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Chapter One

 

Lavonne Rincon typed the last blog post she’d ever write in her studio apartment that overlooked the city. It wasn’t far from the University of Minnesota in Minneapolis, where she had earned a bachelor’s degree. She graduated a few months ago. Throughout her years in school, she had developed a popular blog. It housed her favorite baking recipes. 

But the city lost its touch. The spark had disappeared. Life didn’t have the same zest as before. She missed the simple life in her hometown. Maplefield, Minnesota called her name, and she had to return. Lavonne’s phone vibrated. It was her mother. 

Mom: I just made your bed. Took down all your old posters. Hope you don’t mind. 

Lavonne was halfway through her post. The remnants of the recipes strewed across her kitchenette. It was a wonder she got anything down in the tiny space. A small part of her would miss it, but the memories would stay with her forever. 

Lavonne: Whatever you think is best, mom. I would have taken them down myself.

She didn’t want her mother fussing over too much. It was her father that worried her. Ben Rincon was gentle but distant with Lavonne. Things hadn’t been easy since her teenage years. She pushed the painful past out her mind, trying to focus on her computer screen. It proved futile. Her phone buzzed again. 

Mom: When will you get here? 

Lavonne: In three hours. I’ll be there for dinner. 

Mom: Bring some bread. 

That was all she said. Lavonne didn’t want to see it as a trap but couldn’t help herself. Grace Rincon loved to spare details and complain when Lavonne couldn’t read her mind. A baguette? Sliced bread? Rolls? She didn’t even want to ask. Lavonne powered down her phone and wrote a small list so she wouldn’t forget. Her last suitcase sat by the door, and a half-finished blog post glared on her screen. 

Lavonne spent the next hour deeply focused on her work. She finished the recipe and cleaned her kitchen. Memories of late-night papers, difficult recipes, and everything that had happened in her open-concept apartment rushed through her as she ran a sponge over the counter for the last time. Lavonne would remember this place forever, but after she left that door, she’d never see it again. The apartment and the city would fade to the background. They’d become places she went for vacation. All the realizations made her heart jump. It wouldn’t be easy to let go of the past. 

But timed marched forward, and soon Lavonne had locked up the apartment and filled her car to head home. The town was two hours from the city. Her childhood home sat on a lake that froze over for ice skating in the winter. Driving down the country roads brought back the fondest memories of her childhood. The times where her dad tried to teach Lavonne hockey, but she preferred to spin in circles and dance, much to Ben’s disdain. Lavonne wiped a tear from her eye as she rolled through downtown Maplefield. It would take time to adjust, but Lavonne was ready for the challenge. 

Grace Rincon ran out the door when Lavonne pulled into the driveway. She had her arms stretched out and embraced her daughter. Ben stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame. He didn’t run out to Lavonne. She waved at her father from her car door. 

“How was your drive?” Grace asked. 

Lavonne broke her eye contact with her father, Ben, and embraced her mother. She smelt the same as always, a mixture of the garden and her flowery perfume. The scent brought Lavonne back to her childhood. The days when she’d put on her mother’s makeup, and her father would respond with aggression, throwing Lavonne in her room for hours or washing Lavonne’s face vigorously with soap. 

Grace helped with the bags. Ben retreated to his chair and continued watching the game in the background. Photos still hung around the house from Lavonne’s youth. So much had changed since she went away for college. Her breasts had grown much like her hair. The hair over her body was a thing of the past. She looked a world different from the boy that stared at her in the pictures. One thing remained intact, but it hid from the world, tucked away in her panties. 

“Your father will come around. Moving back to town will help him,” Grace said, resting a hand on her daughter’s shoulder. 

“I guess so,” Lavonne said. “I can carry my bag to the room. Want to find a home for the kitchen stuff?” 

“I’ll try my best. Will you be making recipes in the house?” 

“Just until I can find my own place,” Lavonne said. 

“Well, don’t forget that your father loves coffee cake. You should make him some before that happens.” 

“I’ll add it to the list,” she said and retreated to her childhood room. When she got there, it differed from what she remembered. Grace had stripped it of her teenage years, to Lavonne’s relief. She dropped her bags to the side and fell to her bed. 




♦




The wind blew harder than normal that day; like a late-summer rain would appear at any moment. A fall chill crept through the air. Summer would soon transform to fall. Richard Conway stood outside his real estate agent’s SUV as the man described the building in front of them. It was a two-story fixer-upper with an upstairs living unit and commercial downstairs. He was planning to convert it all to his financial advising business. That was, until he saw the woman walking around the entrance. 

“We’re not the first ones here, it seems,” Richard said to the man. 

“Yeah, it’s a good property. But you can outbid the competition.” 

Richard observed the woman removing her sunglasses. She folded them over and tucked them into her purse. Richard watched her movements with awe, wanting to know her name. He couldn’t take the property from such a beauty, but he wouldn’t give it to her without a fight. It was the perfect collateral. He hoped she liked it as much as he liked her. Richard grabbed the agent by his shoulder, “wait here,” he said. “Let the ladies tour the place, and then we’ll go.” 

“Whatever you say, boss,” the man said. He pulled out his cell phone and walked across the parking lot. The women entered the building. Richard’s eyes lingered on the door as he undressed the beautiful woman in his mind. He couldn’t get enough of the curve where he ass was. 

Minutes passed. Richard paced outside. The agent beat his fingers against the screen like a teenager. A true man would have noticed that woman’s beauty and stopped everything to admire it. Talk about it. Obviously, his real estate agent wasn’t a real man. Women could do that to men. Make them look the other way. Waiting outside, Richard’s heart beat faster. He wanted the women to emerge from the building. He grew tired of waiting. 

His wish came true before the anger turned to despair then to anguish. The woman stepped outside. Her heels elongated her legs. An older woman stood next to her. Maybe the hot one was the agent and not the buyer. Richard mind ran with possibilities. He’d find out in a moment. He crossed the parking lot. The wind blowing hard against him. 

“Good morning,” he said to the two women. 

“Hello,” the older woman said. The younger one stood a step behind her. It was like a mother bear protecting her cub. He couldn’t stop staring at the young woman’s green eyes. Her dirty-blonde hair snapping in the wind. She gave Richard a curtsy smile. It took everything not to push away the older woman and steal a kiss. “Can we help you with something?” 

Richard cleared his throat. He didn’t know how long he’d been staring. He pushed a hand through his dark hair. “I’m interested in this property,” he said. 

The young woman’s face ran white. He knew it was for her by that reaction. “So are we,” said the older woman. 

“And who are you two?” 

“I’m Grace Rincon, and this is my… daughter Lavonne,” she said. 

Richard noticed the way she paused before the word daughter. His eyes narrowed, but he pushed it out of his mind. It must have been an old-person thing. A lapse in memory. Searching for a word in the dark sea of one’s mind. 

“I’m Richard Conway and looking to expand my financial advising business.” 

“And Lavonne needs a place where she can work and live. What’s it to you?” 

“Mom,” Lavonne said and rested a hand on Grace’s shoulder. “We haven’t even found a real estate agent yet, but this place is perfect for me because I can’t afford anything else like it. There’s a bigger office down the street for sale. Do you want to live here too?”

Richard crossed his arms. He wanted the mother to disappear so he could work his charm. It wasn’t the house he needed, but her. Lavonne. He repeated the name to himself. Lavonne. Whispering her name while she lay on the pillow next to him.  

“How about we talk about this over coffee, Lavonne? I was prepared to make an offer today, but we might be able to work something out.” 

“She’s not going anywhere with you without me,” Grace said, stepping in front of Lavonne. 

“Mom,” she said, “I got this. I can handle him.”

Grace glanced at her daughter before stepping to the side. “Fine.” 

“Are there any new coffee places around? I just moved back to town,” she said. Richard couldn’t get enough of her sweet voice. It was like she practiced in the mirror. 

“I know just the place,” he said. “Meet me there at one this afternoon.” 

“I’ll be there,” Lavonne said. She turned to her mother, “let’s go get some lunch.” 

Richard watched her walk away. If he wasn’t mistaken, Lavonne was switching her hips for him. Placing him in a trance. 

“You okay?” Richard’s real estate agent asked. 

“Yeah, let’s go check out some other office spaces.”


Chapter Two

 

Lavonne checked her phone. She was ten minutes late for coffee, on purpose. Checking her face in the bathroom mirror, she glanced at the map on her phone. It was a three or four-minute walk to the cafe on the other side of the strip mall. Richard could wait. His eyes revealed it all. He didn’t give a drop about that property. Fucking pig. Lavonne liked men. She found them beautiful. She wanted to have sex with one. Women still appealed to her too. It was all a jumble. Nothing made sense, but it all seemed okay. She went along with it. People were beautiful. 

“Do you have an extra pad?” the woman next to her asked. She was rummaging through her purse like she couldn’t find the last dollar for a fresh pack of cigarettes. Her voice desperate.

Lavonne flipped open her bag and withdrew a pad she kept for moments like this, “it’s your lucky day,” she said. 

“Oh, thank you. It came out of nowhere,” the woman said and snatched the pad, running into the stall. Lavonne counted her blessings that she didn’t actually have to deal with that. Her mood changed monthly but no bleeding. The surgery wasn’t something she was after either. Her phone vibrated. It was the timer she had set, reminding her that she had to get to the cafe. Thirty minutes late was the rule in France, or so she had heard. Everyone loved the Europeans.

“Take care,” she said to the stranger before heading out the door. Lavonne’s heels pressed into the pavement. They clicked against the sidewalk. She switched her hips, noticing men watching her from afar. If only they knew what lay beneath her dress. It always gave her a chuckle. She used the back of her hand to push her long, straight hair over her shoulder. Opening her compact, she applied a hint more of the pinkish lip gloss, thick with color. More expensive than she liked to admit. 

