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To my readers, always


Her Beginning

(16,000 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

Frances

The weekend brought fewer car horns and more people walking down the street. I watched them through the open window in my bedroom while I was sitting and playing with my hair in the mirror. My textbooks were open on my desk, but I couldn’t concentrate. It was April, and I graduated from university next month. After six years of part-time study, I would finally receive my bachelor’s degree in business.

Every life was unique, but I would say mine has been like a tornado in winter. My parents were artists, liberal and outspoken. They were embarrassing sometimes yet motivating at others and accepted me as a trans woman. I felt grateful to have parents who loved me and hadn’t question the doubts I had in my former body. They supported me and helped pay for my transition, but it didn’t come without a cost to me. My parents weren’t rich, and I did everything I could to help foot the bills.

When I was eighteen, my parents paid for my breasts as a graduation present, but it had cost them a large chunk of their savings. They were happy to pay for them though and gift me a new ticket to life.

The day of the surgery had been the best day of my life until that point. Waking up and looking down at the beautiful c-cups. My penis still bothered me, and I was too disturbed to use it except for weak moments under my covers or in the shower. I wanted a man to love me so badly, but what man lusted after a woman with a penis? I knew they existed, but I had been too afraid to look. Every time I had cum from my penis, it was like a slash on the back. How could I love a man if I couldn’t love myself?

Last year, my parents took out a loan for my gender-reassignment surgery. I had to pay on the loan and worked part-time as a waitress to make ends meet. I would love to win the lottery, but it hasn’t happened. Every few weeks, I would buy a scratcher or a quick pick. Who knew what I would do with the money if I won, but my makeup line would become a reality.

In the time I wasn’t waitressing or studying, I developed a cosmetics line. I had been working on the makeup line for years. It was my baby. I made my products with natural ingredients. I turned vegetables to powders. My mother helped when she wasn’t busy painting in her studio. She used the products, and we sold samples to our friends. I wanted to set up a production site in the city and start selling the products online. I needed permits and employees and money.

Closing my textbook, I stood from my desk and went to take a shower. I had time to study before the test. Only a few more weeks, and I would graduate. I couldn’t wait to throw my cap in the air and put university behind me. Bendersville College was a great university, but six years was a long time when most of my friends had graduated two years ago. Their pictures of a life after college were hard to stomach, but I survived. I had my breasts and vagina. I had everything I had ever wanted in life (besides a man), and my parents loved me.

Stepping out of my room, my mother was watching television on the sofa. Her name was Leona, and she was the best mother a daughter could hope for. Every person had a different relationship with their parents, but my mother and I shared a special bond. She wasn’t my friend but a guide. A model of light in the dark world. Someone I hoped to emulate but not copy. I didn’t want to live the artists’ life like my parents, but their joy and offbeat approach to living taught me many things I wouldn’t have learned in a more rigid household.

“Hello, Frances,” my mother said. She was flipping through channels. Her pants covered in dry paint. She wore the same ones every morning when she worked in her studio. I had to take a shower before my shift at the restaurant and didn’t have time to watch the rerun of our favorite talk show. “Have to work today?”

“Yeah, I’m about to shower and leave.”

“Okay, I’ll leave leftovers in the fridge for when you get home.”

“Thanks, mom.”

“Good luck at work,” Leona said and returned to the TV.

 

♦

 

Keith

Sitting in a meeting, Keith Williams listened as his right-hand man, Robert, presented their pitch to the investors. He needed new partners to come along and join his dream of building a new strip mall in the suburbs. Keith owned several businesses, but one of his most successful ones involved renting retail spaces. Keith developed the projects with other investors and collected rents over the years.

“Thank you,” Robert said and closed his computer. He answered a few questions about cost estimates and the duration of construction. Keith hated how people couldn’t listen. Robert had mentioned everything they were asking in his presentation, but neither of them could argue with their investors. They had deep pockets and a desire to grow them. Robert took his seat, and Keith stood.

“What do you say gentleman? Want to make some money?”

The men cheered Keith and promised to sign the contract so Keith’s parent company, Keith’s Rentals, could start construction. Keith also owned a sales-and-repair company for electronics, Keith’s Electronics. Many people in St. Louis knew who Keith Williams was. He was something of a local celebrity, growing up in a lower-middle class family in the city and becoming a successful businessman worth millions.

Robert and Keith left the building, Robert following behind his boss. Keith wore a navy business suit and brown leather shoes. He was forty-five years old, divorced, no children, and hungry to make as much money as he could. He hooked up with women around the city, but there wasn’t a woman who could hold him down. Not after what his ex-wife had done to him.

