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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

“Are you almost ready? We need to see the dress!” Barbie said from outside of the changing room. I was at my final dress fitting for the upcoming wedding with Lawrence. It was only a week away, so I had to make sure my dress was perfect. It was a classic white dress with an off-the-shoulder design, tapered waist, and a small train that would flow on the ground behind me as I walked down the aisle. Imagining myself standing at the altar with Lawrence brought a strange heat to my chest as I stared at my reflection. 

“Give me a second!” I said as the store assistant placed a veil into my hair. She helped me adjust it while I continued staring at myself, wondering what would happen once Lawrence and I were married. His family still hadn’t found out that I was trans, which was a relief. 

I met Lawrence’s grandfather during our short engagement, and he seemed to love me. Maybe a bit too much. I didn’t say anything to anyone, but he touched me intimately when we were having a private moment on his screened-in porch while everyone else was inside. It was nothing compared to what some of my clients had done to me, so I gently moved his hand and acted like nothing happened, which Mr. Buchanan seemed to appreciate.

Once my dress was on and ready, I opened the curtain. My girls were sitting in the lounge chairs outside of the dressing room. It was their first time seeing me in the dress since I’d come to pick it out with Lawrence’s mother, but my girls’ reaction was just what I needed. They screamed and jumped when I stepped out of the dressing room.

“Nicole! You’re stunning!” Helen said and hopped up from her chair. She hugged me before holding me by my shoulders. “You look like a million dollars!”

“I hope so. This dress cost a pretty penny,” I said with a laugh. My stomach sank when I first heard the price, but Lawrence’s mother Ruth insisted on it. Then I remembered that their family was rich and not concerned about the numbers as long as I looked fabulous. Ruth and I weren’t friends by any definition of the word, but I’d grown closer to her during the engagement. She’d also married into the Buchanan family, so she was an ally in some ways. She wasn’t thrilled by the fact that I was making the girls from the brothel my bridesmaids, but I assured her that my friends cleaned up well. She didn’t actually know that they lived in a brothel, and we planned on keeping it that way.

Barbie, Helen, and Sharon showered me with compliments. They came on a separate occasion to try on their bridesmaids dresses. I was bummed I couldn’t make it that day, but Lawrence’s family had other plans for me that I couldn’t refuse. At least I could see their dresses today.

“It’s your turn! Go put on your dresses and make sure they’re perfect!”

The girls hooted and hollered as they made their way to the dressing room. The store assistants followed them to help with their gowns while Mari came up behind me and placed a hand on my shoulder. I honestly wasn’t sure where I would be without her. She’d saved me from myself. I was close to turning my life over to drugs and giving up on everything when I’d started dancing at a club. I went through a lot of ups and downs, but I was definitely at a low point when we met.

I’d had my tits and gorgeous hair for years by that point, and my nails were always fabulous. From the outside looking in, I probably didn’t seem half bad, but my heart was empty. I was lost in a world where I felt I didn’t belong until Mari showed me my power. She told me that I was beautiful and strong and worthy of a fabulous life. She cleaned me up, bought me pretty clothes, and gave me a safe place to live. One where I could finally stop thinking about how my family had never truly loved me. 

I didn’t transition until I escaped from their horrid household, but they wanted nothing to do with me when I came home as a woman. It was the final nail in the coffin. The moment devastated me and led me to a life doing anything and everything I could to make ends meet. When Mari found me, I was on the verge of selling my soul to a pimp who frequented the strip club where I worked. Thankfully Mari got to me before I gave myself over to him. She’d also helped me pay for therapy, which helped me dispel many of the demons of my past.

Lawrence didn’t know the full extent of my traumatic past, and I figured the less he knew the better. I didn’t want something slipping out to his parents when I wasn’t around. What he already knew was bad enough. If they knew that my friends and I earned our money from selling our bodies, I was positive that they would cancel the wedding. I still worried what they would do if they ever found out in the future, but our main goal was making it until Grandpa Buchanan died so that Lawrence could get his inheritance money.

“How are you feeling?” Mari asked as she stood by my side. “Are you ready to marry a man for money?”

I folded my lips. Lawrence and I had come so far since we first made our agreement. Mari cautioned me about falling in love with a client, but what did she expect? Lawrence and I did our best to fake this romance. It wasn’t our fault that it began to feel real along the way.

“You love him, don’t you?”

“You’ll judge me if I admit the truth.”

Mari shook her head. “I only want you to be happy and successful. That’s all I ever want from my girls. Are you happy?”

“I am,” I said. “Nervous but happy.”

“They don’t know, do they?”