Lavonne arrived to the cafe. She saw Richard looking around desperately, furious, but still waiting. He hadn’t left. He could have made an offer and taken the property. It was perfect for her, yes, but he didn’t owe her a thing. 

Why was a stranger so nice? 

Richard stood when he caught sight of her, rushing toward the door. He caught himself when Lavonne widened her eyes at him. “Lavonne, thanks for coming.”

“Mind if I order a drink?”

“What do you want? I’ll bring it to you,” he said. 

“I can get my own drink, thank you,” she said. Lavonne ran her fingers through her hair. She was an inch or so taller than Richard in heels. He didn’t seem to mind. His eyes glued to her chest. 

“Take this,” he said and held out a twenty-dollar bill. 

Lavonne thought about denying the money but changed her mind. She snatched it from Richard and sashayed to the register. Richard ran up behind her, catching his breath as she ordered a frozen mocha. Lavonne locked her eyes with Richard before handing the bill over to the barista. 

“What’s this really about, Richard?”

“You remember my name?” 

“I expect the same from you,” she said. 

He nodded, “Lavonne.”

The barista watched them with curious eyes as she counted the change. She handed over the bills to Lavonne, who gave them to Richard after leaving a five for the young woman. Lavonne stood over to the side as the workers started a blender. 

“That was a big tip,” Richard said, stuffing the loose bills into his pocket.

“She deserved it.” 

Richard swallowed. Lavonne smiled at him, tapping her heel against the laminate floors, waiting for the mocha. Richard stared at her. His dark eyes capturing Lavonne’s attention. She smiled at him without saying a word. The blender ran in the background. People chattered in the cafe. Lavonne tossed her hair to the side, knowing how much Richard wanted to have her. She had sex once before. With a woman before she started hormones and got the boobs. She’d do it again, but trying a man next seemed right. It was what Lavonne desired, and Richard could be perfect, if he could get over the surprise between her legs. 

“Lavonne,” the barista called out and slid her mocha onto the counter. 

They walked back to the small table. Lavonne dropped a straw between the hole in the lid. She slid it back and forth while staring at Richard in the eyes. 

“What type of business are you going to start?” Richard asked. He forced his eyes away from the drink, which had a direct sight line to Lavonne’s chest. Her cleavage tempted him like gold in a bucket. 

“I run a blog on baking. Do you like sweets?” she asked. 

“Who doesn’t?” 

“Personally, I like taking the pictures more than anything, but the recipes are good too. What’s your favorite kind of cookie?” 

“Macadamia nut. You?”

“I quite like sugar cookies with chocolate chips,” she said. “But I could never eat more than a couple.”

Richard leaned his head to the side, “I can see you take care of your body.” 

“Thanks, I try my best. Do you go to the gym?” 

“Sometimes. When work stresses me out, I like to go for a run to cool off.” 

Lavonne lifted her drink. She opened her mouth slowly and placed her lips over the straw. She formed an o while sucking, making sure to stare at Richard with wide, girly eyes. It all took acting, but cis men and women were no different. Men sucked in their stomachs. Women lifted their boobs. Everyone had an image to keep. Lavonne was no different. Keep that ditsy, blow-up doll look at all times. Lavonne lived by that rule. Men drooled over her, but Richard was different. Something about his eyes. Lavonne almost wanted to give him a chance. 

“How about I make you some Macadamia nut cookies and we call it a day. You let me get the building,” she said. 

“That’s a hot location, Lavonne. I’m afraid if you don’t act now, somebody else will get it.” 

“I need that property,” she said. “Give me a week, and I’ll have it. I just moved back a few days ago. Living at home isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, but all the other places in town are out of my price range.”

“That doesn’t change the fact that some stranger could come in and swoop it up. Places go fast here in Maplefield. You know that.” 

Lavonne sighed. She didn’t want to admit that Richard was right. “Well, it can’t be you that buys the place.” 

“And why not, Lavonne?” 

“Because I said so?” she said in a weaker voice, knowing Richard had all the advantages. The cards were in his hand. He had the microphone. 

“Meet me for dinner tomorrow night.” 

“Where?” 

“Mario’s. Downtown. You know, the fancy Italian restaurant?”

“Sure, I haven’t been there yet. They opened after I moved for school.”

“See you at six, I have to go. I’m already late for a meeting,” he said and stood. He went to hug Lavonne but stopped a couple inches from her. Lavonne watched Richard drop his shoulders and walk out the door. She made a mental note not to arrive late for dinner because she wanted that building. 


Chapter Three

 

Richard Conway sat at a conference table with his real estate agent. His accountant was on the phone, moving his money around to make the large purchase. Richard stared at the two contracts, hoping that everything worked as it would in his mind. He knew there was a chance it’d blow up in his face, but Lavonne was worth the risk. 

“Are you sure about this?” the agent asked for the fifth time. Richard had a mental image of slamming his face against the desk but resisted in the name of civility. 

“Ask me that question again,” Richard said in a dark, controlled voice. 

The agent sealed his lips and went back to arranging the papers. His accountant voiced some concern but didn’t nag Richard after the first time. He had enough money. The man was a financial adviser. He knew how much rested in his accounts. It wasn’t rocket science, and Lavonne would pay him back, anyway. It was on retainer. He was keeping it safe for his new beauty. The woman of his eye. The one that couldn’t get away from him. 

“How much longer do we have to be here?” Richard asked. “I have a date tonight.” 

“So, this is the gift? For that woman we saw the other day. You’re mad, man,” the agent said.

“Why don’t you shut the fuck up and make your commissions,” Richard said, trying really hard to to punch the guy in the face. 

“Okay, the money is good to go. Write the checks, and they’ll clear,” the accountant said. “But Richard, you’ll need to be careful the rest of the year. I know you want to hire more employees, too.” 

“We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it,” Richard said and hung up the phone. The real estate agent shook his head and finished the paperwork, having Richard sign along the dotted lines. At the end, Richard wrote a check for each property. The one for Lavonne and the other that she had mentioned down the street. He was sure they’d want to be close. She would dance with joy when he told her the news. Richard leaned back in the chair, smiling to himself. 

“Guess you bought yourself two properties. Come by my office this afternoon, and I’ll have the keys for you.”

“Perfect, that wasn’t so hard was it? You just made double the money.” 

“Yep,” the man said and showed Richard a genuine smile. Richard shook his hand and left the room, stuffing his hands into his pocket. A strange sense of completeness filled him. He couldn’t wait to see Lavonne for dinner. 




♦




How could he? That controlling, egotistical asshole. Lavonne paced back and forth in front of her childhood bed. The walls blank around her, but her body exploding with fury. If she were a volcano, she’d have painted the walls red with an eruption. Lavonne and Grace had gone to a real estate agent that day but were shocked to find out that the house was already under contract. Because of the town’s size, Grace easily found out who’d bought the property. That prick, Richard Conway. 

And Lavonne had thought about giving him a chance. She scoffed into the air, checking her watch. It was almost six. She couldn’t control herself. Anger fueled her. Lavonne stormed outside and sped across town. After slamming the car door, her stilettos clicked against the city sidewalk. She hoped Richard was waiting there, ready for her. Ready for her fury. 

The restaurant glowed in the distance. Lavonne ran through things she could say in her mind. You’re a fucking asshole. I hope you fall off a cliff and break your neck. Only a scum of a man like you would buy a property from under your crush.

Too many ideas ran through her mind. She couldn’t pick one, but each second she got closer to that door. Closer to Richard. A step away from possibly going to jail. Where would they send her? The woman’s jail? The men’s? She didn’t want to think about it too much. 

She reached the door. Richard sat at a table for two along the wall. The place was dark but used bright materials. Light tabletops. White chairs. Linens. It looked too classy for Lavonne. She swallowed, taking a deep breath and stepped inside. 

“Good evening, do you have a reservation?” 

“I see my party,” Lavonne said without looking at the host. She charged past the young man. He looked both ways, unsure what to do about the crazed woman that’d just come into the restaurant. 

Lavonne rounded the corner. Richard waved at her. His lips spread into a smile. How smug. He’s not a savior. Lavonne stepped to him. “How could you?” she asked. Without warning, she scooped the glass of water into her hand and dumped it over Richard’s head. He gasped and cursed with it. 

“What the fuck?” he asked. Ice cubes slid across the wood floor. The music continued on the speaker, but everyone was quiet. They all looked in their direction. 

“You bought the property! This city is small enough to find out you went from under me and bought the place. You’re a fucking asshole,” Lavonne said. Her finger pointed at him, stabbing the air. She turned on her heel. The manager was walking in their direction. She threw up her hands, “I’m leaving. He can pay whatever you need. Apparently he’s made of money,” she said. Lavonne used the back of her hand to push her hair back and switched her hips. Everyone watched her strut to the door, taking no time at all. She heard Richard arguing with the manager but didn’t look back. 

The night air swirled around her, creeping up her dress. It tickled her dick. She loved wearing dresses at night, especially without stockings. A nude pantyhose hugged her skin, but it didn’t stop the sensations of the cold air. Her dick grew a little against the tight fabric, pressing, trying to get free. She shook her head and kept pushing. A distant voice called her name. 

“Lavonne. Lavonne.” 

She walked faster, but there was no way she was about to run. The voice grew louder. She cursed to herself. She could see her car at the end of the block. 

“Lavonne,” Richard said. His hand grasped her shoulder. It was wet. 

“Don’t you dare touch me,” she said through clenched teeth. 

“Please, hear me out.” 