Keith’s ex-wife’s name was Molly, and she had only married him for the money. She made that clear after they had finalized the divorce paperwork. Molly had taken a large chunk of Keith’s fortune and left him for her female hairdresser. She had always been a fan of three sums with women, but Keith hadn’t thought anything of it until Molly left him for a woman. She had hidden the fact she took birth control throughout their entire marriage too. Keith tried not to dwell on his losses and thought more about his successes. The money he had rolling into the bank. People noticing him on the street for his business credentials. Keith felt as complete as he felt empty.

He often asked himself: what did love matter when one had money?

Sitting in the backseat of his SUV, Keith turned to Robert. They had a driver, so they could talk business when they drove from location to location. Robert traveled more than Keith since he had to check in with all the property managers and store managers. Keith sent him around the city like a pawn on a chess board, but Robert loved his job. He didn’t mind his six-figure salary either.

“Make sure those men send their checks, and we have to prepare for that seminar next week. Are we using the same speech from last time?”

“No,” Robert said. “Last time was about property management. This seminar is about starting and expanding a business.”

“Perfect,” Keith said. He typed a note on his cell phone as ideas floated through his mind. He had a lot of suggestions for starting and expanding a business. Most of his seminars had a prepared speech, but Keith only referred to it if he lost his train of thought. He liked to tell stories to inspire the attendees. The talks were another way he had expanded his business in the past few years. “I’ll be ready when I go on stage. You always look so worried.”

“Because you’re almost never prepared. It’s a wonder you’re so successful,” Robert said.

“It’s all about confidence,” Keith said and winked at Robert.


Chapter Two

 

Frances

A week closer to graduation, and I could already taste freedom. It was spoiling me like ice cream sitting out on a hot day. I had today off work and school and had decided to attend a business seminar.

The keynote speaker was one of my idols, Keith Williams. He was a Bendersville College alum and local celebrity in the St. Louis business world. I looked up to the man because of his success without leaving home. He didn’t have to run off to Chicago. He proved to all his haters there was money to make in St. Louis, and I wanted to follow in his footsteps. There were plenty of abandoned factories I could convert into a makeup warehouse.

Arriving at the convention center in the city, I felt like a grown woman ready to conquer the world. I wasn’t just a waitress, even if the guests at the restaurant saw me that way. I was Frances and ready to shine. After entering the building, I showed my ticket to the guard and found a seat inside. They used a smaller auditorium of the lot for the presentation.

I should have worn a jacket. The air conditioning was much colder than I had expected, and the hairs on my arm stood, but I had nothing to warm my body but a sleeveless dress. The guards shut the doors, and Keith Williams took the stage.

He was wearing a black suit with black shoes and a pink button up beneath the jacket. I could see his hazel eyes from my seat. His square jaw. The salt-and-pepper hair. A heat in my center swirled like clothes in a washing machine. Over the past year, I had adjusted to life without a penis. My anxiety had flatlined since the surgery, but I had tucked and avoided my penis for so long, the vagina still felt unreal sometimes. My vagina.

Keith Williams spoke about starting and expanding a business. Many professors used his legacy as a case study at the university. I wanted to start a business like Mr. Williams had when he was my age and expand it into something I had never dreamed possible.

After the speech, Mr. Williams took questions, but he didn’t see my hand, or he had ignored it, but I wished to speak to him. I waited after the meeting in the parking lot. Mr. Williams was walking next to another man when I ambushed him outside. The other man didn’t jump out to defend Mr. Williams, so I assumed he wasn’t a guard. The sun was falling in the sky, moving toward the west as the day progressed.

“Robert, protect me,” Mr. Williams said and pushed the man in front of him as a shield.

I chuckled and stopping walking, tossing my blonde waves over my shoulder. I had brown hair with a blonde ombre, curled at the end. Leaving the house without using the curling iron first wasn’t an option. I had on white heels and a white strapless dress with a light blue clutch.

“I don’t mean any harm, sir. You’re an inspiration to me, Mr. Williams. I’m getting a bachelor’s in business from Bendersville College like you did,” I said, holding my clutch in front of my pelvic region.

“Give my assistant your card, and we’ll call you,” Mr. Williams said without stopping. I couldn’t see his eyes under his sunglasses. Nobody else had waited outside to give Mr. Williams their business card. I must have looked like a freak. Desperate for him to mentor me. He probably didn’t care we would be alumni of the same university once I graduated.

The man walking next to Keith Williams took my card and hurried behind his boss to the SUV where their driver was waiting. I watched the driver open the door and couldn’t stop myself from screaming, “thank you for the talk. I learned a ton!”

I saw Mr. Williams look over his shoulder for a brief second before stepping into the SUV. The driver closed his door and smiled at me before starting the vehicle and driving off. I had been standing there like a statue, starstruck and wondering if Mr. Williams would ever look at my website. Would he ever call? Was I attracted to a man closer in age to my parents than me? A man who was a sexy, silver fox. I had never been with a man before but had strong sexual urges after seeing Mr. Williams in person for the first time.