I shook my head. “We don’t want to tell them that I’m trans until Lawrence gets his inheritance. We never expected to fall for each other like we did. It worries me sometimes if I’m being honest.”

“It should worry you. Love isn’t for the faint of heart, but you’re strong. I’ve known it since the first time I saw you.” Mari placed her hand on my shoulder. I placed my hand above hers and turned to look at her. “You know I’ll always be here for you no matter what happens.”

“Thank you,” I said as tears clouded my eyes. Mari had kicked girls to the curb before, but I believed her when she said those words. I believed that she would hold me in her arms if I ever came running back to her. I hoped that my marriage wouldn’t come to that. There was no telling what would happen after Lawrence and I walked down the aisle. I wanted to believe that he was invested in our relationship and that he loved me, but our relationship had begun as a business transaction, and that was something neither Lawrence nor I could escape.

The mood lightened when the girls came out of the changing room wearing their champaign-colored dresses. They were silky and shimmery, perfect for my girls. We all gathered in front of the mirror before turning toward Mari so that she could take pictures of us.

“You girls look fabulous!” Mari said as she locked her phone and slid it into her purse. “I can’t wait for the wedding.”

“Me neither!” the other girls said at the same time.

Everyone turned toward me with expectant expressions. “I’m excited too!” I assured them, even though part of me was terrified, but what bride wasn’t a tiny bit terrified before the big day?


 

CHAPTER 2

 

The big day had finally arrived. I was a nervous wreck as we got ready in the bridal suite. My girls, Mari, Ruth, and our glam squad were all frantically running around the room to prepare. I wondered how the guys were doing, imagining them lounging around without a care in the world, but maybe the guys were just as chaotic as we were. Maybe Lawrence was terrified to marry me, realizing the gravity of his decision that was centered around money. He promised that he loved me, and I told him the same, but a small part of my heart was filled with doubt.

It didn’t help when the girls called me crazy during our bridal shower. They also thought it was wrong that I hadn’t yet told Lawrence’s family that I was trans, but how could we? His family was conservative, especially his grandfather, and we weren’t trying to ruffle any feathers until Lawrence got that money deposited into his bank account. They freaked me out though with their endless list of hypotheticals, and now I was just trying to keep it together, especially since Ruth was in the room.

Lawrence’s mother was a woman who knew how to keep her cool, but I could tell that she was less than impressed about the idea of me becoming Lawrence’s wife. Ruth took me out to lunch a few days after my final dress fitting and openly discussed some of Lawrence’s ex-girlfriends who went to ivy league schools and came from rich families. She didn’t know much about my past, but she knew that I wasn’t rich. She also knew that I didn’t have a college degree, which gave her pause when she discovered that fact.

I turned toward Ruth when she gasped, wondering what was wrong, but then I saw where her gaze was focused. She was looking at the tattoo on Barbie’s back. It was a large Aztec symbol that she’d seen several times on a trip to Mexico. One that she said brought her a lot of hope and joy, but Ruth was about perfection. I already knew what she was going to say.

“Excuse me, ladies, but can Nicole and I have the room?” Ruth asked. Everyone glanced at each other before turning their attention to me. I nodded to give them the signal that everything was okay. They slowly exited the room. We only had a little over an hour until I was supposed to be walking down the aisle, and I didn’t have the energy for Ruth’s drama.

She sat in the plush chair next to the vanity where the glam squad had been working on my makeup. “What would you like to say, Ruth?” I asked without looking at her.

Ruth crossed her legs and pulled on the hem of her skirt as she sighed. “You’re wearing my mother’s ring, you know?”

“Yes, and it’s lovely Mrs. Buchanan, as I’ve told you many times.”

“Buchanan isn’t my maiden name, as you know, but that doesn’t mean I come from some backwater family. I come from a line of greatness, as has every other bride to marry into the Buchanan family. It brings us great pride that it has been as such.”

Ruth had been ratcheting up the attacks on me lately, and I wondered if this would be her biggest blow yet now that we were so close to my marriage with her son becoming official. “Our birth shouldn’t determine our destiny, or would you not agree?”

“Why isn’t your mother here, Nicole?”

“I’ve told you that I don’t speak to my family.”

“Yes, but a girl with nothing to hide would have her mother in attendance at her wedding, don’t you think?”

I sighed and turned in my chair to face Ruth, getting a bit tired of her questioning, but I could tell that it wouldn’t end when our eyes met. Ruth had it out to get me. She let her gaze flicker down to the ring on my finger. The vitriol in her expression unnerved me. She hated that I was wearing her mother’s ring. She hated that I was going to marry her son and become her daughter-in-law.

“My family was abusive.”