“You could have left the property on the market. You don’t have to save me. I’m not a little fucking girl,” Lavonne said. She wished she could control herself, but Richard had sent her over the edge. He was scum. She wanted to smack that smirk off his face. Wet hair hung over his forehead. It almost looked sexy through the rage.

“It wasn’t like that. I bought that place and the one you told me about down the street.” 

Lavonne paused. She rested her hand on her hip. “What?” 

“I plan on selling you the other one. It’s my gift to you, but now that you poured water over me, I’m not so sure.”

“Don’t play games with me, Richard. I’m not in the mood.” 

“You’re not the one covered in cold water.” 

“True, but you’re not the one that plotted their revenge all afternoon. I was so angry,” she said, losing control of her girlish, singsong voice. 

Richard stepped closer. He took Lavonne’s hand in his. They weren’t much different. He looked into her green eyes. She saw her reflection through his pupils. “Let’s go somewhere else for dinner and talk. Mind if I change first?” 

“Where do you live?” 

“Just around the corner,” he said. “Wanna come with me?” 

“Okay,” Lavonne said with a slight hesitation. “Let’s go.” 

 

 


Chapter Four

 

They stepped into Richard’s flat. He had a place above one of the downtown shops. Everything seemed sleepy at night. Lavonne sat with her legs crossed, gazing out to the lampposts. Street lights flickered in the night. Richard had gone to his bedroom to change. She was alone. 

Artwork hung on the walls. Mountain valleys and other landscapes, but they were originals. She pictured Richard brushing lines onto the canvas, sitting in his boxers. Maybe his body was hard. Sculpted like his face. Lavonne pulled the hem of her dress closer to her knees. Waiting for Richard to emerge pushed her discomfort level higher by the minute. Her thoughts ran wild. Innocuous noises sounded sinister. She couldn’t keep calm. 

To her relief, Richard came out a minute later. He wore a much more casual outfit, which made her feel overdressed. Jeans and a t-shirt that hugged his hard body. 

“You should have warned me to dress more casually,” Lavonne said. 

Richard raised his eyebrow at her, “like you warned me about that glass of water?” 

“Touche.” 

“Would you like a glass of wine? I have a great Chardonnay in the fridge. It’s from the Napa Valley.” 

Lavonne mocked Richard in her head. Napa Valley. Of course his wine came from a region. Lavonne never checked that. He was already going for the glasses, not waiting for her answer. He poured one glass and stopped before filling the second. 

“Would you like some?” 

“Half a glass,” she said. Lavonne stood and crossed the room, taking the glass from Richard. 

“Cheers,” he said, meeting her eyes. 

“To misunderstandings.” 

Their glasses clinked. Lavonne stared at him over the rim as she sipped the tangy wine. It had a sweet aftertaste like bananas. Much better than what she bought for parties. She almost felt bad for mocking Richard in her mind, which turned her face into an awkward smile. 

“What are you thinking about?” he asked. 

“You. Tonight. Do you forgive me?” 

“As long as you buy this property.”

“It’s a done deal. We’ll take care of it this week,” she said. 

“Then, we have nothing to worry about, do we?”

“That depends on what you’re after. I know it wasn’t that building,” Lavonne said. Her tone changed. Her voice was still high and sweet but serious. 

Richard swallowed. He glanced over his shoulder at the microwave. Lavonne loved the breadth of his shoulders. The way a line formed in his neck as he moved. Sitting with a man in his apartment. It peaked Lavonne. She could picture taking off his shirt. But fear kept her in the chair. She wouldn’t touch him, as much as she wanted too. So many men had left her for being prude, but she couldn’t dare share her secret. Remaining a women in their eyes meant too much. Dating was about so much more than sex, especially for Lavonne. She had trusted no one enough yet to reveal her secret. They all left her before it got to that point. Richard wouldn’t be any different. 

Their eyes lingered. They hadn’t spoken. Lavonne imagined his mind swirled with thoughts like hers. Her breath quickened. She downed the wine to steady herself. Bananas. It tasted so much like bananas. 

“Where did you find this wine? It tastes like tangy bananas,” she said.

“It’s great, isn’t it? Forty bucks a bottle,” he said. 

“It better taste good at that price. Aren’t you supposed to be manage money?” 

“It’s my fix. Everyone should splurge on something and keep the rest in check. I don’t have more than a bottle a week.”

“Okay,” she said, averting her eyes. She set the glass on the counter. It was empty. Richard’s was too. 

“Should we go to the bar around the corner? They have food.” 

“Yes,” Lavonne said. Grabbing her bag, she rushed to the door to get outside.  




♦




They walked down the sidewalk together with Lavonne moving a bit quicker than Richard. The temperature had dropped since they walked back from the restaurant. At least Richard wasn’t wet anymore. He wanted to hold Lavonne’s hand, but she seemed a little uncomfortable, so he kept his hands shoved into his pockets. 

“What bar are we going to? So much has changed since I lived here.” 

“Just this one where those two are smoking cigarettes.” 

“Do you smoke?” Lavonne asked. 

“I quit,” he said.

Lavonne nodded. Richard watched her strut in front of him to the door. She flipped her hair back like she always did. It drove Richard wild. He wanted to wrap her long locks around his hand and pull. Watching her beg for him would complete everything. Nothing could top it. Richard was sure. Lavonne reached the door and stepped inside. She didn’t hold it open for Richard. All the anger must not have disappeared.

Richard ran in after her. He watched her eyes go wide as she registered the surrounding place. 

“What are we doing here?” she asked in a calm, registered voice. 

“We couldn’t go back to Mario’s after what you did, and they have the next-best food. I’m starving.” 

“Can’t we finish this in the morning? With the paperwork and everything else?” 

“Oh no. You owe me dinner, Miss. Rincon.” 

“I don’t owe you a thing, Mr. Conway.” 

“A quick dinner, and then we can leave.”

“We had a drink at your house. Doesn’t that count?”

“Lavonne, please,” Richard said. 

“Fine. Get me a pale ale and something to snack on. I’m going to get the only table before it’s gone.” 

Richard nodded and disappeared to fill Lavonne’s command. She went over to the table. Shining against the darkness, it was hard for Richard not to stare at Lavonne. He noticed other men looking in her direction. He’d have to get back to the table quick, but a line held up the bar. There was another line for the kitchen. Richard planned to stop at the table before going for the food. The bartender took his order a few minutes later. Richard paid the guy, grabbed the two pints, and turned to go back to the table. Some young thuggish-looking guy was hovering over Lavonne. He had tattoos up and down his right arm. None on the other. Richard didn’t feel like dealing with some young punk, but he felt a strange possessiveness over Lavonne.

“What’s going on over here?” Richard asked. He sipped from his beer and placed the other in front of Lavonne. 

The guy stepped back a few steps. Lavonne looked up through her eyelids at the two. It was like she wanted to test Richard. How far would he go? Richard clenched his teeth and spoke to the man as evenly as he could manage, “we’re trying to enjoy a date. Mind if you leave us to it?” 

The young man looked at Lavonne. Then at Richard. Then back to Lavonne. He shrugged his shoulders and walked off, “enjoy grandpa.” 

Richard looked at the guy, narrowing his eyes, until he felt Lavonne touch his hand. It was so gentle. Like a feather falling through the sky. He turned to her, “sorry about that guy.”

“Don’t worry about it.” 

“I’m going to get the food now. Will you be all right?” 

“Beyond fine. It’s the dress. I look like I should be on a yacht in the Mediterranean.”

“You look sexy,” Richard said. 

Lavonne blushed, covering her mouth. Richard wanted to grab her by her tiny waist to control her. Move her how he wanted. Richard leaned down and kissed Lavonne on the forehead before heading to the food counter. The line had died since he went to the bar. Watching Lavonne from across the room, he didn’t take his eyes off her. She was like the sun behind a cloud. You took what chances you had to stare. He was keeping her safe, and she liked it. Men didn’t dare approach her. They saw what happened with the last guy. Two drinks sat on the table. The message was clear. 

Richard ordered the food and got his ticket. He went back to the table. 

“They’ll bring it to us,” he said. 

“Perfect,” she said and sipped her drink. It was down to the ice cubes. She shook it, making the ice rattle in the glass. 

“Want another drink?” 

“I’ll wait until after the food. Mind sharing with me?” 

“Not a problem,” he said. 

They chatted. Lavonne told Richard about her new recipe. It was a coffeecake for her father. She explained how he liked to eat it with breakfast. 

“You’ll have to make me some,” Richard said. 

“Once I get the house, you’ll get all kinds of baked goods coming to your door,” she said with a wink. 

“Is that a promise?” 

“Looks like we’ll have to wait and see.” 

“Not too long,” he said. Richard took a large drink from his beer. The food arrived a moment later. He bit into the burger as soon as the worker set it on the table. In a dainty motion, Lavonne scooped up a fry. She bit into it, careful to not let her lips touch the potato. Juices dropped from the burger onto Richard’s jeans. 

Lavonne chuckled and passed him a napkin. He laughed at himself, dabbing at the fresh stain. 

“Wanna go to the bathroom and get water for that?” she asked. 

“No, I’d rather stay with you. There are creeps everywhere.”

Lavonne drank from her beer. She gazed around the crowded bar. “I can handle myself. Little do you know, but men don’t scare me. I don’t think they’re any bigger or better than me.” 

“You’re a tall lady, but you’re still a lady,” Richard said in a definite tone like he didn’t want to hear an argument. 

“Whatever you say. They aren’t my jeans,” she said. She took another fry. Richard ate his burger. Music played in the background. Rock from two generations ago. Music Lavonne’s father used to play when she was tiny. Rockstar was one of the many jobs Lavonne’s father had decided for her. Lavonne told Richard stories about how he would pipe his dreams for her on the way to school. 