I ignored whatever was happening within and focused on my homework when I got home. The likelihood of a man like Mr. Williams calling me was next to nothing. There was nothing wrong about fantasizing about an older, successful man when I knew nothing would come of it.

 

♦

 

Keith

A couple weeks had passed since the seminar, and Keith couldn’t get the mystery woman out of his head. The one who had stopped him outside. He had done the same to one of his idols when he was young and fresh out of college. Keith would have messaged the woman by now if she hadn’t been as attractive as she was. The woman’s image had burned into Keith’s mind: all white outfit with a light blue clutch. She looked virginal; innocent. Keith wanted to rob her of any innocence she might have had and show her what a man could do.

Keith hadn’t asked Richard for her business card because he knew he would have been unable to resist messaging her. Searching her on the internet. Finding out everything there was to know. He had a belief that the woman he met had a business sense. She looked professional, smart, and her eyes held wisdom. She had been through things others hadn’t. Keith didn’t know her name, but he had her image in his mind, which meant much more.

Her button nose, blue eyes, blonde tips with brown roots, thick brown eyebrows, full lips, a thin waist, and a round ass. Keith had noticed her when he was speaking on stage and saw her ass the second he left the convention center. She had been like a lone tree in a field standing there in the parking lot. Her buns jetted out from under the fabric, begging Keith to grab her ass. Keith had to ignore her, or he would consume her. He had felt this feeling before when a woman captivated him. When a woman had brains and beauty. When she was young and an admirer of Keith’s accomplishments.

“Richard,” Keith called. Enough time had passed. A fortnight of thinking and regretting not taking the woman to dinner right away, but Keith’s gut had proved him wrong once. He had been married, and that ended in disaster. He had known before the wedding that it wouldn’t last, but Keith’s stubbornness kept him from calling off the wedding. It kept him married for years longer than he should have been, but Keith had committed to Molly from day one. Love at first sight. She had never loved him like a woman should have after the first year, and Keith should have known better. He had gotten plenty of pussy since the divorce to make up for it, and his heart was aching for another chance at love. But love was a monster, and Keith wasn’t sure he had the courage to walk down that road again.

“What can I do for you, boss?” Richard asked. He was standing in Keith’s doorway. Richard had an office across the hall, and they each had a secretary. There were a few other people that worked in the head office too, but Keith kept employment to a minimum outside of his properties and stores.

“Do you have the business card of the woman that stopped us in the parking lot?”

“I should have it somewhere,” Richard said and left. He came back a few minutes later and placed the card on Keith’s desk.

Frances Musgrove

She had a business promoting natural cosmetics. Keith spent the next hour exploring her website and social media. She didn’t have any pictures from before a couple years ago, but Keith couldn’t stop staring at the photos she had posted. He didn’t have any social media accounts apart from the one for his business. Maybe Frances could update Keith’s page with her youthful take.

Keith’s dick was hard in his jeans. He rubbed his dick under the desk, hand in his pants. Nobody could see Keith with the wood and computer blocking him. After planning Frances’ future for her, Keith put a rest to his fantasies and took a step to make them a reality.

Keith: Ms. Musgrove, this is Keith Williams. You came to my seminar a couple weeks ago, and I was wondering if you would like to have dinner and talk business? I saw your website, and your products look interesting. I would like to see them in person this Friday evening, if you’re free.

Closing his browser, Keith stared at numbers on a pie chart. Keith hated lusting over a woman so much younger than himself, but he couldn’t help it. There was something in Frances’ eyes that caught his attention. An authenticity. His crush only grew now that he had seen how professional her website was. She had a collection of makeup tutorials and shared her recipes with tens of thousands of followers. Keith wanted to help her grow that into a business she could live from forever.

Frances: I can’t believe this, Mr. Williams! Unfortunately, I have to work Friday night, and nobody will cover my shift! Are you free Saturday at all? Please say yes. I will quit my job and meet you Friday night if I have to.

Keith: Not necessary and please call me Keith. We can meet Saturday afternoon. I know a great place we can meet.

Keith sent Frances an address for one of his favorite restaurants in the city. He owned the space the chef rented and did everything he could to promote the establishment. The food was delicious, and Keith hoped Frances would love it as much as he did. He couldn’t wait for Saturday to arrive.


Chapter Three

 

Frances

Running a brush through my hair, I couldn’t believe I was about to have lunch with my biggest local idol. There were singers and celebrities I wouldn’t mind swapping lives with, but Keith Williams’ story was one I could copy. People at Bendersville College idolized our alumni who had made it big, and I was no different. I hadn’t expected much when I gave Keith my business card, but now I had to show my cosmetics to him. My business cards online had my name and social media handles. I knew there was a lot I could do to improve my products and website and was anxious to hear what Keith would say.

Could I call him ‘Keith’? He had asked me to use his first name, but I had referred to him as ‘Mr. Williams’ in my head for years. Would the other students become jealous if I showed them our conversation? What if he took me on a business partner? Mr. Williams, Keith, was known to help startups like mine. He preferred retail to technology. He sold electronics, not the internet or an application.

