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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

It was yet another day at the whore house. Don’t get me wrong. I never called myself a whore out loud, but I couldn’t deny the fact that I sold myself for money. It earned me a lot more than I would make serving tables or dancing in a strip club. I also enjoyed living with a bunch of sexy ladies who also made their money in salacious ways.

I sat at the vanity in my room as I got ready for my next client. I still had an hour until he arrived, but Madame Mari told me he was a high roller and that he might have a special proposition for me if the date went well. I had enough regulars as it was, but I couldn’t disobey Madame Mari’s orders. This was her house after all, and it wouldn’t be the first time that she put a girl out on the streets for disobeying her commands. She loved us dearly while we lived under her roof but never let us forget that we were expendable.

“Nicole?”

“Yeah?” I asked and glanced over my shoulder to see who was at my door. It was Sharon, another girl who lived in the house. There were four of us girls and Madame Mari. We lived in a mansion in an undesirable neighborhood. I’d gotten used to the gunshots and random shouting long ago, but they didn’t happen as much as one would think.

“Do you have some gold lipstick? My next client requested it, and I can’t remember the last time I wore gold lipstick.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, I think I have some, but what kind of guy requests gold lipstick?”

“Beats me,” Sharon said with a shrug. She was the dominant girl in the house. She wasn’t exclusively a dominatrix, but she handled all the requests from guys who wanted to experience a bit of punishment with their fun. “I’m meeting the guy at a hotel downtown.”

“Married?”

“Who knows? I stopped asking questions like that a long time ago.”

“You and me both,” I said and glanced in my makeup bag, gasping when I saw a tube of gold lipstick. “It’s your lucky day.”

“Oh!” Sharon gasped and snatched the lipstick from my fingers. “You’re the best, Nicole. I’ll get this back to you tomorrow.”

“You better,” I said and winked. “Good luck with your guy tonight.”

“Same to you!”

I got back to work after Sharon had run out of my room, dolling up my face for my next client. I kept my makeup simple. A little eyeliner, plenty of mascara—but not so much that it got clumpy—and pink gloss for my lips. It was a gorgeous summer day, so I picked out a white dress from my closet and slipped it on, pairing it with white heels. I went to the beach last week, so my skin was peak tan and looking brilliant against the white fabric.

“Aren’t you stunning?” Madame Mari said in the doorway, slowly walking across the room until she was standing right behind me. “Your date just messaged me to say that he’ll be here any second. You’re to entertain him in the courtyard and fulfill any requests he might have in the playroom.”

“Yes, Madame.”

“He knows your secret.”

“Isn’t that protocol? It’s not much of a secret.”

“Nobody can tell from looking at you,” Madame said as she gently rubbed my shoulders. I moaned as my back twisted. Her touch was always so sensual and warm and comforting. She’d escaped poverty by sleeping with men, getting with richer and richer men until she found one to give her millions of dollars, which was how she bought the mansion. “You’re my trans doll.”

“Why are you telling me this? Did he make an issue of me being trans?”

“Not at all, dear. No need to raise your voice,” Madame said and pushed her manicured fingers into my flesh, melting away my concerns with her touch. I’d been in the house the second longest of all the girls. Barbara, aka Barbie, had been with Madame Mari the longest. Sharon came after me, and Helen was the newest girl, but she’d already made a name for herself. I hoped that we wouldn’t change heads anymore. The chemistry was so much better now that Janelle and Tina weren’t living in the house. Too bad the only constant in life was change.

“I’ve had issues in the past.”

“And I’ve apologized for not screening those men more thoroughly. We got you the emergency button to contact Roger at a moment’s notice, so you’re safer now.”

“I know,” I said and placed my hand over Madame’s. “I appreciate everything you’ve done for me. Truly.”

“Keeping you safe is my top priority. This guy seems to check out, but you know what to do if he doesn’t. Do you have your pepper spray?”

“Always,” I said. “Plus, I’m meeting him here.”

“Exactly. I don’t want to keep you any longer. He should be here in twenty minutes, and I want you waiting for him outside with glasses of lemonade. Can you do that?”

“Yes, Madame. Don’t worry.”

“You’re the best, Nicole. I hope this date goes well for you,” Madame said and bent over to give me a kiss on the cheek from behind. “You’re a star.”

I smiled at her, and then she left my room for me to finish getting ready for this mystery man. All she told me was that his name was Lawrence and that he was rich, which was just fine with me.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

I was waiting outside at a table in the courtyard behind Madame’s house. It was fenced and gorgeously maintained. It was the envy of the neighborhood from what I’d heard, but Roger made sure we didn’t have to deal with any games. He was from the neighborhood, just like Madame, so people left us alone. I honestly felt as safe as could be living here.

“Ms. Nicole,” Roger said as he walked outside with a stunningly handsome man standing next to him. “This is Mr. Lawrence.”

“Thank you, Roger. I’ll take it from here.”

Roger nodded at me and turned on his heels to leave us. I smiled at Lawrence, more than a little intimidated by his beauty, but I tried to stay calm. I had handsome guys request me before. None like Lawrence, though. He gave off a rich playboy energy I’d never felt, but I quite enjoyed it.

“I fixed us some lemonade to drink.”

“My favorite,” Lawrence said and followed me over to the table to take a seat. “Did Mari tell you?”

“She did,” I said. “Would you like some grapes? I also brought out cookies if you’d like.”

“The lemonade is fine.”

“Okay,” I said and smiled at Lawrence before picking up my glass to take a drink. “Just let me know if you need anything. I’m at your disposal.”

Lawrence nodded without saying a word, but he wouldn’t take his eyes off me. I held his gaze for a moment. Then it became uncomfortable. He was simply too handsome. Too intense. He had a million thoughts going on from what I could see in his eyes. I was expecting him to be like the rest. I thought this special proposal might be him wanting a regular schedule, but there was clearly something else.

“It’s crazy.”

“What’s crazy?” I asked.

“You look and sound just like a chick.”

“I am a chick!”

“Yeah, but don’t you have a dick?”

I sighed and tossed my hair over my shoulder. I wrapped my manicured fingers around my glass. My nails were a pale pink color that went perfectly with my outfit. I was offended that Lawrence would bring up something so obvious, but I swallowed a sip of my lemonade and my pride.

“Isn’t that what you wanted? You don’t have to be afraid of what you desire,” I said in a seductive voice and moved my hand toward Lawrence’s thigh, but he stopped me. “What’s wrong?”

“That’s just the thing. I don’t want you.”

Okay, now I was really offended.

“May I ask why you’re here then?”

“I need a fake fiancée,” he said. “Actually, I need a fake wife.”

“What?” I gasped.

“My grandfather doesn’t want to write me in his will until I have a wife. He thinks I’m past old enough to get married, even though I don’t agree with him. Bad thing is the bastard doesn’t have long to live, so it’s kind of forcing my hand.”

“Don’t talk like that about your grandpa! What if he died right now?”

“Then I would be screwed because he hasn’t included me in the will yet.”

