. Or buy you, depending on how you look at it." He gestured to the leather booth across from him. "Sit. Let's get the boring part over with."
Brooke followed her in, tablet already open again. She slid a thick folder across the table. "The contract. My team and Jasper's people have already negotiated the main points. Three months. You'll attend events, pose for photos, maintain appropriate social media presence. Ten posts per week minimum. Intimate but not explicit. The goal is to make him look committed. Stable. Worth the label's investment."
Natalie flipped through the pages, her photographer's eye catching every clause like it was a composition that could make or break the shot. The no-attachment rules were bolded in section four. No genuine romantic feelings. No physical intimacy beyond what is required for public appearances. No discussions of past relationships or future plans. At the end of the term, both parties agree to an amicable separation with no further contact unless mutually agreed for professional purposes.
She looked up at Jasper. He watched her with those piercing blue eyes, one arm draped casually over the back of the seat. His posture screamed control. This was his world. His rules.
"Seems pretty clear," she said, tapping the bold section. "No catching feelings. No complications. I pretend to be your adoring girlfriend while you pretend not to be a complete disaster. Easy enough."
Jasper chuckled, the sound low and rumbling. "You say that now. Most women think they can handle it until the cameras start flashing and the lines get blurry." He leaned forward, elbows on the table. The scent of his cologne wrapped around her. Something woodsy and dark. "But you're different. I can tell. Those eyes don't miss much. Artistic. Guarded. You'll be perfect for this."
The compliment felt like a caress and a warning at the same time. Natalie shifted in her seat. Her heart beat faster than it should. This close, she could see the faint scar through his left eyebrow. The way his messy hair begged fingers to run through it. She pushed the thought away. This was a job. A well-paid acting gig.
Brooke cleared her throat. "There are additional clauses. Natalie retains all rights to any photography she creates during the tour. Jasper's team gets approval on which images are released publicly. No unauthorized leaks from either side. If the arrangement is exposed as fake, both parties forfeit the remaining payment. Questions?"
Natalie picked up the pen. Her fingers trembled slightly. This was it. The moment her carefully constructed independent life took a hard left turn. She thought of her tiny apartment with the leaky faucet. The rejection email from the gallery last week. The way her ex had laughed when she said she wanted to pursue her art full time. "Photography is a hobby, Nat. Grow up."
She signed with a flourish. The ink dried quickly on the thick paper.
Jasper watched her the entire time. When she slid the contract back, he signed his own name with a lazy scrawl that somehow still looked artistic. "There. Official. Welcome to the circus, Nat."
Brooke collected the documents and stood. "I'll give you two a minute to get acquainted before we move to the first staged appearance. The paps have been tipped off. They're waiting near the entrance. Nothing too intense for the first shot. Just enough to spark interest."
When the door closed behind her, the bus fell into thick silence. Jasper studied Natalie like she was a new chord progression he was trying to master. His gaze traveled from her sharp green eyes down to the delicate ink peeking from beneath her tank top along her ribs.
"Nice tattoos," he murmured. "What's the story there?"
"None of your business," she shot back, though her voice lacked real heat. "The contract didn't say I had to share my life story. Just pretend to like you in public."
He laughed again, this time with genuine surprise. "Feisty. Good. The last one they sent me folded like a cheap lawn chair the first time a camera flashed. You'll do better." He stood and offered his hand again. This time when she took it, he pulled her up with effortless strength. Their bodies ended up closer than necessary. Heat radiated from his chest. "But let's be crystal clear on the rules. This isn't real. I don't do real. No late night confessions. No jealousy when I flirt with fans. At the end of three months, we both walk away richer and smarter. Got it?"
His tone was commanding, leaving no room for misunderstanding. Yet his thumb brushed once across her knuckles. Almost tender. Natalie swallowed hard. "Crystal. I don't do fake rockstars with commitment issues anyway. This is business. My camera. Your image rehab. Nothing more."
His eyes darkened. For a moment, something electric crackled between them. Then he released her hand and stepped back. "Perfect. Now let's give those bloodsuckers outside something to chew on."
They stepped off the bus together. The late sun had dipped lower, painting everything in golden hour perfection. Natalie automatically calculated f-stops and shutter speeds in her head. A small cluster of photographers waited near the arena gates. Not too many. Just enough to sell the story.
Jasper slipped an arm around her waist like it was the most natural thing in the world. His fingers splayed possessively across her hip. The leather of his jacket brushed her bare arm, sending unexpected shivers down her spine.
"Relax," he whispered against her ear. His breath was warm. "Look at me like I'm the best thing you've seen all year. Like you can't wait to get me alone."
"That confident in your appeal?" she teased, even as her pulse thundered in her throat.
"Baby, I've been on magazine covers. But right now, all I care about is how convincing we look." His voice dropped lower, instructional. "When I kiss you, kiss me back. Like you mean it. But remember. It's just for them."
Before she could form a retort, he turned her toward him. One hand cupped her jaw with surprising gentleness while the other stayed firm on her lower back. The world narrowed to the intense blue of his eyes and the way his messy hair fell forward as he leaned in.
The first touch of his lips was soft. Testing. A gentle press that still managed to steal her breath. Then he angled his head and deepened it. His mouth moved against hers with practiced skill, but there was something else beneath the performance. A spark. A pull. His tongue traced the seam of her lips and she opened for him before her brain could protest.
Heat flooded her body. His taste was coffee and mint and something darker. His fingers tightened on her jaw, holding her exactly where he wanted her. A small sound escaped her throat. Not part of the act. Real. Her hands came up to fist in his leather jacket, anchoring herself as the kiss ignited something dangerous low in her belly.
He pulled back just enough to rest his forehead against hers. His breathing was ragged. Those famous blue eyes had gone stormy. "Fuck," he whispered, so quiet only she could hear. "That was... convincing."
Natalie couldn't speak. Her lips tingled. Her tattoos felt like they were burning against her skin. The cameras clicked and flashed around them, but the sound seemed distant. Muted. All she could focus on was the man still holding her close and the way her body had responded to him like it had been waiting for this exact moment.
She forced a smile for the photographers. Forced her voice to sound light and teasing even though her knees felt unsteady. "All part of the job, right? Don't get any ideas, rockstar."
Jasper's answering grin was slow and devastating. But his eyes held a new intensity. A flicker of something that looked a lot like genuine surprise. He kept his arm around her as they turned toward the arena entrance, playing the part perfectly.
"Wouldn't dream of it," he said smoothly. But his fingers traced a small circle on her hip. A secret caress the cameras couldn't see. "Three months, Nat. Just three months of this. Should be easy."
As they walked away from the flashing lights, Natalie felt the weight of the contract in her bones. The rules were clear. No attachment. No real feelings. But that kiss had already cracked something open inside her. Something she wasn't sure her camera could capture or her heart could survive.
She glanced up at Jasper's profile. The strong jaw. The hint of a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. This was going to be more complicated than either of them had bargained for. And they had only just begun.
Inside the arena, the roar of soundcheck vibrated through the walls. Jasper's band was warming up without him. He paused at the entrance to the green room and looked down at her again. His expression had shifted back to that controlled, charismatic mask.
"First rule in action," he said, voice dropping into that commanding register she was already starting to recognize. "When we're alone, we drop the act. But when those cameras are
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