I stared at myself in the mirror and placed the brush on my vanity. I had finished my makeup before brushing my hair, but sitting down with Keith later terrified me and had me wanting to start over my makeup. He had so much influence in the city, and I was a measly college student. What did he want with me? Questions swirled in my mind as I walked from the bathroom to my bedroom.

Why was I having dirty thoughts about a man my parents’ age? What would they think if they found out about my interests in a man with salt-and-pepper hair? Who even said that Keith was interested in me sexually?

I was wearing white panties and a white bra as I searched my closet for a dress. There were too many options to choose from, and I wanted to look perfect for Keith. Images of me lying naked against his chest by a burning fire flashed through my mind. Or me running toward him with my breasts bouncing in a bikini.

I didn’t know why I was thinking about all these things with Mr. Williams. I was a virgin and trans. He was older and once divorced. How would a man like Keith react when he discovered the truth? He had probably been with more women than I had years of age. All of my friends had lost their virginities years ago. I was twenty-four and an exception from the people I knew, but that didn’t mean I never felt horny. I often had sexual urges I couldn’t control. Before my penis would get hard, and now I felt a warmth between my thighs. A tingle and urge for someone to fill my emptiness.

After staring at the line of dresses on my bed, I decided on a light-pink dress. It was the color of clouds in a sunset. Hearts on Valentine’s Day. I picked a small white purse with a chain strap and off-white heels to match it. I wore a black hat with a thick white and pink ribbon. The newspeople hadn’t predicted cold weather today, so I forwent a jacket and grabbed my keys from the dresser.

I stopped in the bathroom to check my makeup, grabbed my bag of supplies by the door, and went outside to my car. I took off my heels and hat to drive to the city, more anxious than I had ever been in my life. Blasting the music, I sang along to pop songs and tried to ease the nerves. Spring air rushing in through the open sunroof and cracked back windows. I had my hair pulled up, so the wind wouldn’t ruin it.

 

♦

 

Frances

I stepped out of my car and walked down the street to the restaurant. It was much closer to the city than where I lived. The restaurant was near the biggest park in St. Louis but west. I spent my life in the suburbs but hoped to move to the city or around this area when I graduated college. All my friends were trying to leave the Metro area, but I enjoyed living where the rivers met.

Keith Williams was waiting inside. He waved from the table and stood when I reached him to kiss me on the cheek. He was more old-fashioned than I had imagined.

“Wow, you look stunning,” he said, his eyes moving up and down my body. The pink dress hugged my curves and showed the feminine figure I had worked years developing. I always wondered if people could see the man I had started as, but they never did. Those years were behind me, but the anxiety and fear never vanished entirely.

“Thank you,” I said and took in what he was wearing. He had on a button up that showed his muscular figure. He had thick arms. I wondered if he could hold me in his arms while fucking me like I had seen in pornos. Like I had dreamed of for years. Keith looked man enough to have me in any position he liked. “As do you,” I said. His hazel eyes met my blues ones. Standing close to him was like heat escaping an oven.

“Shall we?” he asked and gestured toward the chair he had pulled out for me.

“Yes, we shall,” I said and sat. “Do you live around here?”

“Yeah, I live in one of the high-rise buildings about a mile away.”

“Wow, I forget what it must be like having your bank account,” I said. I knew Keith was rich but never pictured how he lived. The condos where he lived cost upwards of three-hundred thousand for anything with more than one bedroom, and I didn’t see Keith living in a one-bedroom. Our life in the suburbs was much cheaper, but Keith could probably buy his apartment once a month if he wanted.

Keith chuckled, “I bought the condo after my divorce.”

“I forgot you’re like a real person,” I said. When I heard myself speak with Keith Williams sitting across from me, I felt I sounded childish. Immature. A girl from the Valley.

When the server arrived, Keith ordered everything for us. He picked three vegetarian dishes. He verified I was okay with the dishes before the server left. The last date I went on had been a mess. The guy had known I was trans, and he was straight but ‘open-minded’, but he had been a nervous wreck, nonetheless. We never spoke after that, and I hadn’t dated since. That was six months ago. The last date I had before that was three years ago and equally painful. Dating had never gone well for me, but Keith had a calmness and maturity to him I had never dealt with before. It was no wonder he ran multiple businesses and still had time to have lunch with a lonely college girl on a Saturday afternoon.

I was trying not to question our time together, but Keith was an older man. I was a woman twenty years his junior. Twenty-one if someone were measuring exact figures.

“Are you a vegetarian?” I asked.

“Not at all. You?”

“Mostly, but I will eat meat if it’s there. My mom does most of the cooking,” I admitted.

“That must be nice,” he said.