I shook my head slowly, a bit in disbelief that Lawrence could talk like this about his grandfather, but I understood his desire for the family money. I had a complicated past with my own family. My parents didn’t have a bunch of money to leave me, so I didn’t feel like I was missing out on much by leaving them in my past, but it certainly hurt to think about the past. To remember all that was left behind when I moved out of their house at eighteen to become the woman I was meant to be.

“When Mari told me that you were trans, I thought it would be perfect. We could be pictured together, trick everyone, and we would never have to fool around. It would be a win-win.”

“That depends. How much are you paying me?”

“One hundred thousand.”

I tried not to faint right there. One hundred thousand dollars? It wasn’t millions like Mari got from one of her suitors, but it would be the most I ever made from this job, and I wouldn’t even have to sleep with him?

“Grandpa must be leaving you a lot.”

“He’s a rich man, but he’s a bastard, and he’s stingy.”

“You speak so highly of him.”

“I wasn’t sure what to expect when Mari told me you were trans, but there’s no way in the world anyone would ever think that you were once a man.”

“Thanks?” I said in a somewhat sarcastic voice.

“I mean that as a compliment!”

“What’s the timeline for this plan of yours?”

“A few months, and then we would have to stay married at least until my grandpa dies.”

“So romantic. You’re willing to do all this for money?” I asked.

“Money and freedom. He can’t tell me when I should get married or to whom. You wouldn’t believe the number of dates my family tries to set me up on,” Lawrence said with a shake of the head. “They’re relentless. I swear.”

“Why do you put up with them?”

“They’ve controlled me for as long as I can remember.”

“What will you do if they find out that I’m trans?”

“They won’t! They can’t,” Lawrence said in a measured voice. “You can keep that a secret, right?”

“Yes, but wouldn’t you prefer to find a girl you actually loved?”

“I will… one day.”

I chuckled as I shook my head again. Lawrence was adorable, thinking that he could control his destiny. He could marry me to get his inheritance, but then he would have to disclose that fact to every girl he dated after our divorce. He wouldn’t be able to openly entertain any woman who came along in the meantime, not without risking the wrath of this family he clearly wanted to please. I could see so many holes forming in Lawrence’s plan if he married me for money, but I wanted the money, and I wanted more than one hundred thousand dollars.

“Make it two hundred thousand, and you have a deal.”

“Two hundred thousand?” Lawrence gasped.

“If you’re willing to give me one hundred grand, you can spare two.”

Lawrence tightened his jaw and growled behind his folded lips. He didn’t like me coming at him like this, but that was how it was going to be if he wanted my help. I wasn’t cheap, and I certainly wasn’t free. I was going to make sure this major commitment was worth my time and energy, and I needed two hundred thousand for it to feel right.

“So, what do you think?”

“One hundred fifty thousand.”

“Two or you can find someone else,” I said without hesitation. I didn’t know how Madame Mari would feel about me negotiating like this, but I was following my heart. This man was talking marriage. That could easily become a full-time job, and I wanted to make sure that I was getting compensated appropriately, especially since I knew that Madame Mari would want her cut. “Don’t you think I’m worth two hundred thousand dollars?”

“It’s not like we’ll be fucking! You should do it for less.”

“You’re talking about staying together until your grandpa dies. That could be next month, next year, or five years from now.”

“He won’t last five years. The doctor gave him a year, tops. I bet it will be less than that judging by the way he eats and drinks.”

“You’re such a ray of sunshine. Two hundred thousand dollars. Take it or leave it, Lawrence.”

“Fine! I’ll take it.”

“How much are you getting, anyway? Five million?”

Lawrence smirked. “Much more than that, hon.”

“Then you can spare my pay.”

“I’ll send a contract over to Mari. I’m expecting you to be available for me whenever I need you.”

“Make sure you include an extra hundred grand for every year after three that he stays alive, and we have a deal.”

“Fifty.”

“Don’t test me.”

“Fine, eighty.”

I reached out my hand, and we shook on it, staring into each other’s eyes with intensity as we did. He got up and showed himself out of the house as I sat at the outdoor table, silenced and stunned by what I’d agreed to but also by the fact that I would become this handsome man’s wife. Even if we didn’t fuck, at least we would have a collection of gorgeous pictures.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Lawrence sent over a contract a few days after our date in the courtyard. I was his now that I’d signed it. He sent over an initial fifty thousand dollars, and now it was my job to go on a bunch of dates with him so that we could build an online presence together. He didn’t want it to be a total shock when he proposed, especially since I wasn’t one of the girls that his family had picked for him to date. I had no online profiles, so I didn’t have to worry about them looking me up. As far as they were concerned, I was a girl who worked as a receptionist at a hotel downtown. We would tell his family that we met while having drinks after work with our friends.

“Should we take pictures over there?” I asked and pointed at a tree. It was late in the afternoon. The sunlight was perfect for snapping photos for our social media profiles. I felt a little wrong deceiving his family, but Lawrence had told me enough bad stories about his grandfather to make me feel a tad less guilty. Apparently he was a big misogynist and an asshole in general. The family loved him because he was the patriarch, but Lawrence said they only tolerated him. Everyone was ready for him to die so that they could get his money.

Lawrence followed me over to the tree, our fingers laced together. I felt so close to him already. I had to be careful and protect my heart. I was constantly reminding myself that our relationship was strictly business, but there was something in the way he looked at me, like I was special. Beautiful. Cherished. I was probably just imagining things, so I tried not to get ahead of myself, but how could I not? Lawrence was sexy, rich, and intelligent.

“This spot is perfect,” Lawrence said as he swiftly pulled me into his arms. I gasped as I landed against his firm body. “Smile for the camera, gorgeous.”

Lawrence pushed his fingers into my hair as we both stared into the camera. The reflection of us got me every time. We were so cute together. People turned their heads to look at us every time we went somewhere. I hated that we looked so perfect as a couple. I hated that I was falling for this man that I couldn’t actually have.

“Let’s take some of us sitting.”

“Should I get on your lap?”

“Yeah, while you give me a kiss.”

I bit my lip as I got to my knees by Lawrence’s side, already anxious about what this moment would do to me. I slid onto Lawrence’s lap and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck while he placed his hand on my side. It was so strong and manly, just like him. He was everything I could ever want in a husband. I never realized how difficult this assignment would be when I agreed to it, but I was dying inside as Lawrence touched me, falling more in love with him the more time we spent together.

“Are you okay?”

“Just fine,” I said in a bright voice. “Kiss me for the picture.”

“Close your eyes.”

I did as he said, burning inside as he pressed his lips against mine and took a few photos. I gasped against his mouth when his cock jumped beneath his pants. My own cock stirred at the feeling of his pressing against my bum. He didn’t know how badly I wanted him to take me. If only he knew what I would let him do to me.

“These are the best pictures we’ve taken yet.”

“They aren’t too sexy?”

“I’m sure grandpa would approve,” Lawrence said with a smirk. “What do you say I post one?” 