“I had my lawyer do some background checks on you. After we had lunch the other day, I had a sinking feeling in my stomach. Now I see that you have trashy friends with trashy tattoos on their backs. Plus, that woman… Mari.”

I crossed my legs, still wearing a long slip dress since I was getting ready. I didn’t like where this conversation was going, but Ruth was crazy if she thought I would go down without a fight. “Oh, so you’re checking up on me and my acquaintances now?”

“My acquaintances and me,” Ruth said with a sigh, correcting my English like the bitch that she was. “Maybe you would know that if you had gone to school.”

What Ruth didn’t know was that I’d learned plenty on the streets, and if she kept talking to me like I was trash, she was going to get a lesson in street etiquette. “Why did you send everyone out of the room? If you had any dirt on me, you would have used it by now.”

“Actually, I couldn’t find much about you.”

I wasn’t surprised. I’d changed my name a long time ago and made sure that any previous records of mine were hard to find. I moved from state to state when I was young and transitioning until I’d ended up in Mari’s house. I loved living with her, and she was more of a mother to me than my own, which I’d explained to Ruth on more than one occasion, but it seemed that she wanted to cause some problems.

“What did you find then?”

“Past records about Mari. Did you know she’s been to jail?”

“What’s your point, Ruth? Plenty of people have been to jail, even rich ones who went to fancy universities.”

Ruth narrowed her eyes and moved back and forth in her chair, clearly annoyed with me, but I didn’t care. She wasn’t going to spend the next few years pushing me around. If Lawrence and I were truly in love like I thought we were, then Ruth would be in my life for even longer than a few years, so I had to prepare myself for her attacks. I couldn’t let her walk all over me.

“If you would prefer, I’m sure Lawrence would be happy to buy me a new ring. I’ve seen plenty that would be equally as fabulous as your mother’s,” I said and held out my hand before smiling at Ruth. “Some that are a touch more modern.”

Ruth opened her mouth to say something but stopped herself. There wasn’t even a sliver of her that wanted me wearing this ring, but how would it look for her to take it back now? How would it sound when I went to Lawrence after the wedding to tell him that his mother demanded I return his grandmother’s ring? It was a losing battle, and we both knew it.

“I made everyone leave the room because we must do something about your friend’s tattoo. I had no idea it was there until she put on her dress. You really should have made her choose a different one that didn’t show her back tattoo.”

“I’m sorry, Ruth. It slipped my mind. Most people don’t care if someone else has a back tattoo.”

“If you’re to become a Buchanan, you must start acting like one. This isn’t a game, Nicole. People in our families don’t get back tattoos. They’re tasteless.”

The venom was flying from Ruth’s lips, but I was inclined not to listen. I thought Barbie’s back tattoo was beautiful and had thought so ever since the first time we met, especially when she shared the meaning behind it. If only I didn’t have to pretend to care what Ruth said since she and her husband had paid for the wedding.

“What do you suggest we do, Ruth?”

“Can’t we have one of the stylists cover her tattoo with makeup?”

“I suppose we could if it would make you feel better.”

“It would,” Ruth said. “She never should have chosen a backless dress. I wish you’d had more foresight to prevent this atrocity, but what could I expect from a girl like you?”

“Because of my family or my income status?” I asked in an exhausted voice. Ruth had been so polite the first time we met. I really had high hopes for our relationship. I still wasn’t quite sure where it went awry, but the woman clearly hated me.

“Pick one,” Ruth said, equally exhausted. “Will you tell your friend to cover her ungodly tattoo?”

“If you’ll disappear until after the wedding.”

Ruth grunted and looked a bit annoyed, but she did as I asked, ceding the room to the girls, Mari, and me. We could finally let go and laugh and talk about what we wanted without worrying how Ruth would react. We were careful not to mention our work inside the bridal suite, but we shared stories from our collective memory. We reminisced in the days that were coming to an end. Now that I was getting married, I wouldn’t be living with the girls anymore, but we tried to focus on the happy times instead of dwelling on the sad facts of the future.

I was dressed and gorgeous within an hour. Barbie’s back tattoo was covered. We grabbed our flowers, ready to walk down the aisle.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Lawrence and I said our vows to each other as our family and friends watched. Ruth attacked me because my parents weren’t at the church, but I had a room full of friends there to smile as Lawrence slid a ring on my finger and kissed me to seal our vows. We’d become husband and wife, and I couldn’t quite believe it when our eyes met after that kiss. Everyone cheered and threw rice at us as we made our way back down the aisle.

We went to our reception, walking into the room holding hands as the many guests cheered at our presence. I’d never felt more special in my life. I turned my head to smile at my husband every chance I got. We were faking it when we started this relationship, but things had turned real along the way.