“I guess, but I’m getting a little old for that, aren’t I?”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-four,” I said, my voice growing soft. The server interrupted us and delivered the meals. Keith ordered a bottle of wine. The server checked my ID but not Keith’s. “Do you think we should drink? It’s the middle of the day,” I said.

“We’re having a business lunch, you’ll have to learn how to handle your alcohol if you’re going to have business lunches.”

“That’s not true,” I said, batting my lashes. “Not everyone who does business drinks alcohol.”

“Fine, I’ll cancel it. Sparkling water okay?”

I nodded, and Keith called over our waiter and changed the order, requesting limes with the water.

“So, do you know how old I am, Frances?”

I nodded. He didn’t have to tell me. I knew everything about Keith that I could search online, and he knew it. Keith had more confidence than any man I had ever been around. I could taste it in the air. See it in the way Keith sat. He was a man who could command any room he walked in, and few people in the world would question him.

We ate lunch and drank the sparkling water with limes. Keith gazed at me from across the table like no man had before him. What would he say when I told his I was a trans virgin? That I had been a man in my past life and could never bear his children. Why was I thinking about children? Wasn’t this a business meeting? How he was looking at me had me questioning the very air I was breathing. The pasta I swirled around my fork. The aromas of garlic and citrus.

“So, didn’t we come here to talk business?” Keith asked, but the look in his eyes said something his words didn’t. I watched couples on benches or in food courts. It was one of my favorite ways to pass time; imagining a reality where I had been born in the right skin. What if my life had been that of a hetero, cis woman? 
Instead, I spent years feeling different. People called me names and had no idea how badly their words hurt me. Would Keith do the same when I told him the truth? Would he turn from a white knight to a fire-breathing monster? I couldn’t bring myself to tell him who I was; who I had been. Being born in the wrong body hadn’t been my choice, but few people understood that. How could they when they were given the correct body when their embryo developed?

Keith waved his hand in my face. I was staring at the pasta twirled around my fork, zoned out and anxious. Horny and confused. “Did you bring your products to show me?” Keith asked.

I grabbed the bag of supplies at the side of my chair. Keith pushed the food out of the way and waved his hands for me to place the makeup there. I used clear plastic containers for my products and showed him what they were. Keith asked questions about how I mixed the powders and the natural binders I used.

“I noticed you didn’t have a brand name on your website, why not?”

My stomach flipped. I knew Keith would mention that. He probably had a list of improvements. I pinched my leg under the table, gathering myself. “Since I don’t have any trademarks or patents, I didn’t want to expose too much of my business. Nothing I share is a secret. The information is already out there, I just present it in a more professional way. I’m focused on people knowing who I am rather than the product I plan to sell.”

Keith wagged his finger in my direction, “you’re a smart woman,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said.

The server stopped by, and Keith had him clear the dishes. He ordered coffee and a slice of chocolate cake. We discussed my vision for the cosmetics company. How I wanted to open everything in St. Louis and start selling my products online. Open a few storefronts. I could see Keith crunching the numbers in his head. We discussed everything I knew about safety licensing. That was the biggest headache stopping me from selling my product online, but I wanted to do everything from the start.

Keith called the server over and passed the man his credit card.

“Do you have free time this afternoon? I have a business dinner at seven, but we can spend the day together until then. The botanical gardens aren’t far from here. We can walk and see the fresh blooms.”

I checked my phone to look at the time, but I didn’t have anywhere to go, so I nodded. Why wouldn’t I want to spend an afternoon with a millionaire who cared about flowers blooming in spring? If he had pushed me against the car outside the restaurant and kissed me, I wouldn’t have resisted. We had discussed business and kept the conversation light, but there was a boiling sexual tension beneath the surface.

We got into our separate cars and drove to the botanical gardens. I had probably looked like a fool when I waved goodbye. I didn’t know who I was becoming, but I wanted to spend more time with her. If half of Keith’s success could rub off on me, I would have a splendid life. After all, people said it was about who I knew and not what I knew.

 

♦

 

Keith

Keith arrived a few minutes before Frances and rested against his car, waiting for Frances. She had been more than he anticipated. She had a clarity and vision for the future Keith didn’t see in most young people. Keith wanted to mentor her, but he also wanted to love her. Make love to her against his window overlooking the city. Press her ass cheeks against the glass as his dick slid in and out of her wet pussy. Would she drip for him? Would she squirt? Could she take a couple fingers along with his cock?

When Frances stepped out of her car, Keith waved away the dirty thoughts. Time would take them there. He had to warm the stove before he could cook the meal. Frances was wearing a pink dress and had added a hat since the restaurant. She could have been a model in a magazine, and Keith wanted Frances on his arm. He didn’t care what people thought about their age difference. Frances was more mature than other women her age. She had a determined spirit and knowing eyes like she had lived years more than she had.

“You beat me. I got caught at a yellow light, and you lost me.”