“You have to post at least two. Let me pick.”

“Thank you.”

I stayed on Lawrence’s lap as I scrolled through his phone, ignoring the fact that his cock kept jumping in his pants. He was staring at me intently, but I didn’t give him any attention. We both knew that I could feel his cock poking my butt. Why give him the satisfaction of letting him know that I liked it? Why let him know that I was literally going mad from my incessant need to have this man? What could I do to make these feelings go away? Seriously, I needed to know… ASAP.

The chances of Lawrence wanting a girl like me after this fake marriage was over were zero, and I would be shattered. Destroyed. I wouldn’t be able to put the pieces of my heart back together after he took a hammer to it, but I’d signed a contract. There was no going back no matter what I did.

Fuckkk!

I kept my emotions bottled up and picked out the two cutest photos for Lawrence to post on his social media account for everyone in his family to see. “These are the best ones,” I said and passed his phone back to him so that he could review the post that I’d prepared.

“We look pretty good together, don’t we?” he said as he stared at the screen with a sparkle in his eyes.

I slid off his lap now that I’d come back to my senses. He could think that we looked good together all he wanted, but Lawrence made it clear that he wasn’t interested in sex the first time we met. He made it clear that this was nothing other than a business arrangement. I said nothing as Lawrence posted the pictures of us. I shook him off when he wrapped his arms around my shoulder.

“Stop it,” I said.

“What’s wrong?”

“Us. This.”

“What?” Lawrence asked in a rough voice. “We’re just taking some pictures. Why are you acting like that?”

“We have to set boundaries. You can’t keep touching me.”

Lawrence frowned as I stared at him, but I was being serious. I was vulnerable and tender. Lawrence was the most stable relationship I’d had in years, and it was all a mirage. All those pretty pictures we posted online meant nothing if we couldn’t be together. The fact that we were supposed to get married only made everything worse. It made me feel absolutely miserable.

“I’m sorry,” he said with a shake of the head, scooting away from me. He threw his arms into the air. “You’re right. I should have been more respectful of your space.”

“This is harder than I thought it would be.”

“For me too,” Lawrence said with a deep sigh. “Never in a million years did I think I would have a crush on you.”

“You have a crush on me?” I asked, my voice catching in my throat. “Do you mean it?”

“Absolutely.” He scooted forward and wrapped his hands around mine. I looked away, but his gaze was relentless. He pulled me back to him within moments, making me blush as a smile crossed his lips. Was he being serious right now? Did he really want me? “You’re so sexy. It drives me crazy knowing that you were once a guy, but anyone would be a fool to think you were a man now. You’re all woman.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Uh, yeah. It took a lot of work, but here I am,” I said and snapped my fingers.

“I’m being serious, Nicole. You’re something else.”

“In a good way or a bad way?”

“In the best ways possible,” Lawrence said and squeezed my hands before gently resting them on my lap. He moved his hand to my face and cupped my cheek. “I lie awake at night thinking about you, wishing that we could have more than a business contract.”

“Don’t tease me, Lawrence.”

“I’m serious,” he said. “I don’t care that you’re trans. I don’t care how we met. The more time we spend together, the more I want to be with you.”

I moved closer to him as he moved closer to me. He lifted his other hand to hold both sides of my face as he kissed me. It was our first true kiss, and I could feel the energy vibrating between us. He truly meant what he said. I leaned deeper into the kiss, sliding back onto Lawrence’s lap. He was already hard for me, and I loved it. I moaned against his lips as he slid his tongue into my mouth and his hand up my back. He pushed his fingers beneath my bra strap, teasing me with his touch. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d wanted a man so badly, but I was desperate for Lawrence.

“Show me that you’re serious,” I said.

“I need you, Nicole.”

“Take me back to your place and have me.”

“Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath. “Show me this isn’t a game.”

Lawrence lifted me off his lap and stood, holding out a hand to help me to my feet. He grabbed me there under the tree and gave me another kiss. Then he took my hand and led me to his car. I hadn’t yet been to his place, but I trusted him explicitly and couldn’t wait to see where the day took us.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“This is where you live?” I said in a high voice when we entered his stellar apartment. He lived downtown in one of the nicest buildings I’d ever seen with a doorman and everything. I walked over to the huge sliding doors that led out to his terrace. “Do you mind?”

“Not at all. I have quite the view.”

“You really do,” I said as I stepped outside, taking in the city’s skyline. I could even see the river that ran through the city from where I was standing, completely amazed by its beauty and how the city lights reflected off the dark water. I jumped a little when Lawrence came up behind me and placed his hand on my shoulder.

“Sorry,” he said softly. “I didn’t mean to frighten you.”

“It’s okay. I was caught up in the view.”

“Do you come downtown often?”

“A bit,” I said, not really wanting to get into the details of my life. Lawrence clearly lived a much more fabulous life than I, and he didn’t want to hear about all the sexual escapades I went on to pay my bills. “When there’s a game. You know.”

“Everyone loves coming down here for the games.”

“Not much else?”

He shrugged and pressed himself against my body, which pushed me up against the railing. I was normally afraid of heights but felt strangely safe in his arms. I knew that I shouldn’t trust a man so easily, not after everything that I’d been through, but Lawrence and I had been doing everything except fucking the past couple weeks, and that was making me vulnerable. I couldn’t remember the last time that I didn’t just hop into bed with a man. I couldn’t remember the last time that a man had wined and dined me like Lawrence did, and all the cute pictures we were taking to build a narrative only made this fake relationship all the more difficult. As much as I wanted to believe that Lawrence truly desired me like he’d said in the park, how did I know he wouldn’t change course once he saw me naked? He chose me to become his fake wife because I had a dick, and the last thing I wanted was to be humiliated by this man I’d grown to love.

“Lots of people live downtown, but you know how people out in the suburbs talk. How the city is such a horrible place.”

“They like downtown, though.”

“Maybe,” Lawrence said casually as he moved one hand to the nape of my neck. I moaned lightly when he pushed his fingers into my hair. “I don’t know what people think, but I know what I think.”

“What’s that?”

“That you look stunning.”

“Thank you,” I said in a measured voice as I stared out to the city and the river passing through it, focusing on a few people who were walking along the sidewalks below. I ignored how Lawrence’s cock had grown hard and was pressing against my bum through the fabric of our clothes, but damn did I want it. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d wanted a man this badly, but that was even more reason to tread carefully. Lawrence could break the contract. He could dump me in a second and find a new girl. I would still get paid, but it would only be a fraction of our original terms if we didn’t end up walking down the aisle together to become husband and wife.

“We shouldn’t do this,” I said in a breath and turned to break free of Lawrence’s hold. He was so warm and comforting, but it was an illusion. He was that elusive prize that nobody could win no matter how hard they tried. The only reason that Lawrence had sought me out was due to his commitment issues and his desire to avoid a meaningful, loving marriage at all costs, including paying a whore like me to marry him.