Richard finished his burger and pushed the small metal tray across the table. He downed his beer. “Come to the bar with me. I don’t want to leave you alone again,” he said. 

Lavonne followed Richard over to the bar. He could see the look on her face. She didn’t enjoy being told what to do. They got two more beers. Richard closed out his tab. Lavonne said she wouldn’t have another. Richard was getting sleepy too. He gulped from his beer. A film covered the glass. 

“Wanna play darts?” 

“I’m terrible at that. I miss every time,” Lavonne said. She switched her hips, making her look unsure. 

“I’ll let you step closer, how about that?” 

“Deal,” she said. Lavonne looked around the room and headed toward the dart board. Richard had to rush to keep up with her. There was a line on the floor where people should stand. Lavonne stood at it and then took two steps closer to the board. “So, I get to stand here?” 

“Sure,” he said. 

Richard watched as Lavonne stood at her new line with the darts in her hand. She could almost touch the board where she was standing. Richard didn’t care. He’d let his woman do whatever she wanted. It wasn’t his job to make her lose. He wanted to make her happy. That was all. Nothing more, nothing less. Obviously, he had some things to learn. Not buying a house was one. It seemed like a dick move in retrospect. 

“Wow,” Lavonne screamed. Richard shook his head and noticed that she had shot a bullseye. 

“Congrats,” he said and hugged her. It happened so fast. She stopped. Her body went hard for a moment before she wrapped her arms around his body. Lavonne smelled of oranges and fried food. 

They shot a few more times, but Lavonne kept hitting the bullseye. Richard threw up his arms in protest. 

“I’ll never win this way.” 

“It’s getting late. Let’s go,” Lavonne said. She set down her empty beer. Richard didn’t have anymore either. 

“How are you getting home?” 

“I called a taxi,” Lavonne said and lifted her phone. “I’ll have my mom drive me by my car in the morning.”

“Smart lady. When will I see you again?” 

“Once I get my finances in order. It shouldn’t take more than a couple days,” Lavonne said. They were already standing outside. Richard saw the taxi approaching on her screen. He didn’t have much time. 

Richard stepped closer to Lavonne. He cleared his throat. “There’s one more thing,” he said. Without thinking, without pausing, Richard reached his hand to the back of Lavonne’s neck. He moved his lips closer to hers. 

“We can’t—,” Lavonne said. 

But it didn’t matter. Her lips met Richard’s. Their eyes closed. They leaned their heads to the side. Richard’s hand dropped to the small of her back. It traced to the top of her ass. He pulled her closer to his body. Lavonne gasped. She kissed him a second longer before pushing away. 

“It’s too soon. We barely know each other,” Lavonne said. 

“I couldn’t help myself. You’re beautiful.” 

“Please go,” she said. “My taxi’s almost here.” 

“Right, see you at the meeting,” he said. Dropping his shoulders, Richard walked around the block to his apartment. He didn’t look back out of fear Lavonne would give him a nasty look. 

 


Chapter Five

 

Lavonne washed her hands as the coffee cake baked in the oven. She ran a brush through her hair. Her father watched a game of some sort on TV. Lavonne hated when they were alone together. Her mother acted like lubrication between their friction. Lavonne was hiding in the bathroom until her timer buzzed. Nothing calmed her more than running a brush through her hair. Stroke after stroke, it slowed her racing heart. Her mother had left an hour ago, and Ben hadn’t gotten out his chair since then, but it was only a matter of time. 

It was always just a matter of time. Even when Grace was there to help them. It didn’t matter. 

It never did. 

They had been two magnets with the same charge ever since Lavonne came home in a skirt. 

Grace, her mother, didn’t react. Her father had beat her. Lavonne’s relationship with Ben had never been the same since that day. Every time she smelt lavender, it reminded her of that time. She could remember how happy she’d been with her new perfume. The skirt. Her first pair of heels. She’d been saving for ages. It had been the first day Vance became Lavonne. The best and worst day of her life. Lavonne laughed at how the world did that to her. 

Her best friend then Carl, now Carolee, encouraged her to wear the outfit around the mall. She had been so happy she wanted to wear it home too. They were twins. Lavonne couldn’t wait to spend more time with her now that she was back in town. It wasn’t long after that day that Carl transitioned to Carolee. 

Lavonne’s timer buzzed. She could smell the coffee cake in the bathroom. It was ready to come out the oven. She was sure her father would want a slice right away. She took a deep breath and opened the door. 

It looked like Ben hadn’t moved from his chair. Lavonne coasted across the wood floor, careful to stay quiet. She missed the spot that squeaked. Opening the oven door gently, she pulled out the dessert and rested it on the counter. Lavonne needed to snap a photo for her blog. She had the recipe ready to go. Her mother’s kitchen was much better than the studio apartment, but she had to make it match her other shots. The studio had cooler tones. Less white. 

Lavonne placed a blue towel on the island. She spread it out and found her mother’s orange plate. It was a funky piece Lavonne had gotten for her on a trip to Europe last summer. She had found it in a vibrant market close to the beach in Portugal. Every time she looked at the plate, she tasted the ocean. The two colors would look perfect with the earthly tones of the bread. The spiral of goodness inside would pop. As she was setting everything up, Lavonne heard footsteps. Her heart dropped. 

Ben appeared in the doorway a moment later. He looked at the bread and then at Lavonne with conflicted eyes. It was obvious he cared more about the bread than his own daughter. Lavonne cut a couple pieces of the warm bread and fanned them out on the plate. 

“Looks good,” he said. He rubbed his belly while staring at the cake. His eyes avoided Lavonne. Ben never looked at her for more than a moment. Lavonne was their only child and an obvious disappointment to Ben. Grace showered her with love nowadays, but there were dark periods with her too. Going away to college was the best thing that ever happened to Lavonne, but she was ready to have a normal family life. She loved her father and needed his acceptance. 

He still had his eyes cross, trying hard not to look at Lavonne. She ignored him and snapped pictures for her blog. Ben hovered over her, eager for a slice. She got some good pictures and took a piece for herself. 

“The rest is yours,” she said. 

Ben’s eyes brightened. “Really?” 

“Yes, would you like some milk?” 

He hesitated. His eyes met hers. “Sure, thank you.” 

“Take a seat,” she said. 

“But my game.” 

“Just for a second while I get the milk,” Lavonne huffed. Ben sat and tapped his hands on the counter. His head turned toward the living room, even though he couldn’t see the television from the kitchen. He ripped bread from the loaf and stuffed it into his mouth. “Here,” she said and placed it on the counter. 

Ben looked at her like a stranger. “What happened to your voice?” he asked. 

“Lots of practice, dad. Can we please not do this today?” 

But his face had already changed. His eyes were glued to her. He was searching for his lost son. Lavonne could see it. She did all the time. It broke her heart, but she didn’t choose to feel like a woman. She had since she was little. Vance was never who Lavonne was, as much as her father wanted it. 

“What happened to you, Vance?” 

“That’s not my name, dad,” she said. Her body was becoming hot. She hated how Ben pushed her buttons. Almost nobody from her past would recognize her besides Carolee. None of the people she went to high school with because she didn’t post on social media. She didn’t need to update them. Her life was hers. 

“Why did you choose this, Vance? You were supposed to be my boy. We were gonna drink beers and talk about girls.” 

“We can still do that dad,” she said. Her voice sounded so much higher in her head. It was like she had a machine in her throat. She couldn’t turn it off. 

“You’re not a woman, Vance. I know you’re still in there,” Ben said. He was crying now. He always made it to tears. It shocked Lavonne how much her transformation disturbed her father. 

Tears burned in Lavonne’s eyes. She couldn’t take it. “I was born this way, dad. I really can’t help it. Read one book I’ve given you on the subject. But please, this has to stop.” 

They were both balling like babies. Anger rose in Lavonne. She had to get out of the house. 

“I don’t care about some fucking book. I want my boy back.”

“He’s not coming back, dad!” Lavonne said and slammed her fist down. She wasn’t looking and smashed it into the orange plate from Portugal. It cut her hand. Blood ran from the wound. 

“Are you okay?” her father said. 

“Leave me alone,” she said while grabbing a kitchen towel. She wrapped it around her hand and ran out the door. She got in her car. 

Lavonne: Are you busy? I need to talk. 




♦




Lavonne stepped out her car, nursing her wound. She had stopped to get a bandage. Her eyes burned from the tears, but she had given her father enough for one lifetime. If he couldn’t accept her as Lavonne, he shouldn’t talk to her. She was tired of the man closest to her treating her like shit. Like she wasn’t a person. She felt like a mutant every time she was around Ben and had had enough. Lavonne took a deep breath before stepping into the cafe. 

Her friend, Carolee, waved from the table. Lavonne suppressed any remaining tears and hugged her friend. Carolee could see the emotions in an instant. “What happened, dear?” 

“Nothing,” she said, trying her best not to show the pain. 

“Oh honey, let’s get you a mocha and talk about it. I think I saw some chocolate croissants up there,” Carolee said. She hooked her arms into Lavonne’s. They walked to the counter like two normal girls. Nobody could tell they had been boys in the past. Maybe a couple people in the town knew their history, but nobody seemed to care. Carolee had always been a bit more flamboyant than Lavonne, especially when they were Carl and Vance. It was hard not to think about those days when she was with Carolee. Maybe she just needed more time to adjust. 

Carolee pulled Lavonne close when they got to the counter, “a frozen mocha and two chocolate croissants.”

“Thank you,” Lavonne said in a weak voice. 

“Anything for you.” 

