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Sofia Reyes stood at the edge of the hotel rooftop, one hand wrapped around a sweating glass of sparkling water, the other braced on the railing. Manhattan glittered below her in a sprawl of gold and white lights. The party behind her was loud-Bree’s birthday, thirty-five people packed onto Adrian Cole’s private terrace, music thumping under the string lights. Sofia’s heels already hurt. Her dress, a simple black wrap that clung to her full breasts and the soft curve of her hips, felt too tight across her chest. She’d worn it because Bree had texted “look hot, I need eye candy” and Sofia had been too tired to argue.

She was one bad month from closing her doors. The Vandermeer wedding was supposed to save her. Six figures, three days, the kind of job that got a planner’s name into every Manhattan socialite’s mouth. Mrs. Vandermeer had loved the proposal. Then she’d asked, sweetly, if Sofia was married. When Sofia said no, the older woman’s smile had cooled. “I only work with planners who understand commitment,” she’d said. “My daughter deserves someone who believes in forever.”

Sofia had smiled until her face hurt and then gone home and cried into a pint of ice cream.

Bree appeared at her elbow, already flushed, dark hair escaping its clip. Bree’s dress was red, low-cut, and doing heroic work containing her breasts. She was shorter than Sofia but thicker in every place that counted-wide hips, thick thighs, a body that turned heads without trying. She smelled like champagne and the expensive perfume she stole from Adrian’s guest suites.

“Stop brooding,” Bree said. “It’s my birthday. You’re supposed to be celebrating my continued existence.”

“I’m celebrating by not jumping,” Sofia said. “Mrs. Vandermeer wants a married planner. I am not married. My business is about to die. The end.”

Bree made a sympathetic noise and stole a sip of Sofia’s water. “Adrian’s grandmother is doing the same thing to him. Won’t sign the hotel over until he ‘settles down.’ He’s been in a mood for weeks.”

Sofia snorted. “Adrian Cole has never been in a mood. He has moods scheduled.”

“True.” Bree’s eyes lit up. “You two should fake it. Get married for six weeks, make the old ladies happy, then divorce like civilized people. You get the wedding. He gets the hotel. Everybody wins.”

Sofia opened her mouth to tell her that was insane. Adrian’s voice cut in first, low and calm from just behind them.

“That could work.”

Sofia turned. Adrian stood in a dark suit with the jacket off, sleeves rolled once, tie loosened. He looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine and then decided the magazine was too bright. His eyes were on her, steady. He held a short glass of something amber he hadn’t touched.

“You were eavesdropping,” Sofia said.

“I own the roof,” he said. “And Bree is loud.”

Bree grinned, unrepentant. “Tell her it’s a good idea.”

Adrian’s mouth curved, not quite a smile. “It is. My grandmother won’t release the trust until I’m married. Your client won’t hire you until you are. Six weeks. A ceremony we stage here. A few public appearances. Then we dissolve it quietly. I’ll have my lawyer draw up an agreement.”

Sofia stared at him. The wind lifted her curls and blew them across her mouth. She pushed them back. “You’re serious.”

“I don’t joke about the hotel.” He took a step closer so the three of them formed a small triangle away from the rest of the party. “We write the rules down. No sex unless we both want it. No feelings. No using each other for anything except the stated purpose. When the six weeks are up, we walk away.”

Sofia’s pulse kicked. She looked at Bree, who was vibrating with glee, then back at Adrian. His face gave nothing away. The idea was stupid. It was also the only idea she had.

“Fine,” she said. “But I want it in writing tonight. And I want veto power on every public appearance.”

Adrian nodded once. “Agreed.”

They found a cocktail napkin and a pen from a waiter. Adrian wrote in neat block letters: Six weeks. Fake marriage. Public only. Nothing sexual happens unless both parties explicitly say they want it. No exceptions. Sofia added her own line underneath: Either of us can end it with twenty-four hours’ notice. They both signed. Bree signed as witness and then immediately demanded a photo for “posterity.” Adrian allowed one, his hand light on Sofia’s waist. The contact burned through the thin fabric of her dress.

The rest of the party blurred. Sofia smiled when people congratulated Bree. She accepted a slice of cake she didn’t eat. Every time she glanced at Adrian he was already looking at her, expression unreadable. At eleven-thirty the crowd thinned. Bree grabbed Sofia’s wrist.

“Come on. I need five minutes where nobody is singing at me.”

They slipped through a side door into a small private lounge the staff used between events. The lights were low. A leather couch faced a wall of windows. Bree locked the door behind them and leaned against it, breathing hard.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve seen all year,” she said. “You and Adrian signing a sex contract like it was a grocery list.”

Sofia laughed, shaky. “It’s not a sex contract. It’s the opposite.”

“Yet.” Bree pushed off the door. She crossed the room and stopped in front of Sofia, close enough that Sofia could see the faint sheen of sweat in the hollow of her throat. Bree’s breasts rose and fell with each breath, the red fabric stretched tight. “I need to blow off steam. And you look like you’re about to vibrate out of your skin. Can I touch you?”