I felt ravaged when the truth hit me like a tidal wave slamming onto the shore. I was a fool for letting it go beyond the dates for photo ops. I was a fool to believe Lawrence for even a second and for coming back to his place when I knew better. I couldn’t give my heart to a man who saw me as a transaction.

“I should get going, Lawrence.”

“Why?”

“It wasn’t a good idea to come here,” I said and marched over to the door, keeping my head held high even though I felt like I wanted to cry. I wouldn’t cheat on Lawrence. I would be faithful to him as long as our contract was active, but I couldn’t sleep with him. I couldn’t let myself fall even more in love. I was playing with fire as it stood, and I could tell that I was on the verge of getting burned.

Lawrence followed me to the door and grabbed my hand before I could leave. “Don’t go, Nicole. I meant what I said back at the park.”

“Maybe you did, but it’s not a good idea for us to be together.”

“I thought that too, but I can’t stop thinking about you when we’re apart. I can’t stop imagining how amazing life would be if we took things to the next level.”

“You’re only fooling yourself with those lies. We both know what will happen when you see me naked.”

“Let me prove you wrong.”

“I’m not willing to take that risk,” I said and tried to pull my hand free from Lawrence’s grip, but he wouldn’t let me go. He was staring at me with that relentless gaze of his as I stood at his door. I refused to meet his eyes. I refused to let my walls crumble. We were supposed to spend the next year or two together. I worried if we blurred the lines of our agreement now that we would never be able to make it as a fake married couple. “We can’t do this, Lawrence. We have to stay focused on the end goal.”

“You’re my end goal now.”

Blush crossed my cheeks at his flattering words. I couldn’t control my instant reaction no matter how hard I tried, but I didn’t want to feel like this. Madame Mari had taught me the dangers of vulnerability. She taught me that I had to protect my heart above all else, especially with rich and powerful men. I hadn’t dealt with many of them before Lawrence came along, and even when I did, none of them spoke so poetically into my ear.

“C’mon, Nicole. Don’t leave now. Let me prove you wrong.”

“You might hurt me if I stay.”

“How about I agree to give you one hundred thousand after tonight if I change my mind? Would that change yours?”

My knees knocked as a chill ran through my body. “You’re willing to do that? Just to prove me wrong?”

“Yes, Nicole, because I’m certain it won’t matter. I’m certain that I’ll still want you once this night is over.”

As much as I wanted to believe Lawrence, it was still my heart on the line. I’d already fallen for him over the past two weeks from all the wining and dining we’d been doing and all those sweet, gentle kisses we gave each other for the cameras. These emotions coursing through me were almost too much to bear, but what did I have to lose by giving Lawrence a chance? 

“Write that offer on a napkin, and we have a deal.”

Lawrence smirked when I met his eyes for the first time since walking toward the door. They were so big and brown and intensely beautiful just like the rest of him. He was a man of stature. Elegant in every sense of the word and as gentlemanly as could be. I relaxed as he took my hand and led me back toward the terrace.

“Why don’t you sit outside while I fetch us glasses of wine? Or would you prefer something else?”

“Wine is fine,” I said and opened the sliding door to step outside. Lawrence smiled as he watched me before disappearing to the kitchen. I admired the way he whistled while he prepared us the glasses of wine, looking as handsome as could be when he stepped back outside.

“Here you are,” he said and placed the glass in front of me.

“Thank you,” I said and picked up the wine glass by its stem as Lawrence sat across from me. “Cheers.”

“Cheers,” he echoed and clinked his glass against mine. “Aren’t summers the best?”

“I don’t hate winters, but summer is certainly better.”

Lawrence chuckled and took a sip from his glass before setting it on the table. “In all seriousness, I would like to get married by the fall of this year. We’ll have to get engaged soon.”

“Oh,” I said and sucked in a sharp breath. “I suppose I expected that, but talking about it makes the date seem so close.”

“It is close, but I’m confident we won’t run into any issues,” he said and scooted forward to place his hand on my leg beneath the table. His gentle touch ignited a fire within my body. I folded my lips, trying to hide how badly I wanted him, trying to be at least a little hard to get, but Lawrence could take me right here on the terrace, and I would let him. I would strip naked and bend over the railing if that was what he told me to do, despite my fear of heights. He wouldn’t let me fall.

I moved my legs to get his hand off them, but I would be kidding myself if I said I didn’t want his hands all over me. I wanted to feel what it would be like to be his girl and not his paid help. As much as I wanted to open the door of possibility, fear paralyzed me. Fear kept me timidly sipping my glass of wine while Lawrence stared at me with that handsome gaze.

“You’ll have to trust me eventually. I signed the napkin, didn’t I? What’s the worst that can happen?”

“You might call me ugly names. Maybe you’ll beat me up like other guys have. I don’t know,” I said defensively, letting my past cloud my judgment, but I’d been through a lot. Men weren’t always the kindest creatures on the planet, especially ones who struggled with their desires for trans women. I didn’t think that Lawrence was like those men who’d come through my life in the past, but how did I know that he wouldn’t turn on me?

He shook his head. “I wouldn’t do any of those things. Do you think I would have offered to make you my wife if I had a problem with trans women? I’ll admit I never thought that I would want to sleep with you since you’re trans, but my feelings for you have grown complicated over the past couple weeks. I like you more than I ever thought I would, and I don’t know… I just want to try having a little fun if you’re willing. Wouldn’t our marriage be that much better if we could fool around from time to time?”

I shrugged, not wanting to answer the question. Lawrence stood when I said nothing and walked over to me. “What are you doing?” I asked as he stood above me.

“Showing you that I’m serious.”


 

CHAPTER 5

 

I gasped as Lawrence fell to his knees in front of me and placed his hands on my legs. His touch was heavy and passionate, and I was paralyzed from it. I bit my lip as he slowly moved his fingers up my legs until they were at the hem of my dress. He looked up at me through hooded eyes as he continued moving his hands until they were beneath the fabric.

“You don’t have to do this. We can—”

“Shh, Nicole. I want to do this.”

What more could I say? As worried as I was about where the future would take us, I couldn’t deny that I wanted Lawrence. I wanted him to use my body for his pleasure. I didn’t want to spend the next few years of my life without passion, so why not give this a chance? Why not let my guard down? Lawrence proved that he wasn’t like a lot of other men on more than one occasion, so shouldn’t I trust him now? Shouldn’t I let him do as he said?

“Your legs are so sexy and smooth,” Lawrence said as he brushed my exposed flesh with the back of his hand. “So feminine.”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“I’ve been wanting to touch you like this for days now. Thank you for letting me.”

“Don’t make me regret it.”

“I won’t,” he said and moved his hands a little closer to my dick. It was tucked tightly in the black thong that I was wearing to match my black heels and dress. I’d worn gold jewelry with my outfit this afternoon to match the sunset as we snapped our pictures, but now I just wanted Lawrence to remove everything from my body and ravish me right here on the terrace. I didn’t care if other people could see us from the neighboring skyscrapers. I didn’t care if someone called the authorities on us if it meant that I could have him.