“I’ll bring that over to the table,” the barista said and slid a number across the counter. Carolee took it and pulled Lavonne with her across the room. It was impossible not to feel brighter with Carolee’s bright, bubbly personality around. She missed her friend, even though she had made more in the city. Nobody would understand her like Carolee. They changed together. They held the other’s hand. It was a beautiful piece of her history. 

“Why is your face like that, girl? You’re a mess today,” Carolee said. 

“Coming back to town has stirred so many emotions. I don’t know what to do with myself. My father this morning.” 

“What did Ben do now?” Carolee asked in an annoyed voice. Her father wasn’t much better, but he had at least accepted her. One day Carolee told her the story. He’d come home and sat next to her on the bed and said, ‘I get it. You were born that way.’ When Carolee told her the story, Lavonne had cried. They were happy tears with a tinge of jealously. She wished Ben could see it that way. Grace tried her best, but nothing broke through her father. 

“He just can’t let it go.” 

Lavonne lifted up her arm and showed Carolee the bandage. “I got so upset, I broke a plate.”“They should go to a counselor, but there’s nothing you did. You’re perfect, Lavonne,” she said. 

“Frozen mocha,” a young man said. The ladies jumped. Lavonne wiped away her loose tears and took the drink. The guy lingered for a moment, staring at them, before walking back to the counter. They heard him comment to another guy about how hot the ladies were. 

“Guess we have an admirer,” Carolee said. 

“If only he knew.”

“Right,” she said. They laughed together. 

“Did your dad see a counselor?” Lavonne asked. 

“No, but it was my grandfather that made him stop harassing me. My grandfather,” Carolee said and shook her head, “I couldn’t believe it when he told me, which wasn’t until last year. All that time I’d thought he came to the conclusion on his own, but he needed a push. Your dad just needs a push from the right person.” 

“I hope it happens soon. I moved back to be closer to the people I love most,” Lavonne said. 

“My love for you will never die,” Carolee said and placed her hand on Lavonne’s. They sat in the cafe for a couple more hours catching up. Carolee was still single. It was hard for a girl with a dick. Revealing the truth took more than Lavonne had imagined in the past. She thought it’d be so easy before transitioning, but revealing the fact had proved impossible. And the horror stories. There were more positive ones than horror stories, but anyone could become a victim. Testosterone fueled rage. 

The two ladies stood after their drinks sat empty and their words evaporated. Carolee had to get to work, and Lavonne needed to stop by the bank. They hugged and went their separate ways. Lavonne stopped at her car and turned to Carolee, “I’ll see you soon.” 

“Next time have some muffins,” Carolee said back and waved before slipping into her car. 


Chapter Six

 

Richard, the real estate agent, Lavonne, and Grace all sat at a table. There was another woman Grace’s age handling all of Lavonne’s paperwork. He figured it was one of Grace’s friends. He didn’t care. Lavonne was the only thing in the room that mattered. Her beauty. The way she sat in the chair. She didn’t slouch for a second. Her lips glistened with moisture. The color she wore attracted Richard. He wanted her to leave a mark on his cheek, so people knew he had a woman at home that wore that shade. 

But she wasn’t even looking in his direction. She sat up straight but stared down at the table. Richard tried everything to get her to look at him. His eyes lingered on her. He didn’t care what Grace thought. Her daughter was Richard’s target, and he had to have her. 

“Mr. Conway, please sign here to relinquish your rights to the property and then here to accept Miss. Rincon’s payment.” 

Richard grabbed the pen. He held it firm in his hand while staring across the table. She still avoided eye contact, driving Richard mad. Everyone else leered in his direction until the pen hit the paper. He took much longer than he should have to sign the papers, but he needed Lavonne. She had to look at him. 

The woman representing Lavonne slid a check across the table. It had Lavonne’s full name written on it. A bank order. Everything she had. Richard felt a wave a grief wash over him. Only an asshole would buy a property like he did. He wanted to get on his knees and beg her forgiveness but didn’t want to look like a fool, either. Richard had a love before. He had ruined it with his controlling ways. And she cheated on him with his brother. The chicken or the egg. It was something like that, but it couldn’t happen again with Lavonne. His heart wouldn’t recover. For some reason, something in her eyes, he had fallen for her. The way she carried herself was like no other. He wanted Lavonne on his arm. His wife. He could picture it already. 

The real estate agent tapped Richard’s shoulder. “That’s all we have to do. Where are the keys?” 

Richard coughed. He acted like he hadn’t been staring at Lavonne for the past twenty minutes. Reaching into his jacket pocket, he retrieved the keys. He slid them across the table. Lavonne lifted her head for the first time. Taking the keys, her green eyes stared into his. They entranced him. To hold him while a future lifetime with Lavonne ran through his mind. It was crazy how quickly the mind could fall for someone. Richard dropped his head. He had lost the battle. There was nothing in her eyes but contempt for the man who’d held her prisoner. 

“Hope you visit the website or stop by when we become a cafe,” Lavonne said as she played with the keys in her hand. 

Richard grunted. His head hung. The women stood and left the room, leaving Richard with just the agent. They thanked him, but he couldn’t bear to meet Lavonne’s eyes again. Not without exposing his weakness. No woman wanted to see that. He was a cat in the corner licking its wounds. The agent saw them out and came back a few minutes later. 

“What is wrong with you today, man?” he asked. 

“That woman stole my heart.” 

“You gotta grow up. She’s hot but dude. You’re acting like a teenager.” 

“Collect your money and leave me the fuck alone,” Richard said. 

“Call someone else next time you want to buy a house,” the man said and slammed the door on his way out. 

Richard wiped a hand over his face. His behavior baffled him. It wasn’t like himself, but Lavonne ate at him like a disease. He wouldn’t be the same for months, and every time he drove past her office, it would hurt. A few minutes later, Richard stood and left. He was in a daze the rest of the day. 


Chapter Seven

 

A month had passed since Lavonne closed on the property. Living on her own was great. She didn’t have to deal with Ben and his drama. Her bed was comfortable, the furniture fit well in the space, and she had a bigger kitchen than the studio. She also had a kitchenette with an oven and photo-shooting space installed downstairs. Her posts would never be better. 

Lavonne ran a brush through her hair and gazed in the mirror. She had to get downstairs soon to start the day, but she had a few minutes left. Her mind flashed to the boyish face underneath it all. The one she could still see every time she looked in the mirror. The one nobody else seemed to notice. Even Richard. Oh Richard. How she longed for him and all the other boys she let get away in her life. But what would they say when she revealed her secret? Humiliate her? Embarrass her? It wasn’t worth the risk. She hadn’t heard from him since closing day, which was a relief to her. 

The phone buzzed. It was time for work. 

She got downstairs and her assistant was already waiting outside the door. Ruben was her name. Lavonne posted an ad, and she was the best candidate by far. She proved it day after day, even though she only started two weeks ago. Lavonne hoped to grow the company with her because Ruben accepted her. Lavonne had revealed her secret, and Ruben didn’t even flinch. 

“Good morning,” Ruben said with a bright smile when Lavonne opened the door. 

“Welcome, how are you?”

“A little tired still but great. I’m ready to make some bread and blog posts.” 

Lavonne couldn’t tell Ruben was tired. She seemed like a ball of energy, but that’s what Lavonne loved about her. She said what was on her mind and always tried to look at the positives. 

Ruben stepped inside, but something kept Lavonne’s attention. She didn’t move from the door. Somebody was walking in her direction. 

“What’s going on? It’s cold outside,” Ruben said. 

It was true. The sun hadn’t yet heated the day, and the fall had been colder than normal that year. Lavonne apologized and stepped outside. The blurry shape came into focus. It was Richard. He ran a hand through his dark hair. His eyes focused on Lavonne. She hadn’t seen him at all since closing. He hadn’t messaged her once. Maybe he was going to the place next door, but didn’t blink. It made her heart race. His concentration. 

“Lavonne,” he called when he got within earshot. 

She waved at him, wishing she had stayed inside. Ruben could have sent him away. He got to the door. He had a card in his hand. Passing it to Lavonne, she took it. 

“What’s this?” she asked. 

“A congratulations. An apology. An invitation,” he said. “It’s a lot of things.”

His chuckle warmed Lavonne’s heart. She hadn’t realized that she missed his voice. His smell. It was like walking up to the ocean on the first day of a vacation. 

“Thank you,” she said and folded the card under her hand. 

“Aren’t you going to open it?” 

“Later. Is that all you need Richard?” Lavonne asked.

“Well,” he said and ran a hand through his hair. The way he did that made him look sexy. It showed a few of the grays to the root. “I was hoping we could go out together.” 

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 

“That’s why I’m here?” 

As much as Lavonne wanted to agree, she had to fight it. Going with Richard wouldn’t be right. He wouldn’t accept her. It was too much to go through. To think about. She had a business to get off the ground. “I’m busy with work,” she said. 

“Me too. We’re trying to double. We can grow together,” he said. 

It was almost too good to pass up. Richard was older, successful, and handsome. Everything Lavonne could ever want in a man. 

“Give me a chance.” 

“People have layers. You might not like what you find,” she said. 

“If you give me a chance, I’ll do the same for you,” he said. His dark eyes locked on Lavonne. She couldn’t resist him much more. Pushing him away was like drowning herself in the sea. There wouldn’t be time to rescue herself. Regret would kill her. She could see it. What could have happened? The question that haunted so many. 

“You better mean those words.” 

“Is that a yes?” 

“One date. We’ll see how it goes,” she said. 

Richard grabbed her hand and kissed the back, “you won’t regret it.” 

“We’ll see. I gotta get back to work,” Lavonne said. She turned and went inside without looking back. Her phone buzzed before she got to her desk. It was a text from Richard. 

Richard: Mario’s? Tonight at six?