“I noticed that,” Keith said and wrapped his arms around Frances. She embraced him, but her body was timid. Her touch soft. Keith squeezed her and pulled back to an arm’s length to admire the woman standing in front of him. “Do you dress like this every day?”

“If I have time, yes. Otherwise, I’ll wear jeans and a t-shirt.”

“I bet you look just as good in that,” Keith said, wanting to move her hair behind her ear but resisted. He didn’t want to make her uncomfortable in his presence. Keith would leave the breadcrumbs. Frances could follow if she pleased or ignore the signals if she didn’t. “Let’s get inside,” Keith said. He put out his hand, but Frances ignored it and walked like a stiff board to the door.

Keith and Frances walked around the gardens for thirty minutes, admiring the new blooms and talking about her makeup line. Keith shared his vision for her future and how she could make it happen. Frances listened and countered to a few points. Keith would never tire of her brilliance. He wanted to discuss business with her over dinners or while resting their heads on his pillows before bed. Keith imagined a future with this woman almost half his age when she showed no interest in him.

After walking around for another fifteen minutes, Frances complained that her heels were hurting. Keith would have rubbed her feet on a bench but didn’t offer. They didn’t know each other well enough, so they walked to the restaurant in the gardens instead.

Frances ordered a tea, and Keith ordered a draft beer. They sat at a wooden table several feet from the bar. A ceiling covered them in shade, but the restaurant didn’t have walls. A few pillars supported the roof and let air pass through the space. Keith adored how Frances’ blonde tips would curl and dance in the breeze. He couldn’t wait to watch her hair fall over the side of his bed as he pushed into her pussy and sucked on her nipple.

“How’s your tea?” Keith asked, sipping his lager.

“Fine, and your beer?”

Not as good as your pussy. “Fine,” he said. “When do you graduate?”

“In a few weeks,” she said.

“We need to get your business off the ground the moment you step off that stage.”

“Don’t I get to party one night first?”

Keith shrugged. “I guess, if you need it.”

“What are we doing here, Mr. Williams?”

“I thought I told you to call me, Keith,” he said, although he didn’t mind how ‘Mr. Williams’ sounded coming from Frances. He would love to see her on her knees calling him that.

“Right, Keith. It’s a hard habit to break,” she said, blushing, but then her face changed like the sky with an encroaching tornado. A room at night when the electricity went out. She had a dark cloud covering the brightness Keith loved to see. “There’s something I have to tell you, Keith. I don’t share it with most people now that the most difficult times have passed.”

“What are you talking about, Frances?” Keith asked.

Frances glanced in each direction. Her profile as beautiful as her portrait. Keith wanted to dress her in white and put a ring on her finger. They hadn’t known each other long, but he hadn’t been this captivated by a woman since when he met Molly. Her wit and curiosity had stolen Keith, and Frances was doing the same all these years later.

Tilting her hat to the other side, Frances looked nervous. She fiddled with the chain strap from her purse. “I don’t know how to tell you this, Keith.”

“What is it? Do your cosmetics contain poison?”

Frances laughed, “no, it’s not about my company. It’s about me.”

Keith wanted to call her ‘perfect’ but didn’t want to sound pathetic. Less of a man. He stopped himself and stared, waiting for Frances to continue.

“My name is Frances, but it hasn’t always been that way.”

“Are you part of Witness Protection?”

Keith loved the rhythm of her laughter. The way her voice went a little higher. Would she hit that note when he buried his bone inside of her? How would she sound when he was fucking her with all his force? Would she squeal? Be quiet and bite her lip?

“I’m not in Witness Protection. I’m a trans woman, and I’ve never been with anyone before.”

Keith blinked. He stared at Frances. Her feminine beauty. He didn’t see one trace of man when he looked at Frances and couldn’t comprehend what she had said. How was it possible? How was this defying, sensual goddess a former man?

“My parents were very supportive and helped me start my transition young. I’m not great at dating, but this is more than business, isn’t it?”

Keith didn’t know how to answer. He had wanted more than business but doubt crept in the back of his mind. St. Louis was a conservative city, and he was famous within it. Men admired him, and women wanted to be with him. Keith couldn’t count the number of housewives who had seen him at a store or elsewhere and tried to kindle a romance. An affair for them to remember. Keith had never slept with a married woman (to his knowledge) but loved how they fawned after him while wearing their wedding rings.

Those instances also made Keith doubtful of marriage. He didn’t know where he would end up nor what he had wanted from Frances. Sex? Romance? He wanted to help her start her business and have fun while doing it, but was only fun every possible? Could he fuck a woman as inspiring as Frances without falling in love? Could he fuck Frances now that she dropped this bomb in his lap? Did it matter that she used to be a man when she looked this beautiful as a woman? Could she have children?