“Are you sure you want this?” I asked.

“Positive,” he said and pushed my dress a little higher. “If you could feel how hard I was right now, you would know that I was telling the truth.”

Lawrence wasn’t the only one that was hard. I could feel my cock swelling in my black thong. It was dying to break free, but maybe it would be best to see Lawrence’s cock first. Maybe it would be best if I played with his cock before he played with mine.

“Let me see.”

He shook his head. “Not until I see yours.”

“You don’t want to show me yours first?”

Lawrence smirked as he pushed up my dress a little further, sending yet another chill through my body. No other man’s touch had made me feel so alive and fearful at the same time. I wanted him so badly at this point that I worried I wouldn’t be able to handle any of his criticism, but I let him continue as he was. He pushed up my dress until my thong was on full display.

“Damn, that’s a thick bulge.”

My cheeks turned bright red as Lawrence stared at the outline of my hardened cock. I was usually pretty good at controlling my boners, but there was nothing I could do with his hands all over me. He reached his hand out and touched it, his eyes widening when he made contact.

“If you hate it, you—”

“Shh,” he hissed. “Give me a chance.”

I gripped the chair as Lawrence moved his hand a little more quickly, rubbing up and down the outline of my cock like it was a toy, and I loved it so much. I moaned deeply when he slipped his fingers into my thong and wrapped them around my swollen shaft.

“Mmm, I’ve never touched a cock other than my own before, but I really like yours.”

“You do?” I asked softly.

“Yes,” he said and nodded. “A lot.”

I cursed under my breath as Lawrence grabbed the waistline of my thong and began moving it down my legs. My cock stood at attention once it was free, and Lawrence moved the thong all the way down my legs and tossed it over his shoulder, never taking his eyes off me for a second.

“I love how smooth it is,” Lawrence said and returned his hand to my cock. “Pull down your dress and show me your tits.”

“Right here?” I asked.

“Yes, right here. I want to see your tits.”

My cock jumped in Lawrence’s grip as he stared at me with his intense gaze. I couldn’t deny his request, so I pulled down my black dress and my bra to reveal my tits. Lawrence moaned deeply as he took in the sight of my half-naked body. It was a little uncomfortable having my dress bunched up around my midsection, but I didn’t care. I was too carried away in the moment, lost in the fact that the desire hadn’t disappeared from Lawrence’s eyes.

“Want me to suck your dick?”

“So badly,” I said in a breath.

“Mmm, I will after you give me a kiss.”

“Whatever you want.”

“Be careful when you say that,” Lawrence said in a sinister voice as he moved his way up my body to press his lips against mine. I moaned into his mouth when he took my tit into his hand, squeezing it with a firm grip, making me come more undone than I already was. “You’re so sexy. Fuck,” Lawrence said against my lips between kisses. “I never thought I would want you this bad.”

“I want you too.”

“Let’s take this off,” Lawrence said and grabbed my dress to pull it over my head. I was completely naked except for my heels, but I no longer cared that we were outside. The only thing I cared about was the way Lawrence looked at me like I was made of gold, like I was worth far more than he’d agreed to pay me for becoming his fake wife, and seeing him look at me like that made me relax.

Lawrence lowered himself back down to my cock and took it into his closed fist, pumping it in his hand. I moaned as he worked my cock, my balls tightening a little with each movement of his hand. I cried out as the tension built within me, afraid that I would cum after a few quick touches.

“You like that?”

“It feels so good.”

“Should I suck it now?”

“Please,” I said in a breath. “Please suck it.”

Lawrence stared at my cock with uncertain eyes. He’d never sucked a cock in his life, but I was thrilled to be his first. I wanted to make him more comfortable though, so I squeezed my tits and moaned in feminine breaths.

“Suck my girly cock, Lawrence. Put it deep in your mouth.”

“Fuck, you look so sexy like that.”

“Yeah? You like it when I touch my tits?”

“So much,” he said and looked at my chest with mesmerized eyes. I licked my fingertips and rubbed them against my nipples, moaning even more loudly, hopefully getting drowned out by the traffic below, but I didn’t give a fuck if anyone heard me. “So sexy.”

“Please suck my girly cock, Lawrence.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I moaned. “Show me your cock while you do it.”

“Good idea,” he said and swiftly removed his clothes until he was completely naked in front of me, his own cock hard and much bigger than I expected. It was at least eight inches long and thick. My cock was seven inches or so, which I had a feeling was plenty big for my gentleman suitor.

“Mmm, I can’t wait to suck that cock, but you want to suck mine first, right?”

“Yes,” he said and got back to his knees between my legs. He grabbed my dick and moved more closely to it, tempting me with those sexy lips. I kept moaning in my girly voice for him, encouraging him to do what he intended, desperate to feel my cock sliding in and out of that sexy mouth. “Fuck, I never thought we would be here.”

“Prove to me that you want this, and I’ll return the favor.”

“I want this,” he said without a hint of hesitation in his voice. Then he parted his lips and took my cock into his mouth. I gasped as my heavy shaft slid toward the back of his throat. He choked on my cock a little once it was deep in his mouth, but he looked up at me with a sparkle in his eyes when it happened. I pushed my fingers into his thick, dark hair and made him choke on my dick again, letting that animal within him come alive. Now that we’d gotten this far, I could tell that he wanted this. I could tell that he wanted my girly cock just as much as I wanted to give it to him.

“Yes, Lawrence! Suck my girly cock!”

He moaned on my dick at those words while he stroked his own. I glanced between his legs, loving how thick and long his cock looked as it dangled there, tempting me to no end. I loved having my cock in his mouth, but I was more than ready to return the favor. I wanted to feel that heavy hunk of meat sliding around on my tongue, pushing against the back of my throat, but even more than that, I wanted to feel him sliding around inside of my bussy.

Lawrence pulled off my cock and wiped his wet lips. “Damn, your dick tastes good.”

“Yeah? You like having that girly dick in your mouth?”

“So much,” he said.

“You want me to suck yours now?” I asked.

“More than anything.”

I smiled at Lawrence as I stood in my black heels, the only piece of clothing left on my body. I dropped to my knees in front of him as he stood tall above me, looking up at my handsome man through hooded eyes. He looked even stronger now that he was naked. His thighs were thick like a rugby player. His veins protruded along his arms like he spent every day at the gym. He was thin enough that it was hard to tell that this immaculate body was hiding beneath his clothes, but I wasn’t complaining. Far from it.

“Mmm,” I purred as I daintily wrapped my fingers around his thickened flesh. “Your cock is so big.”

“It’s extra big for you.”

I chuckled and shook my head, never letting the sparkle disappear from my eyes. I was honestly head over heels for this man, even though loving him frightened me to my core. Never in a million years would I have felt worthy for a handsome, rich, and confident man like Lawrence, yet here we were, exposed for the world to see if they cared to look, but we were too lost in the moment to care.

“Don’t cum before you can fuck me.”