He was still standing in the window like a dork. Lavonne put up her thumb and shook her head. 

“What was all that about?” Ruben asked. 

“That guy is a fool,” was all Lavonne said. They got back to work and Ruben didn’t mention it again. Lavonne decided she would tell him the truth tonight. She’d never tried saying it on a first date, and every time it became too big a secret to reveal. Her relationships always ended in fights over sex. She was a prude. Never put out. She cried herself to sleep sometimes, but that would change. Richard was her chance to try something different. If nothing else, to see a straight man’s reaction. 

Lavonne shook her head and got Richard off her mind. She had recipes to post and cookies to make. “Let’s do Macadamia nut today.” 

“That’s not on the schedule, but we have the stuff for them. Let’s do it,” Ruben said with a smile. She went to switch the ingredients. 




♦




The day passed slower than a snail crossing the road. Richard was walking home from the office. He had stared at his computer screen without focus much of the time. The managers in his office bombarded him with questions. It was their job to hire people. They had to put together marketing. Richard didn’t have an idea for everything. That’s why he had hired them in the first place. Their questions exhausted him. To decide things with Lavonne on his mind was an impossible task. One he didn’t want to do. Not until after dinner. If she didn’t want him the after tonight, he’d let it go. 

Richard stopped by his place to change. He washed his armpits and spritzed cologne onto his wrists. It smelled of cut grass and lemons. He liked the more feminine colognes because women always complemented his scent. He had a few sniff him. But not Lavonne. She barely looked at him that morning. He couldn’t get the roundness of her lips off his mind. The way she stood. One food crossed over the other. Her heels made her an inch or two taller than him. It didn’t matter. Nobody could deny her beauty. 

Checking his watch, Richard had ten minutes before the reservation. He didn’t want to get there early in case Lavonne had a plan to dump water over his head again. She could get there first. He buttoned his shirt and took a glass of water before heading out the door. He should have worn a jacket. It was cold outside. He shivered as he walked the few blocks to the restaurant. When he rounded the corner, he could see Lavonne through the dimly lit window. She had already ordered a glass of wine. She looked calm and nervous. Her finger tapped the stem of the glass. A jacket draped over her shoulders. 

“Good evening, reservation?” the host asked. 

“My party is already here,” Richard said. 

The host narrowed his eyes. A tinge of recognition filtered through them. “No way. You two are giving it another go?” 

Richard smiled and said, “No drama tonight. Promise. I’ll seat myself.”

“Good luck,” the young man said.  

Rounding the corner, Richard waved at Lavonne. Candlelight flickered against her. She looked radiant any time of day, but especially in the romantic lighting. The same table. A different night. Lavonne stood when he reached the table and offered a hug. He embraced her. She smelt delicious. Like spiced flowers. It went with the season. 

“You look great,” he said, gently smelling her once more before taking a seat. 

“As do you,” she said with a soft smile. Lavonne gave Richard a plastic container of cookies. “Macadamia nut.”

“Amazing,” Richard said. “You’re spoiling me already.” 

Lavonne nodded and said nothing. Richard placed the cookies on the side of the table. It took a lot to resist them before dinner. He could see himself snacking late into the night on them. The waiter darted over to the table and asked if Richard wanted a drink. He ordered a martini on the rocks with no rim. 

“That’s a summery drink,” Lavonne said. 

“They’re delicious. It sounds good right now. Goes with my mood.”

“What’s that?” 

“Happy as can be. Like I’m on vacation.” 

The way Lavonne’s face lit up at his words stirred his emotions. He couldn’t take no for an answer. He would, if he had to, but it’d take even longer to get over her the second time. Maybe coming here was a mistake. 

“What are you eating?” Richard asked. 

“I’m thinking the fish special. The couscous sounds delicious.”

“Maybe I should do the steak salad special. It seems hearty.” 

“Do it,” she said and lifted her wineglass. Her eyes lingered on him. Richard could tell something was on her mind, but the waiter returned. She ordered the fish. He ordered the salad. 

There was live music that night at the restaurant. A band playing beautiful instrumental music. Richard sipped on his margarita. Lavonne drank from her wine. Her fingers tapped the stem again. 

“What are you thinking about?” he asked, dying to hear what she had to say. She looked relaxed, hopeful even. Terror mixed in with those. Her face changed with each second. It was like Richard could read her thoughts. 

“There’s something I want to confess,” she said. 

Richard gulped. He was afraid to hear what she had to say. It could be anything. Maybe she had a boyfriend already and had just been nice to get the property. Richard pinched his thigh. Lavonne traced her finger around the rim of the wineglass. Richard had said nothing. His mouth wouldn’t open. Words couldn’t form. He was waiting for her. 

“I said before that people have layers,” she said. She controlled her words, steady. Lavonne looked around the room as if everyone were listening to their conversation. “I said it for a reason.” 

“What were you trying to tell me?” 

Lavonne sighed. She averted her eyes before she spoke, “I haven’t always been Lavonne.” 

“Are you in witness protection?” Richard asked in a whisper. He leaned forward. Lavonne laughed. Her giggle wrapped Richard like a warm fire. He could listen to it for hours. 

“I don’t think it’s that serious, but you’ll be the judge.” 

“Just tell me already.” 

Lavonne’s finger tapped the stem again. She ran her free hand through her hair. “I used to be a man and still have my male parts,” she said. Her words sounded heavy. They were like bricks on Richard’s shoulders. 

Richard couldn’t even speak. His mind was blank. The waiter came and set the dishes on the table. Lavonne thanked him. Her voice had a cheery tone to it. She sounded relieved, happy. Shock ran though Richard, but he tried everything in his power to stay balanced. He didn’t want to hurt Lavonne. Show her disgust. He wasn’t disgusted, but the idea of a dick on her gorgeous body had his head spinning. Richard sat back in his chair. He must look like a deer in the night, lost and searching for home. About to get hit by a car. His hands gripped the arm on the chair. 

“Everything okay over there? This couscous is delicious,” she said. 

“Just processing,” he said. 

“We don’t have to go out again. I’d understand. Thank you for not beating me up. It’s honestly a relief. I feel like I’ve overcome a fear,” she said. “Let’s just enjoy dinner. I have zero expectations, relax.” 

Lavonne’s sweet words worked on Richard. He lowered his shoulders and sipped his margarita. She had no expectations. Treat her well and go home. That was all he had to do. She was the same lady he lusted after ten minutes ago. Five minutes ago she had been his entire life. “This steak looks great too. They cooked it perfectly,” he said. It was like he was seeing the salad for the first time. “You were afraid I’d beat you up for telling me that? I honestly can’t believe it. You’re so feminine. Beautiful. I’m in shock.”

“It took a long time to get here. My heart goes out to all the girls in the change, but that’s how it is for us. People get beat up all the time for revealing their true identity. I wanted to come straight out and say it this time. Take me or leave me, it’s up to you.” 

Richard stammered. Vowel sounds came out his mouth, but it wasn’t anything audible. 

“Take your time. Seriously, let’s just enjoy dinner. I’m Lavonne. You’re Richard. We’re at Mario’s having a nice night.” 

“Yeah,” he said and smiled. Richard wasn’t sure where his emotions lay, but he downed the drink and ordered another one. Lavonne had put her heart on her sleeve. He wasn’t sure they’d make it to a second date, but she deserved respect. Nobody should hide in a closet for who they are. Richard believed that. The waiter brought his new margarita, “Cheers to getting over your fears and living your best life!” 

“Cheers!” Lavonne said. Her smile still intoxicated him, but every time Richard looked at her he saw a penis. A penis hanging between her legs. He cut into his salad before the image overwhelmed him. 

They chatted about business and skipped dessert. Neither ordered another drink. Richard walked Lavonne to her car after paying for the meal. “Thank you for coming out with me. I begged you like a fool.” 

“You were a bit crazy,” she said with a soft laugh. 

Richard’s eyes lingered on her. He took in her whole body. Could he get over the fact she had a dick? Richard didn’t know. He’d have to sleep on it. “I’ll see you soon,” he said and leaned forward. He planted the smallest kiss on her lips. She kissed him back. 

Her smile. It shined in the night. 

“Goodnight,” she said and drove off into the night. 

Richard walked back to his apartment with a thousand possibilities running through his mind. 


Chapter Eight

 

Richard hadn’t called. A week passed. Lavonne expected it, but she’d always remember him. He was the man that helped her overcome her fear. She told Richard about her transition without him losing his mind. Eventually she’d find the person that would accept her completely for who she was. A woman was also on the table. Anything was possible. Whatever happened, Lavonne felt better. Free from the chains that’d locked her in the past. 

Ruben was out of the office. She had gone to the store to get more ingredients. Lavonne had just finished taking pictures of muffins they made that morning. She planned to take a few to Carolee after work. They looked great against the blue background.

Lavonne focused on her computer screen. She didn’t notice the man approaching the door until the bell chimed. She turned to see who it was. Her head pounded. 

Ben. 

“Hey dad,” she said. 

“Lavonne, how are you?” 

She couldn’t believe he had used her female name. Ben almost never addressed her like that. Lavonne could hear her mother screaming in the background. 

“I’m almost there. Wait for me.” 

“Nothing is happening, honey,” her father yelled to her mother. Lavonne had so much work to do. She didn’t need any drama. Her father’s eyes returned to her, making Lavonne’s body twitch. Him coming around had meant nothing but bad news since her transition, but something was different in his eyes. Remorse, maybe? His hovering presence in the doorway made Lavonne shift. 

“Would you like to take a seat?” Lavonne asked and gestured her hand to one of the plastic chairs. 

Grace barged past Ben and threw her bag onto a chair. She threw open her arms to hug Lavonne. Ben followed his wife inside. He took a seat in the chair next to her bag. 