“Are you going to say something?” Frances asked. She waved her hands in her face like she was trying to stop tears from falling. Keith blinked. He wanted to asked her if her being trans meant she could have unprotected sex without getting pregnant but knew that would blow any chance he had with her. Keith hated himself for not being able to think of anything but that question on repeat. Frances stood up from the table and threw her napkin at him. “I knew I shouldn’t have come here today!”

Frances stormed off, and Keith sat there staring ahead. He was stuck to his chair and floating in a different world. It took him several beats to hop up from his chair and chase after Frances, but she had already left. Keith ran his hand through his hair, wondering if he could get over Frances being a trans woman or if she would even give him a second chance after this incident. Keith went back to the restaurant and paid before leaving the gardens.


Chapter Four

 

Frances

Keith had sent several messages over the past couple weeks, but I couldn’t fall for his games. We were people of a different era. He was my parents’ age. It didn’t matter that I lay awake at night and fantasized about his muscular arms holding me down while he took my virginity. Those thoughts were dirty and had no place in the world where Keith was twice my age and had no comment when I told him I was a trans woman.

Walking out of the kitchen, I held a tray in my hand. The dinner shift was in full swing, and I had six tables to manage. They asked for things, and I went to fetch whatever my customers requested. The shift passed, and my tips added up.

At the end of the night, I was counting my tips when the bell at the door dinged. I worked at a cafe in Bendersville, so we closed at half-past nine because nobody came after that time.

“We’re closed,” I said without turning around. Almost no crime happened out here, and there were two guys in the kitchen who would defend me. One carried a gun in his car. The other waitress had gone to the bathroom. The owners left hours ago.

“You won’t return my messages, and I don’t know what to do,” a familiar voice said. It was soothing like a note played by an oboe.

I didn’t turn around, but my skin felt like a thousand insects were crawling on it. How had Keith found me here? I never told him where I worked. “What do you want, Keith?” I asked.

“For you to hear me,” he said.

I turned, and Keith was holding a bouquet of roses and a rectangular box of chocolates. Nobody was with him. He was alone and had pleading eyes. I waved my hand for him to sit in the booth across from me. Silverware scattered on the table between us. Polishing the silverware was the last thing I had to do before putting up the chairs and sweeping the floors. My mom texted me a picture of the vegetable ratatouille she had prepared, and I couldn’t wait to get home and push a fork through it.

“Why haven’t you returned my calls?”

“Because this is ridiculous. I appreciate your offer to help my business, but I’ll have to find another way.”

“You know I’m the best in the city,” Keith said and wasn’t wrong. He was first-generation rich. He had grown up in a lower-middle class family in the city. His childhood had probably been more destitute than mine. “But if you don’t want my help, then don’t take it. If I told you why I said nothing, you would hate me, and I didn’t know what else to say at that moment.”

“What were you going to say?” I asked. The other waitress had reappeared from the bathroom, but she kept her distance and started on the chairs and sweeping. We communicated though eye contact before I returned my attention to Keith. He looked over his shoulder and noticed the waitress.

“I shouldn’t say it,” Keith said. “But I want to see what there is between us. Age is only a number.”

“Says the man who has lived twenty-one years more than me,” I said.

“Don’t fixate on it, Frances. We could have something special. I have a feeling you would push me to new heights. I want to hear what you think about my businesses.”

“Sounds like you could hire me as a consultant then,” I said.

“Or I could ask you to be my girlfriend,” he countered.

My ears buzzed. “What was that?”

“Be my girlfriend, and I’ll help you fly.”

“Now you’re bribing me?”

“No, I’m not. We can stick to business, but I have a feeling we won’t be able to stay apart for long. I see how you look at me, Frances,” Keith said.

My center caught fire and felt emptier than it ever had before. Would Keith filling me with his penis solve the emptiness I felt between my legs? “I can’t be your girlfriend,” I said, trying to sound defensive. Trying not to throw myself across the table to give Keith every inch of my body. My mind and body conflicted like never before. The woman who had studied and maintained a high GPA wanted to tell Keith it was business or nothing, but the other half of my soul wanted to explore the raw urges hiding in the shadows of my consciousness.

“Why can’t you be my girlfriend? We can date. I won’t see anyone else. You can call it quits whenever you want,” Keith said. “I want to get to know you, Frances. I can keep my professional and personal life separate, can you?”

I didn’t know whether to trust Keith. Would letting him in my heart destroy my future? People could say one thing and plan another. My mother taught me to never trust people by what they presented on the surface. Everyone had a motive, and that included Keith. It included myself. Would I have given Keith another chance to speak to me if he weren’t the successful man he was? The chances were slim.

“But you’re twice my age,” I said. The other waitress caught what I said and glanced in our direction. Keith picked up a rag and silverware and polished the cutlery as we sat in silence for several beats.

“Does the age really bother you, or are you allowing society to dictate what you think?”

“Tell me what your question was that kept you silent, and I’ll consider it.”