“Your wish is my command,” Lawrence said with a smirk as he slowly reached down to push his fingers into my hair. I moaned against the head of his cock as I parted my lips, loving how he was holding me by my hair as I started taking him into my mouth. “Fuck, you sucking my cock is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

I was curious if he’d ever fucked out on the terrace before but didn’t bother to ask. I was too hungry for his cock and wrapped my lips around it tightly, loving how he moaned deeply as I did. He tightened his grip on my hair as his cock slid toward the back of my throat, but I breathed through my nose to take him. My bussy was twitching like crazy I wanted him to fuck me so badly, but we could take as long as he needed.

“You really know how to suck dick.”

I moaned on his cock and bobbed my head more vigorously. He was kidding himself if he thought this was my best work, so I kicked it up a notch. I rubbed a tit with one hand and played with his balls with the other as I swirled my tongue around his tip. He cried out as I pleasured his dick, and I could tell that he would bust in my mouth if I wasn’t careful, so I pulled my lips off his dick to give him a break.

“You like that?”

“So much,” he said. “So fucking much.”

“You want to fuck me?”

“Promise you’ll suck my dick again?”

“Whenever you want,” I said in a sexy, slutty voice. I’d mastered being a diva in the streets and a freak in the sheets long ago. I would make Lawrence’s wildest dreams come true if he let me. “Does that mean this won’t be our only night of fooling around?”

“Not by a long shot,” Lawrence said and grabbed my hand to pull me up to my feet and lead me inside. I followed him to his bedroom, which had a king-size bed and a view that looked out to the river and city below. He pushed me onto the bed and climbed onto it after me, pulling me close to him to shower me with kisses. He wrapped his hand around my hard cock as he kissed me. “How can you be this beautiful with a cock?”

“I’ve been a woman for as long as I can remember, but I never felt right getting rid of my dick.”

“I’m glad you didn’t.”

His touch had me twisting and turning, worried that I would cum before he could fuck me. I didn’t tell him to stop, though. He was soft and tender and everything I’d ever wanted in a man. Everything I never thought that I would have.

“This goes against everything we agreed to in the contract.”

“Screw the contract. You have my word that you’ll get everything I promised you. I only want to be with you now,” he said and moved his hand from my cock to my side and up to my breast. “I don’t want this to be a strictly professional relationship. Not anymore.”

I mewed and pressed my bottom up against his cock, wanting him to slide into my bussy at once. I wanted to feel his long, thick cock moving in and out of my hole, which was twitching with need. Lawrence wrapped one of his thick legs around my body and gently thrusted his hips, squeezing my ass while he did.

“You’re so smooth.”

“I keep my body like this.”

“So sexy,” Lawrence said and held my cheeks open to press his tip against my hole. I moaned into my folded lips as he pressed a little harder, stretching me the tiniest bit. “Fuck, you feel so tight.”

“Yeah,” I said in a breath. “Stretch my bussy.”

“Your bussy, huh?”

“Mhm.” He squeezed my side as I nodded and pushed my hole against his dick to encourage him to go a little deeper. I let him slide into me until my hole was feeling a touch too tight.

“Do you have some lube?”

“Yeah,” Lawrence said in a breathy voice. “I’ll grab it. My bad.”

“No need to apologize,” I said. “I love having you inside of me.”

He growled as he rolled over to grab a small bottle of silicone lubricant out of his side table. He lathered his dick with the clear liquid while I got onto my hands and knees in front of him. I gasped when he reached between my legs and wrapped his hand around my stiff cock. He pumped it in his closed fist as he scooted forward on his knees to get into position.

“You like my girl dick?”

“So fucking much. Way more than I ever expected.”

“Mmm, fuck my bussy with that big dick. I need it.”

“Yeah? You want this dick in your ass?”

“So bad,” I said and shook my butt for him. He growled and slapped his heavy cock against my hole, making me shiver from the touch. He pressed his tip against my entrance. I moaned when he pushed into me, stretching my hole with his thick dick. “Yes!” I cried as he slid a little deeper. “Your dick feels so good.”

“So does your hole. Fuck!” He smacked my ass. I could feel every inch of his thick dick as he sank deep into my hole. I cried out as the sheets bunched up in my fingers. I squeezed my walls around his dick. “Yes! That feels so good!” I pushed on his cock with my bussy, and he moved against it to sink deeper, crying out about how good it felt.

“Fuck me hard!”

“Take this dick, Nicole!”

Lawrence dug his fingers into my side as he fucked me hard. His balls slapped against mine with each thrust, and it felt so fucking good. My tits were bouncing around like wild, but I would never tell Lawrence to stop. I wanted to feel him cum deep inside my hole, which was exactly what he did seconds later.

“Take this cum!” he grunted. I felt the hot cream unloading into my bussy, and it felt so good. I moaned deeply as he continued pumping his hips to push his cum deeper into my hole.

“So good,” I said and fell to the bed when he pulled out of me. I turned over and spread my legs. He reached out his hand and grabbed my dick. “Make me cum.”

“Cum for me, beautiful.”

I moaned in my slutty high-pitched voice as he pumped my cock in his fist. I played with my tits as he watched me with lustful, loving eyes. My balls tightened as he played with my cock, getting me closer to orgasm with each stroke of his hand.

“Right there! Yes!”

“Cum for me, girl.”

“Pump my cock hard.”

“Like this?”

“Yes!” I cried as he picked up speed. “Just like that!”

Lawrence used his other hand to play with my smooth balls, telling me to cum for him as I stared into his soulful brown eyes. I gasped as I couldn’t hold my load for another second, and then I was squirting it all over his hand and the bed. He moaned deeply as he pulled his fingers to my tip to extract the last of my load.

“That was so hot.”

“You liked watching me cum?”

“Mhm, and I can’t wait to make you cum again.”

“I would love that,” I said. “Feel free whenever you want.”

“Deal,” he said and climbed to the edge of the bed. “I’ll grab us a towel.”

“I’m sorry for making a mess.”

“Don’t worry about it. I have some fresh sheets in the closet.”

I waited for Lawrence to return with the towel. He wiped me down, and then we changed the bedding before getting right back into bed to hold each other while we watched a movie. We couldn’t help but to have a little more fun once the movie was over.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

“It was so lovely to meet you, Nicole,” Ruth said and gave her son an admiring look as we stood outside of the restaurant. They still had no idea that I was trans, and neither of us planned on telling them before Lawrence got his inheritance since they were old-money conservative types, but they seemed to love me otherwise.

“Likewise, Mrs. Buchanan. Thank you again for the meal.”

“Oh, please. It was nothing, and you should be thanking my husband, anyway.” Ruth stepped away and walked a few feet down the sidewalk with her son.

“Thank you, Mr. Buchanan,” I said and turned to Charles as he stared at me with a beaming smile. I noticed the way he looked up and down my body, but he was harmless. I’d gotten pretty good at sniffing out rotten men over the years since my line of work was messy. Meeting Lawrence and now his family was such a breath of fresh air compared to some of the things I’d done in my past.