“I love you,” Lawrence said. He rubbed my chin and gave me a kiss, making the entire room erupt into an applause. We walked over to the table to sit by his parents and Mari and Sharon. Ruth preferred that Helen and Barbie sat elsewhere, and I was in no mood to listen to her. A few of our friends gave speeches, food was served, and then it was our time to cut the cake. We made our way to the towering cake. We grabbed the knife and cut our first slice of cake as everyone cheered. “Open wide,” Lawrence said as he held a piece of cake in his hand. 

“You too,” I said and held a piece in mine.

We smashed the cake into each other’s faces and laughed as bits of the sweet treat dropped from our chins. We kissed, not at all concerned about the fact that we were covered in sugary icing. I loved how it felt when Lawrence held me by the small of my back and kissed me again. Everyone gushed as they watched us. I ignored the photographers as they snapped an endless number of photos.

“What do you say we dance?”

“I would love that.”

We were supposed to wait a bit, but we couldn’t. We walked over to the dance floor after cleaning off our faces. Nobody tried to stop us. The band we’d hired began a song. Ruth was scowling when I glanced in her direction, but I didn’t care what Lawrence’s mother thought of me. I placed my left hand on his shoulder so that she could see my rings, smirking at her before Lawrence twirled me in a circle.

I wondered if anyone noticed the animosity between us, but I didn’t care much if they did. Ruth would spend the rest of her life hating me. Today wasn’t about her, though. It was about me and my life and what I was doing with it, which currently involved marrying her son. I kicked my leg as Lawrence bent me back to kiss me for the end of our first dance. The room exploded into applause. My heart warmed as we made our way back to the table.

“You’re forever my angel,” Lawrence said and lifted my hand to his lips to kiss it. “I’m so happy that I met you.”

I cupped my hand along the side of his face and kissed him gently. We stared at each other as people let loose around us. The party was really starting now that dessert had been served. Lawrence’s parents were gracious enough to supply an open bar for everyone to enjoy. I assumed it was protocol in Ruth’s circle to give free booze to the guests.

“Excuse me while I go to the bathroom,” Lawrence said and kissed my cheek. “We’ll dance some more when I get back?”

“As much as you want.”

He smiled at me before running off to the bathroom. Ruth glanced in my direction, looking like she wanted to come over and give me further instructions, but a group of her lady friends was holding her hostage.

“She really doesn’t like you, does she?” Mari leaned over and asked. “Could she be any more obvious?”

“I’m not sure that she could,” I said while holding Ruth’s gaze from across the room. She could hate me all that she wanted. Her son was now officially mine, and he loved me. Anyone with eyes could see it, which probably only infuriated her more. She wanted to control every aspect of our relationship. She wanted me kicked to the sidelines. Not that Lawrence would do that to me, at least not until he got his inheritance, but she would be a thorn in my side for as long as we were together. “She wants her mother’s ring back.”

“What? Is that why she kicked us out of the room?”

“That and to tell me to make Barbie cover up her back tattoo.”

“I wondered why they put makeup over it,” Mari said as she shook her head. I thought about telling Mari how she’d asked her lawyer to look us all up, but I knew that would cause a scene, so I didn’t say a word about how Ruth had crossed ethical lines. Her time would come. Today just wasn’t the day.

“She better watch who she’s messing with.”

“You’re going to go after your husband’s mom?” asked Mari.

“If she pushes me too hard I will.”

“Careful what you do, Nicole. It’s harder to glue a broken vase back together than to keep it safe.”

“She’s been insufferable,” I said.

“Do you want the money or not?” Mari hissed under her breath.

My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach. “Don’t talk about that here,” I hissed back at her. “Have you lost your mind?”

“I’m sorry, but you have to keep her happy. At least for the time being,” Mari said and took my hand. “You might not have the pedigree she desires, but you’ll be the classy woman I’ve taught you to be, won’t you?”

I took a deep breath and nodded. “I’ll be good. For now.” The reception continued for a few more hours. Lawrence and I left early. He carried me in his arms through the exit.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Lawrence kissed me as he pushed me through the door of our hotel room, calling me his wife over and over as he pushed me up against the wall to kiss me some more. I’d slipped into an above-the-knee white dress with thin straps toward the end of the reception, and Lawrence had his lips all over my skin. I moaned as he pressed them against me. I threw my arms into the air as he slowly fell to his knees in front of me. 

“I want your dick so bad,” Lawrence said as he pushed up the hem of my dress. I was wearing a thin white thong and could already feel my cock growing hard. He pushed his hand up my thigh, sending a heat across my body. “Who’s my wife?”