Sofia’s mouth went dry. They’d done this before-twice, both times after bad weeks, both times careful and clear. She nodded. “Yes.”

Bree’s hands settled on Sofia’s waist, thumbs stroking the sides of her ribs. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

“I won’t.”

Bree kissed her. Soft at first, then deeper when Sofia opened for her. Bree tasted like cake and the mint she’d been chewing. Her tongue slid against Sofia’s, slow and filthy. One hand slid up to cup Sofia’s breast through the dress, squeezing, thumb circling the nipple until it peaked hard against the fabric. Sofia made a small sound and arched into it.

Bree broke the kiss and dropped to her knees on the rug. She pushed Sofia’s dress up around her hips. Sofia wasn’t wearing anything underneath-she rarely did in dresses this tight. The cool air hit her bare pussy and she shivered.

“Fuck, you’re already wet,” Bree said, voice rough. She spread Sofia’s thighs with both hands and leaned in. The first lick was flat and slow, from her entrance up to her clit. Sofia’s knees buckled. She grabbed the back of the couch for balance. Bree did it again, then again, tongue circling, teasing, never quite giving enough pressure. Sofia’s hips rocked forward on their own.

“Bree-”

“I’ve got you.” Bree sucked Sofia’s clit into her mouth and slid two fingers inside her at the same time. Sofia’s head dropped back. The stretch was perfect, the wet sound of Bree’s fingers obscene in the quiet room. Bree fucked her with them, slow and deep, curling on every thrust while her tongue worked Sofia’s clit in tight circles. Sofia’s thighs started to shake. She could feel the orgasm building low in her belly, hot and inevitable.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Right there-fuck-”

Bree didn’t stop. She added a third finger and sucked harder. Sofia came with a broken moan, pussy clenching hard around Bree’s fingers, wetness spilling down her thighs. Bree worked her through it, gentling only when Sofia’s legs threatened to give out.

Sofia hauled her up by the shoulders and kissed her, tasting herself. She walked Bree backward until the other woman’s ass hit the edge of the couch. “My turn. Sit.”

Bree sat. Sofia pushed the red dress up and yanked Bree’s panties down her thick thighs. Bree’s pussy was shaved smooth, already glistening. Sofia dropped to her knees between Bree’s spread legs and buried her face there. She licked broad stripes first, then focused on Bree’s clit, flicking it with the tip of her tongue while two fingers pushed inside. Bree’s hand fisted in Sofia’s curls. She was loud-always had been-moaning Sofia’s name, hips grinding up.

Sofia added a third finger and sucked hard. Bree came fast, thighs clamping around Sofia’s head, pussy pulsing, a fresh rush of wetness coating Sofia’s chin. Sofia kept licking until Bree pushed weakly at her shoulder, oversensitive.

They stayed like that for a minute, breathing hard. Sofia wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. Bree’s dress was still rucked up around her waist, breasts nearly spilling out. She looked wrecked and happy.

“Feel better?” Bree asked.

“Marginally.” Sofia stood on shaky legs and fixed her dress. Her thighs were sticky. She could still feel the ghost of Bree’s tongue. “We should go back before Adrian sends a search party.”

Bree stood, tugged her panties up, and kissed Sofia once more, quick and sweet. “He’s going to be so much trouble for you.”

“I know.”

They unlocked the door and stepped back into the noise of the party. Adrian was still on the terrace, talking to a vendor. His eyes found Sofia immediately. She met them and didn’t look away. The napkin with their signatures was still in her clutch. Her mouth still tasted like Bree. And for the first time all night, the tight knot in her chest had loosened just enough to let her breathe.
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The rooftop looked different at night with only the string lights on. Sofia stood under them in a champagne satin gown that clung to every curve-low across her breasts, tight through the waist, the fabric cool and slippery against her skin. Her dark curls were half-up, the rest spilling over one shoulder. She felt ridiculous and strangely calm. Adrian waited a few feet away in a dark suit, no tie, the top button of his shirt open. Bree circled them with her phone, grinning like she’d invented marriage.

“Okay, serious faces,” Bree said. “Pretend you like each other.”

Sofia looked at Adrian. He looked back, expression steady. The wind off the river lifted the hem of her dress against her calves.

“We’re doing the short version,” Adrian said. “No vows. Just the rings and the kiss.”

Bree had bought plain bands that afternoon. Adrian slid one onto Sofia’s finger. The metal was warm from his pocket. Sofia did the same for him, her fingers brushing the inside of his wrist. His pulse jumped under her thumb.

Bree stepped back. “Kiss the bride!”

Adrian didn’t move right away. He leaned in just enough that only Sofia could hear him. “Do you want this?”

Her mouth was dry. The lights above them hummed. She could still taste the memory of Bree’s mouth from two nights ago, but that felt distant now. “Yes.”

He kissed her. It started careful-closed mouth, for the camera. Then Sofia’s lips parted
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