“The pleasure was all mine,” Mr. Buchanan said and lifted my hand to his lips to kiss it gently. I blushed as he stared into my eyes. I felt bad for keeping my identity a secret from Lawrence’s family but understood why he didn’t want to tell them I was trans before grandpa died. The only thing that mattered was the fact that Lawrence didn’t care that I had a cock. The more time we spent together, the more I truly believed that Lawrence cared for me and loved me.

Mr. Buchanan began talking about sports as Mrs. Buchanan and her son slowly worked their way back to us. I listened as Charles told me about baseball stats I didn’t care about, but the smile never fell from my face. “We’ll have to go a game sometimes, dad,” Lawrence said as he and his mother approached. “Wouldn’t you like that, Nicole?”

“I would love that,” I said in my sweet, innocent voice.

“We’ll have to arrange that. We have season tickets for an entire row of seats.”

“Do you? You must really love baseball then,” I said.

“More than you know,” Ruth said with a smile. “He’s always dragging me to games, but I must admit, they can be lots of fun.”

“And when they’re not?”

“That’s why beer was invented,” said Ruth.

We all laughed, but I could tell that she was ready to go after the long lunch we’d had. I couldn’t believe how down-to-earth Lawrence’s parents were, but they were lots of fun. The perfect people to have as in-laws. What I didn’t know was how serious Lawrence and I would become over the years. When we were together, I felt like what we had would never end, but then I thought about the contract and the fact that I was trans and worried myself all over again that he would have a change of heart down the line. He told me that he wouldn’t, but meeting the family he came from gave me a bit of pause, even if they were much friendlier than I expected.

“It was lovely to meet you, Nicole.”

“Likewise,” I said as Ruth gave me a gentle kiss on the cheek.

“Until next time,” Charles said and gave me a hug.

“It was so lovely to meet you two,” I said to Lawrence’s parents as they held hands and shifted slightly toward their car. “See you soon!”

“I’m sure we will!” Ruth said with a bright smile.

“That went so well,” Lawrence said and wrapped his arm over my shoulder as they started walking away. “Why don’t we go to the park down the street?”

“Sure, I could use a walk after that filling lunch,” I said and patted my stomach, which was feeling a bit more bloated than usual. Lawrence laced his fingers with mine, and we headed in the opposite direction of his parents.

The park was small, but there were plenty of places to sit. We found a bench beneath a tree. “It’s such a lovely day.”

“Tell me about it,” I said and undid my bun to let my hair down. “Your parents were a lot chiller than I was expecting.”

“We’re not the stuffiest bunch.”

“Not by a long shot,” I said with a laugh. “Do you really think they’d be okay with me being trans? Won’t they want grandchildren?”

“We can always adopt if they insist.”

I shot Lawrence a dubious look. His parents might have been charming and kind, but they didn’t strike me as the type who would want grandchildren who weren’t born directly from Lawrence’s DNA, but maybe they could surprise me again.

“Can I be honest?”

“Of course, Nicole.”

“I feel conflicted about what we’re doing. I understand why you don’t want to tell your family about me until after your grandpa dies, but what happens then? I’m not sure I have as much faith in your parents as you do.”

“My parents will accept whatever I tell them, and that’s that.”

I frowned, feeling like Lawrence wasn’t listening. “What if you decide to dump me after I’ve fallen for you completely? I worry that you’ll kick me to the curb if needed.”

“Nicole! I would never do that to you,” he said and grabbed my hands, staring into my eyes. “You must believe me.”

“How? I can’t see into the future.”

“Neither can I, but dropping you is not part of my plans. We can adopt. Hell, we can tell my grandpa to go fuck himself if he finds out that you’re trans before the wedding. I honestly don’t care anymore. When we first met, I was all about the money, but now I’m all about you. I’ve made a good deal in my own right. Not as much as my grandpa Mark would leave me, but fuck his money. I’m tired of my family trying to force me to live a certain way, which was why we even met in the first place, but now I think that fate brought us together. I was meant to meet you and fall in love with you and spend the rest of my life worshipping the ground where you walk.”

My smile broadened at Lawrence’s words. He said them with such vigor and passion that I had no choice but to believe him. I’d been trying to convince myself that our relationship could never be real while we fell for each other, but I no longer doubted Lawrence’s love. Our relationship was about more than the contract we’d signed. Everything changed that first night we made love, and now we were here, stronger and more confident of our relationship than ever.

“What are you doing?” I asked when Lawrence slid off the bench and got down on one knee in front of me. I looked around to see if anyone was watching, but it seemed we were alone in the park.

“My mother gave me my grandmother’s ring for you.”

“What?” I gasped.

Lawrence nodded as he reached into the inside pocket of his jacket. He pulled out a little red box. I gasped when he opened it, revealing a beautiful diamond ring with a silver band.

“Nicole.”

“Yes?”

Lawrence pulled the ring out of the box and held it in front of my face. “Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

Tears welled in my eyes as I stared at him and the ring. “Yes, Lawrence! A million times yes!”

“Good,” he said and slipped the ring onto my left hand before pulling me into his arms for a kiss. “I never thought that we would have a real marriage when we first met, but now I couldn’t imagine spending a day without you. You’re the love of my life, Nicole.”

“Say it again,” I said breathlessly, basking in the weight of his love and the new rock on my finger. I wrapped my arms around Lawrence’s neck as he gave me another kiss.

“You’re the love of my life.”

“Promise?”

“A million percent,” he said and kissed me again. “We have to call my parents. I told my mom that we would after I proposed.”

“We can’t leave her waiting then.”

Lawrence grinned and held my hand as we returned to the bench. He pulled out his phone to call his mother. We smiled at the screen as the phone rang. Ruth answered after a few seconds, screaming as her face came into focus.

“Let me see my mother’s ring!”

I laughed and held up my left hand. “Thank you for trusting me with the ring. It’s beautiful.”

“You’re welcome, dear. Lawrence has never looked at a woman like he looks at you, so I’m happy you have it.”

“Oh, mom! Don’t make me blush!”

“Charles! Tell them congratulations!”

“Congrats! We can’t wait for the wedding!” Charles said and waved before stepping back out of the screen to return to whatever he was doing. Ruth fluttered her lashes at him and talked to us for a few minutes longer, and we set up a time to talk about the wedding later in the week. I felt light as air as we hung up the phone.

“Should we head back to my place to celebrate?” asked Lawrence.

“As long as we get takeout on the way.”

“Whatever you want, my love.”


 

CHAPTER 7

 

Lawrence and I got some Greek food on the way back to his place and a bottle of sparkling rose wine. We enjoyed it out on his terrace, and I couldn’t stop glancing at my sparkling diamond ring no matter how hard I tried. I couldn’t believe that his family had entrusted me with it, but that only further proved to me that they respected Lawrence’s decision to love me.

“My mom really likes you.”

“I don’t doubt that now,” I said and twisted my hand beneath the late-afternoon light. “The ring is stunning.”

“It’s older than both of us combined.”

“That only makes me love it even more.”