“I am,” I said in a breathy moan.

“Is that cock mine now?” he asked.

“It’s yours. It’s always been yours.” I twisted and turned against the wall as Lawrence slipped his fingers into the waistline of my panties. I gasped when he pulled them over my cock and down my legs. I kicked them to the side once they were at my ankles. My cock made a tent beneath the dress. Lawerence looked at it and then up at me. “You want my girly cock?”

“I need it, Nicole. I never thought I would when we first met, but I’m so glad that we found each other. I’m so happy to be your husband. The money is only a cherry on top.”

“We mustn’t forget our end goal,” I said and smiled at him as he kneeled beneath me. “We aren’t doing this for nothing.”

“No, we’re not, but I really do love you, Nicole.”

“I love you too, Lawrence. Don’t worry,” I said and touched the side of his face as he held my legs. “You’re more of a man than I ever thought I would get.”

“You’re a treasure,” he said and began to move his hands up my legs. I relaxed against the wall as he touched me, loving how his fingers felt against my skin. He was everything I needed. Everything I’d ever wanted in a man. Someone who treated me right and loved me for who I was. Neither of us thought that our relationship would lead to this moment, married and in love, but here we were. We smiled as our eyes met. Then he wrapped his hand around my thick shaft. “I love this cock. Please let me suck it.”

“You don’t have to ask permission,” I chuckled.

“Pull the dress down a little and let me see your tits.”

I smirked as I shook my shoulders to give my husband what he wanted. I moved the dress down until my tits were on full display. Lawrence moaned deeply as he worked my cock in his grip. He pumped it and stuck out his tongue to lick my tip. I gasped after that first flick of his tongue. I rubbed my nipples while Lawrence parted his lips to suck my dick. I used one hand to scratch the wall as he worked my cock with his tongue, squeezing my shaft with his mouth as he moved his lips up and down it.

“Yes! Your mouth feels so good!”

Lawrence moaned on my dick as he grabbed my smooth balls to play with them. He pulled off my dick to kiss my balls and lick them and tell me how beautiful I was.

“I love when you wear white.”

“Yeah? Should I wear this dress again?”

“All the time. It’s so sexy,” Lawrence said before returning his lips to my cock. I pushed my fingers through his thick, dark hair. I loved how he let himself go now when we fooled around. I loved how he wasn’t afraid to worship my cock. I held the back of his head to make him choke on my dick while he sucked it. He gasped and pulled his lips off, but his dark eyes were filled with joy. “I fucking love your dick. Please fuck me.”

“Get your ass on the bed,” I said and snapped my fingers. I pulled off my dress while Lawrence scrambled to get on the bed, but I didn’t bother taking off my heels. I walked over to the bed and pushed Lawrence to his hands and knees now that he was naked. He moaned as I stood behind him. He already had the bottle of lube ready and by his side, so I picked it up and rubbed it all over my dick. Lawrence moaned as I pushed my lubed fingers against his hole. “You want this girly dick in your ass?”

“I need it,” he said. “Please.”

I pushed my cock up against his tight hole as he groaned. He grunted and moaned when I entered him, but he was used to me fucking him and let me slide deep. I filled him. I held his hips and slowly picked up speed. He stroked his cock as he let me fuck him hard. My tits bounced as my balls swung. I loved being inside of him so fucking much. My man. My husband.

“You want me to fill this hole?”

“Fill my hole, Nicole! It’s yours!”

I turned Lawrence over to his back and fucked him hard while he stroked his cock. I stared down at him, so in love that it hurt, but he was my man. Our relationship wasn’t supposed to be real, but it was. There was no denying that fact even if we wanted.

“Cum with me, baby.”

“I’m close,” he said and bit his bottom lip. “So close!”

I fucked him for a few seconds longer. We both grunted loudly when we could no longer stand the pleasure. I gasped when the first shots of cum started shooting from my tip and filling his ass. He came with me and covered his chest and abs with his milky goo. We kissed as I stayed inside of him a few moments longer until the pleasure became too intense to bear.

“Fuck, I love you, Nicole.”

“I love you too,” I said and kissed Lawrence. We kissed and cleaned up before we got ready for bed. We had an early flight the following morning, so I didn’t want to tell Lawrence about everything that’d transpired between his mother and me. I would have to tell him eventually, but what could I say? The other shoe would drop the moment I opened my mouth, and there was no going back from that.


STAY CONNECTED

Thank you again for reading The Wedding. This is the second book of the Brothel Girls Series, but there’s still so much more to come! We will see a lot more of Nicole and Lawrence, but we’ll also get to know the other girls from the brothel more fully. Stay tuned for more!

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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