“This is a nice place you got here,” Ben mumbled while looking around the small office. 

“Thanks, we’re doing what we can.”

“That’s right,” Grace cheered. Her voice was much brighter than Ben’s, almost artificial. Filled with love. “How are things going with your new employee? We miss you at the house.” 

“Ruben is great. She does everything I ask and more. Earns every penny I pay her if you ask me.”

“Do you have any cakes prepared? I’m starving,” Grace said. 

Lavonne ran over to the plate muffins in the photo area. She took two to her father and mother. They bit into them, making the room grow silent around them. Lavonne perched on the edge of her desk. She noticed the way her father’s eyes judged her. They traveled from her heel up to the rim of her dress. He almost looked sad but didn’t say anything like he normally did. Lavonne just wanted to get back to work and move on with her day. 

“Why did you guys come here?” she asked. 

They looked at each other like two people who shared a secret. News they were dreading to spill. Grace plastered a smile onto her face like usual and said, “well Lavonne, my dear, your father would like to tell you something.” 

He grunted and looked up at Grace with narrow eyes. “We both want to tell you something,” he said. His voice low. Lavonne could barely hear him. 

“Just tell me. I have a busy day,” Lavonne said. She loved her parents, but unexpected visits weren’t her favorite. 

“We went to a counselor,” Ben said. 

The words hit Lavonne. She couldn’t believe what they were saying. 

“Yes, a good one. Your father and I want to understand you, our beautiful daughter,” Grace said. 

Ben rubbed his temple. “Yes, our daughter. You didn’t choose to feel the way you do, and Lavonne, I do. I love you more than you know. Not a day goes by I don’t feel guilt, confusion. So many things.” He rubbed a tear from his eye. 

Grace rested her hand on Ben’s shoulder. Her parents cared. Lavonne could always feel it, but the way they showed her had pushed Lavonne away. “We’re working though it, Lavonne. Can we set up a weekly dinner?” 

“I’d love that,” Lavonne said. She wiped a tear from her eye, holding the waterworks inside. Her father almost never cried. They laughed at each other and did a group hug. “Thank you. I love you guys so much.” 

“We love you too,” they said while hugging. 

Lavonne sucked in and wiped at her eyes. It was helpless. She pushed it away and said, “let’s get lunch. I’m starved.” 

“Okay, but we have this thing in an hour, can you meet us at the restaurant on the west side of town?” 

“Sure thing, mom, I’ll head over there now. You guys go ahead and I’ll catch up,” she said. 

They agreed and left out the door. Her father looked back at her a moment before going out of sight. His approval meant a lot. They could all move forward as a family. That was more important than any relationship. As nice as a partner would be, her parents’ love was everything. Lavonne grinned as she packed her bag. It took a few more minutes than she’d hoped, but she got out the door. 

A note waited for her. Someone had tucked it under the wiper blade. She pulled it out and unfolded it. Looking over her shoulder, she hoped nobody was watching. 

You definitely surprised me. I’ve gone back and forth in my head about it, but I want to see you again. If you’ll see me, that is. You’re beautiful, Lavonne, and I can’t stop thinking about you. You’re all the woman I need. Text me. 

- Richard 

Lavonne folded the note and slipped it into her purse. She didn’t know what was happening, but it was a good day. A great one. The best of her life? She lightly slapped her face. It wasn’t a dream. 

 

♦




She had texted Richard. It wasn’t until late afternoon that he got the message, but excitement ran through his bones. Lavonne had a dick, yes, but she also had the most beautiful lips Richard had ever seen on a woman. The way she carried herself, walking with her shoulders back. She looked like a model at all times. Her sweet voice. The giggle. He found a picture on her on his phone and traced the screen with his thumb. 

Her face dazzled. Richard sat on the edge of his bed, fully dressed and ready for their date. They had plans to go to Mario’s again. It was the best restaurant in town. They’d become regulars. Discover new places together. Richard imagined sex with Lavonne. Would she ever want to fuck him? He didn’t know that he could handle that. Making love to Lavonne from the back didn’t both Richard. But a little voice whispered in his head. He pushed it away. Lavonne was sexy, worth any risk. He didn’t need children. He had nieces and nephews. Spending his money on travel and recreation appealed to Richard more than springing for a child. Maybe they’d adopt, if that’s what she wanted. 

Richard pushed his hand through his hair and looked at himself in the mirror. It sat against the wall, taking up a lot of space. He loved jacking off in it. Watching his cock grow and cover his face when he lay on the bed. Made him feel like a king. 

His phone buzzed. 

Lavonne: I will be fifteen late. Running behind at work. 

Shaking his head, Richard pictured her running around her apartment. She only lived above her office. 

Richard: Not a problem. I’ll be waiting. 

Lavonne: *kiss face* 

He crossed a leg over his knee. Not in the feminine way, but propped up like a man. He had to exude dominance and masculinity that night. He was the alpha and Lavonne would be his woman. She wasn’t a man.  A penis didn’t make a man. It was the personality. The way he carried himself. Richard ran through the night in his mind. He didn’t know how it’d go, but he knew how he wanted to end it. Richard checked his drawer for supplies if it got there. He felt like a pig, wanting sex so soon, but Lavonne was gorgeous. And if he hated the genitalia situation, better to know sooner than later. 

Richard checked his water. Their reservation was in ten minutes. Added with the fifteen extra it’d take Lavonne, he had some time. But he didn’t want to be an asshole. They held a table. He respected that. Gathering his things, Richard headed out the door. He’d get a margarita with no rim while he waited for Lavonne. 

 


Chapter Nine

 

Lavonne dressed in her favorite white dress. It had the thinnest black stripes. They were like shooting stars in a night sky but reversed. Elongating her body and slimming her down without too much attention. She stood in the mirror brushing her hair over the dress how she loved to it. It was like her meditation. She needed it. Thoughts of the date with Richard ran through her mind. He knew her secret and still wanted to continue dating. It boggled her mind. The handsome, slightly older man desired her. She attracted him.  

Her apartment smelled of a burning candle. She had chosen a pumpkin-spice flavor for a feeling of autumn. It tickled her. She’d change to something light and flowery in spring. The apartment had quickly become her home, separate from the hustle and bustle of the office. Lavonne turned one way and then the next in the mirror, examining her body. Her phone buzzed. 

Richard: Not a problem. I’ll be waiting. 

The message warmed her heart. She sent him a kiss face and returned to the mirror. Resisting picking up the brush, she focused on accessories. She wasn’t huge on jewelry but wanted to make an impression. It was a date they’d remember forever, for better or worse. Lavonne had a pair of white heels to match the dress. She needed something to pop. She hooped gold earrings into her ear, wrapped a gold bracelet around her wrist, and snapped a gold necklace around her neck. She moved her hair to the side opposite her bracelet to balance the look. 

She checked her phone. The restaurant wasn’t far from her house either, but she’d be late if she spent any longer in the mirror. Lavonne threw a few essentials into her bag. Things for if the date went well. Pepper spray for if it went sour. She tucked it under some other things, hoping she wouldn’t need it at all. 

After grabbing a jacket, Lavonne rushed outside to her car. She started it and darted down the road. Mario’s was about a seven-minute drive from her house, depending on traffic. It took more like five. Most people weren’t out at eight on a weeknight. Lavonne shouldn’t be either since she had work in the morning. People wouldn’t get their recipes if she slept on the job. 

Lavonne got to Mario’s and saw Richard at the usual table. She hoped it didn’t become a routine. Most of the food there was rich and fattening. They’d have to find a new place. She was already planning their future as she stepped inside. The host waved her though, recognizing her from before. Richard stood when he saw Lavonne round the corner. He went up, wrapped his arm around the small of her back, and kissed her. A light, gentle kiss like a man who’d been missing his woman. Lavonne’s dick jumped at the sensation. Right, her dick. She hoped Richard could look past it when they reached that point. He looked so handsome in the dark. Irresistible. It was a wonder he didn’t have a woman already. 

Richard let go, almost dropping Lavonne back to the floor. Her body had come almost entirely feminine. The curves, thin arms, fat ass. She loved having Richard touch her like that, feeling her with desire. Knowing her secret. They sat at the table. He’d already ordered her a glass of wine. 

“It’s the same as you got last time,” he said. 

“Perfect. Cheers,” she said. They clinked their glasses together. The candlelight flickered against them. Romantic nights weren’t part of Lavonne’s life, but she could get used to them. But a question burned inside. “Why don’t you already have a woman?” 

It was like Lavonne had hit a button. Richard’s face darkened. He stared into his margarita and spoke, “I had a lady. It ended six months ago. Honestly, I hadn’t noticed a woman until you. It must be the way you carry yourself. Your confidence. You’re like a princess in the mist.” 

“A princess in the mist?” Lavonne asked and giggled. 

“And that. Ah, I could listen to you laugh all day.” 

Lavonne covered her mouth, stopping instantly. His words embarrassed her. She didn’t like how closely Richard paid attention to her. What if she farted or burped? He wouldn’t find her so sexy then. 

Richard stretched out his hand and placed it on Lavonne’s. “You’re beautiful. Be yourself, who you are here,” he said and tapped his heart. “I’ll do my best to do the same.” 

She nodded and sipped her wine. The waiter came by and took their order. They went with the specials again. Lavonne figured they were those types of people, wanting to try something new. 

“So, what happened with your ex?” Lavonne asked after they got their meals. She had been pulling at the pasta with her fork, unable to stop thinking about the mysterious woman. 

“She cheated on me.”

“That’s horrible,” Lavonne said. She clasped her hand to her mouth. 

“Tell me about it. With my brother.” 