“I hope you don’t mind a short engagement,” Lawrence said in a heavier voice. “Everyone wants us to get married before the weather turns cold.”

“That’s what I was expecting, and I’m more than happy to make it happen. I can’t wait to be your wife.”

“Don’t lie to me, gorgeous.”

“Never.”

Lawrence grabbed the arms of his chair and scooted closer. He placed his hand on my leg, looking at me like he wanted to take things to the bedroom, which I wouldn’t object to doing. Making love to him relaxed me and lit up my soul. It would only be better now that we were engaged to marry.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“About what?”

“You and me.”

“Do tell,” I said as my lips curled into a smile. I picked up my sparking rose wine and took a sip as I waited for him to continue.

“I always fuck you.”

“And I love it,” I said and grabbed his thigh as he held mine. “It feels so good when you’re inside of me.”

“Yeah, but… I was thinking maybe you could fuck me.”

“You want me to fuck you?”

“I mean… you don’t have to, but I thought we could try.”

“Mmm, are you sure that’s what you want?” I asked, letting my hand move up his thigh until it was close to his crotch. “I would be more than happy to give you what you want.”

“Yeah?” he asked in a tight voice.

“Mhm. I’m happy to let you fuck me whenever you want, but I would happily fuck you.”

“Does it feel good?”

“It can feel incredible if you’re willing to relax.”

“I want to try,” he said with confidence.

“Then let’s go try,” I said and stood. Why not push the boundaries before we committed to a life together? I was happy to be with Lawrence either way, but of course I would love to fuck him. Who didn’t love getting their dick wet?

Lawrence held my hand tightly as I walked us to his bedroom, glancing over my shoulder at him every few seconds. He seemed nervous, so I took the lead. I pushed him to his butt at the edge of the bed and got to my knees between his legs.

“Why don’t I give you a treat before I stretch that ass?”

“I would like that,” he said in a tight voice.

I moaned as I unbuttoned his pants and pulled down his zipper. He lifted his hips so that I could slide his pants and underwear to the floor, leaving his hard, thick cock on full display. He was already leaking precum at the tip. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue to lick it clean while I stared into Lawrence’s eyes. He watched me like a hawk as I held his cock in my hand.

“You like it when I suck your dick?”

“So much,” he said in a breath.

I parted my lips and took his shaft into my mouth, moving my lips down his cock until they were at his base. He moaned deeply as I held his dick in my mouth and massaged it with my tongue. My own dick had grown hard beneath my thong. I reached up my dress to rub the outline of my cock as I sucked Lawrence’s, but I wanted much more than his dick. Now that he’d put the thought of his ass in my head, I had to have it.

“Take off your shirt and get on your hands and knees.”

“As you wish,” he said and ripped off his shirt.

I stripped naked as he got into position at the edge of the bed. I walked over to his bedside table to grab the bottle of silicone lube that we always used. I went back to him and crouched behind him to eat his ass, getting his hole nice and ready for my girly dick.

“Yes! Fuck, that feels good!”

I smacked his ass cheek as I licked his tight hole. “You ever been fucked before?” I asked between licks.

“No! Never!”

“Mmm, I can’t wait to be your first.”

“Fuck me good, Nicole! I want it.”

I stood behind Lawrence and rubbed the lube all over my cock before pushing some against his hole. I loved how my manicured nails looked against his tight virgin hole, especially now that I had a sparkly diamond ring on my finger. I stepped forward and pressed my cock against his entrance.

“Tell me if it hurts.”

“I will,” he said in a tight voice.

“Don’t forget to breathe and relax.”

Lawrence nodded as he took a deep breath, gasping when I pushed into him while he exhaled. I bit my lip as his tight hole held my dick. He was definitely a virgin, but I had a feeling that he would be requesting this regularly once he realized how good it could feel to get fucked. His hole tightened as I tried to push deeper, so I told him to relax and keep breathing.

“It’ll feel good once you relax.”

“Yeah,” he said in an unconvinced voice.

“Trust me,” I said and rubbed my fingers along his back. “Take some deep breaths.”

He did as I told him, letting me push deeper. I pulled out to apply some more lube when I felt he couldn’t take anymore, but it was like magic when I slid back into him. He cried out about how amazing it felt as I slid around inside of him with more ease. He grunted and moaned as I pumped my hips, losing myself in the moment until Lawrence lurched forward.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I’m close and want to look at you when I cum.”

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I said as I watched Lawrence get onto his back and throw his legs into the air. I moved forward and grabbed his ankles as I slid back inside of him, gasping as his warm hole hugged my dick. “You feel so good, Lawrence.”

“So do you, Nicole.” He reached out and scraped his nails against my stomach before moving his hand up to my tit. He squeezed as I continued fucking him hard. We stared at each other as we got closer to orgasm. “Cum in me.”

“Yeah?”

“Please! I’m so close! I never thought a cock could feel this good.”

“Mmm,” I purred and took his finger into my mouth. “I’m glad you love my girl cock.”

“You’re so fucking hot. So is this. Fuck!” Lawrence’s back arched as he screamed, and cum started shooting from his dick. I pushed deep as he came and gasped as I began filling his hole with my hot cream. His walls worked my dick as he kept cumming until there wasn’t a drop of cum left in his cock.

“Damn,” I said as he pushed me out of him.

“So hot,” he said.

I helped him get up from the bed so that we could clean up in the bathroom together. He pulled me against him after we wiped ourselves down with a towel. 

“Now all I need to do is make you my wife.”

“There’s still lots of planning to do.”

“Nothing that can’t be handled.”

“You’re right,” I said and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck as our softening cocks touched. Lawrence held me against the small of my back, smashing my breasts against his firm chest. “It’s nothing we can’t handle.”

“How did I ever get lucky enough to find you?” he said and kissed me.

“I ask myself the same question,” I said, staring into his gorgeous brown eyes.


FIND ME ON PATREON

Thank you for reading Brothel Girl! The story continues as a series on Patreon! We will see Lawrence and Nicole tie the knot, have lots more fun together, and we’ll also get to meet the other girls from Madame Mari’s house more fully.

You’ll also discover exclusive crossdressing, feminization, and trans girl stories on my Patreon page that you won’t find anywhere else! In addition to the Patreon-exclusive stories, which have copies available for download, I’ll give away some free books too!

Everything listed above is available for one low price! You can also join for free and find some exclusive Patreon content that is available to everyone for no cost at all. Plus, you can always subscribe or unsubscribe for paid content whenever you’d like, so what’s there to lose? Your support would mean a lot! Can’t wait to see you there!

Clover Cox Patreon Page

Exclusive stories you’ll find on my Patreon include:

Casual Encounter

Lost Boy

Panty Thief

Auctioned

Wallflower

plus many more…


STAY CONNECTED

Thank you again for reading Brothel Girl. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my website to find everything you need to know about my sweet and steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they are available. You can also find some new books of mine for free on Booksprout before they are released in exchange for a review.

I cherish you for reading ♥ 
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