“What? Stop.”

“Yep. Poor Richard, everyone says. They’re still together. Engaged to get married. It’s like people are mad at me that I can’t be ecstatic for them. The happy couple,” Richard said. He was spitting out his words. The wound burned. Lavonne couldn’t imagine. She would have to kill her sibling if they did that to her. Maybe not that extreme, but they would never speak again. Dead in theory. Who is she? Gone. 

“I’m sorry,” Lavonne said. “You must be angry.” 

“It hurts, but what can I do? Everyone else has moved on. Now, it’s my turn.”

Lavonne stabbed her fork into the food and ate a bite. She saw a softer side of Richard after he shared his past. He drank from his margarita, gave Lavonne a soft smile. He looked innocent. Somebody who loved and wanted love back.  Lavonne would give him a chance. She wanted to see his reaction to her cock. Her body longed for touch. For somebody to run their tongue along her abdomen. To grab her. Snake their fingers through her hair. 

“Want dessert?” Richard asked when they cleared away the plates. They only had a bit of their drinks left, and Lavonne had other things on her mind. She’d never been fucked before. It sounded interesting. She’d seen enough videos. It couldn’t hurt too bad. That’s what she told herself. 

“I was hoping for a different kind of dessert,” she said, giggling. Lavonne sipped her wine to calm herself. 

Richard raised his eyebrow. “Oh yeah? Let’s make that happen,” he said. He waved the waiter down and handed him the credit card without seeing the bill. Lavonne blushed. Richard scrutinized the bill last time, making sure they hadn’t put on an extra charge. She saw him do it. He left a nice tip, but it wasn’t an easy transaction for the waiter. 

The server came back with the bill. Richard took his time to look over it and left a thirty percent tip. They got up, putting on their jackets. Richard held out Lavonne’s while she slid her arms into the sleeve. 

“Should we go to your place?” she asked. 

“That’s perfect,” he said. 




♦




They stepped inside Richard’s apartment. It happened so quickly. His lips pressed to hers. Lavonne’s back slammed against the wall. She gasped as Richard’s hands explored her body. She didn’t resist. Nobody had ever touched her the way he was. Lavonne’s body pulsated with passion. Lifting her right knee, she wrapped it around his back. Richard pressed into her harder. His tongue slipped deeper into her mouth. 

Lavonne opened her mouth. A soft moan escaped her. Richard’s hand gripped her thigh. He squeezed her ass. He whispered into her ear, “I’m going to fuck you hard. Make love to you all night.” 

Richard took her hands at that moment and lifted them above her head. She resisted nothing he did. Her body was his. He could do what he wanted. Show her the ropes. 

“I hope your ass is ready,” he said. Richard took both hands and held her cheeks. She instinctively wrapped her legs around him, and he lifted her into his arms. “Fuck, you smell good Princess. I will be your king.” 

“Mmhmm,” Lavonne managed. She couldn’t concentrate. He was carrying her to Richard’s bedroom. He kissed her as they walked. His muscles wrapped around Lavonne like a warm blanket. She’d never had a hard body like his pressed against hers but loved every second. It was like living in a different body. Becoming somebody else for the night. Richard kicked open the bedroom door and threw Lavonne to the bed. She squealed and bounced on the soft mattress. Richard’s eyes glazed over. He looked hungry, raw. She’d never seen a man look like that. It frightened her and aroused her. She could feel her dick growing in her panties. Richard lifted her legs, staring directing into the part of her dress. He licked his lips. 

“Wow,” he said. His kissed her leg. Every hair on her body stood at attention. Her legs tickled as he touched them. He ran his tongue along her freshly shaved skin. “You taste delicious. I love whatever soap you use.” 

“Thank you,” Lavonne said through a muffled giggle. 

Richard growled. “I love when you make that noise. You drive me wild. Like a shark that smells blood.” 

“That’s exactly what you look like,” she said. 

Richard smirked and removed her heels. She hadn’t worn pantyhose that day. She felt so exposed. His hand trailed down her leg until he reached her thigh. It tickled. Lavonne giggled. Richard seemed to love it, making her laugh harder until she accidentally kicked him in the face. Lavonne got to her knees on the edge of the bed. “Are you okay?” she asked. 

“Perfect,” he said from the floor. 

Lavonne glimpsed herself in the mirror. Her hair looked a little wild. Bunched up in the back. She enjoyed the look. It was different, less uptight than her normal style. Richard got to his feet and got into the frame with Lavonne. They watched each other. Richard raised his hand and traced his thumb along her lips, kissing her softly. 

“I’ve never been fucked before,” she said. The words fell out like a mudslide. 

“I’ll be gentle,” he said. “You know, I’ve never been fucked either.” 

Lavonne looked at him sharply before slapping his chest. Her hand rested there. He stared into her eyes. His were dark like the bark on a tree. Lavonne could stare at them for hours. “We can cross that bridge another day. Would you be willing?” 

“To let you fuck me?” 

Lavonne nodded. 

“Anything is possible,” Richard said and kissed her again. She didn’t want it tonight and hadn’t expected that at all. Richard didn’t seem like the submissive type, which Lavonne liked. 

His eyes changed again, glazing over. Richard leaned forward and made Lavonne fall back to the bed. He climbed atop her. Kissing her, Richard explored her body. He reached behind her and unzipped her dress, pulling it to the floor with him. He stood and commanded Lavonne to help him with his clothes. 

She got to the edge of the bed and unbuttoned his shirt. He played with her hair as she worked, unbuttoning everything one at a time. She pulled off his shirt. It fell to the floor and revealed his defined body. There wasn’t a solid six-pack, but it was obvious he spent time at the gym. Maybe he drank some beer too.

“Don’t forget the jeans,” he said. Lavonne’s fingers went to his waistline. She loosened his pants and unzipped them. They dropped to the floor, revealing Richard’s erect dick under his boxers. It looked thick. Long too. Lavonne quivered. “And the boxers.” 

She pulled them down. His dick bounced back. Richard grabbed Lavonne’s shoulders and guided her. He turned her over and placed her head over the edge of the bed. She stared at herself in the mirror. Richard’s dick dripped precum above her. He positioned himself with one leg on either side of her head. Lowering his body, Richard’s dick touched Lavonne’s lips. She opened up and accepted his thick shaft. 

“Breathe through your nose,” he said, looking at her through the mirror. Their eyes met. His thick dick stuffed into her mouth. Her own dick pressed hard against her panties, begging to be free. “That’s it, princess. Give your king what he needs,” he said. His cock slid between her lips. She watched herself in awe, wanting his cock more by the second. Her body purred. She had a strange desire to have the cock up her ass. 

Richard reached down and into Lavonne’s panties. His hand grazed her dick. He didn’t flinch. His hand rounded and pressed against her ass. She lifted her hips in response, making it easier for Richard to play with her hole. They stayed like that a good five minutes. Richard loosening Lavonne with his fingers while she took his dick, trying her best to breathe through her nose. She got it after a couple minutes, and Richard was fucking her deep in the throat with three fingers up her ass. 

He pulled out. Lavonne gasped for air. “Fuck me,” she said. 

“Get me a condom out that drawer,” he said, pointing to the top drawer. Lavonne stood and went over to the dresser. She opened it and saw a bottle of lube and a condom. “Bring it over here. Take off your bra and panties too,” he said. 

She did as he asked, taking off the bra first. Her new boobs bounced and stayed in place. Richard seemed to like them. He climbed across the bed and put a nipple into his mouth. He pushed at Lavonne’s panties until she dropped them to the floor. 

“There you go,” he said. He grabbed her dick and stroked it while sucking on her nipple. She was trying everything she could do not to cum. Lavonne pushed him away after a minute. 

“It’s too much. Fuck me,” she said. 

“Put the condom on my dick.” 

She looked at the package, trying to remember how they worked. Lavonne had used them as a guy but not for years. She was basically a virgin. After a minute, she figured it out and had Richard’s cock protected. She put lube onto his dick, and he had her in a doggy position before she could think twice. 

“Take a deep breath. I read that today,” he said. 

“You researched this?” 

“Yeah. I’ve never fucked an ass before.” 

“Deep breaths,” Lavonne said. “Got it.”

She breathed in. Then out. Richard pressed his dick against her lubed hole. When she breathed out, he entered her. It exploded with pain. She yelled out. 

“Deep breaths,” he said, massaging her ass cheeks. 

Lavonne nodded, trying not to cry. Richard moved his cock slowly. They went like that for a few minutes until Lavonne encouraged him to go deeper. 

“It’s starting to feel good,” she said, shaking her ass. Trying to move her hole along his dick. It felt natural. Like the thing she’d been missing in her life. 

“Oh yeah,” Richard purred. He smacked her ass and took control. Richard used his full length to fill her hole. Lavonne’s dick stayed hard as he pumped in and out of her. He stroked her cock when he could, between fucking her senseless. He mounted her, flipped her, put her in every position he could think of with a view of the mirror. She loved watching his dick play with her hole. “I’m going to cum,” he said. His face turned. His eyebrows twisted. 

“Please baby,” Lavonne said, using her most-feminine voice. She moaned louder than an alarm. It was all dramatic and over-the-top, but they loved it. 

Richard pounded into her, filling her with his shaft. He stayed deep and grabbed Lavonne’s dick. She didn’t resist. It only took a second. A few strokes with Richard’s sloppy, sexy-covered hand. Lavonne exploded all over herself. It shot to her face. They laughed at how far it went as their bodies relaxed together, in euphoria from the orgasm. 

“I definitely want to do that again,” Richard said. “Wanna be my girlfriend?” 

“Sure,” she said. 

And just like that Lavonne and Richard became a couple. 
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