“Can I whisper it to you?” Keith asked. He checked over his shoulder, and my coworker went back to work like she wasn’t listening to our conversation.

I nodded, and Keith leaned over the table. “I was wondering if you could get pregnant or not.”

I slapped Keith with my napkin, and he put up his hands in a surrendering position. “You’re such an asshole.”

“You’re the one that wanted to hear it after I warned you. Don’t hate me. I am an asshole. I’m a man with no understanding of what you went through.”

“But it doesn’t both you I’m trans?”

Keith shook his head. “You never answered my question.”

I shook my head. There were scientists working on making it possible for trans women to have children, but I was happy with my vagina. Of course I would have loved to have a reproductive system like cis women, but my cards hadn’t been dealt that way. I was born in the wrong body and did everything I could to fix it, and now the world saw me as a woman, and that was enough to satisfy me. There were plenty of children in the world to adopt once I found a loving husband.

“Do you ever want children?” Keith asked.

“I’ve thought about it. You?”

“I did, but that’s a story for another day.”

“That’s not fair. I told you something, now you have to spill.”

“Why don’t you come over to my condo tomorrow afternoon, and we can spend the day together,” Keith said.

I had plans with my mother tomorrow afternoon, but she would have to forgive me. There was no way I could tell this hunk no. “Fine, you win. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Keith smiled and stood from the booth, leaving the chocolate and flowers on the table. He stood in front of me and kneeled on the booth’s end. I smelled the cologne rolling off of his body as he bent closer to me. He had salt-and-pepper hair from his head to his beard, and I loved how he styled it.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Frances,” Keith said and kissed my cheek.

I caught my breath and reached my hand up, but he had already pulled away and was walking to the door. I had been wet before but never from a man’s touch. My pussy was flowing for Keith. I gripped the table as I came back to reality. The door ringed, and Keith disappeared, but his presence lingered.

“Wow,” the other waitress said and sat across from me after Keith left.

I picked up the dessert menu from the table and fanned myself. If I was this hot from one kiss, how would I act if Keith got me naked? The waitress and I talked about Keith and his attractiveness until we finished and locked up the restaurant.

 

♦

 

Keith

It was late on a Saturday afternoon in spring, and the sun was high in the sky. The temperature had crept up throughout the day, and Keith used a fan to circulate the air in his condo. Air conditioning seemed like a waste this early in the year, but maybe Keith was deluding himself. All he could think about was Frances. Her two-toned hair, thick lips, button nose, and round ass. He wondered if she would put it in the air for him and move it from side to side, let him smack it.

Keith walked around the house wearing nothing but trunks. The boxers hugged his thighs and exposed his thickness. He went to the sliding glass door and stepped out to his balcony. He had two chairs and a table and views of the city. The balcony faced east, and he could view the Arch. Steel reflecting in the sunlight. It faded into the background most days, but he loved having it in his sights. The condo was a vast improvement from his old house deep in the suburbs that Molly had decorated with her knick knacks. Keith pushed Molly from his mind. She had lied and deceived him for far too long. She made a mockery of his public image.

‘The Wife of a Successful Local Millionaire Runs Away with a Woman’

A local newspaper had ran that headline. It had been accurate, but Keith’s pals at the golf course ridiculed him for a year over that. It took more one-night stands than Keith could count to make up for the years he wasted with Molly. If Keith hadn’t been so busy thinking he was the luckiest man in the world, he would have noticed Molly’s behavior in their three sums. How she had touched the women and almost never gave her body to her husband. Keith always ended up fucking the stranger. The woman he didn’t love.

Keith read news on his phone as he sat outside and enjoyed the spring breeze on his balcony. He wore nothing but the trunks and touched his dick through the thin fabric. He was waiting for Frances to arrive and couldn’t stop thinking about fucking her. She looked at him in a way Molly never had. Keith had fallen in love with Molly’s intellect more than her looks, and the same was happening with Frances.

For so long Keith had been unable and unwilling to love, but that was changing with Frances. Now he couldn’t stop himself from falling from a cliff into the bit of madness named love. Would there be a soft bed of pillows to save him or would he fall on a pile of rocks?

Keith exhaled, releasing his negativity. His phone vibrated.

Frances: I’m about to leave my house. See you in thirty?

Keith replied ‘yes’ and rushed inside, kicking off his trunks when he got in the door. He needed to shower and hadn’t thought the day would pass as fast as it had. Some days, Keith only wanted to wear underwear and sit around the house. He could work from home if he wanted but turned off his brain one day a week if he could.

After shaving, Keith stepped in the shower and rushed to wash himself and dress before Frances arrived.


Chapter Five

 

Keith

“I’m downstairs,” Frances said. She called right after Keith had fastened the last button on his shirt. He wore moisturizer every day and squirted some in his fingers before racing downstairs to meet Frances. He didn’t want to send her up alone on her first visit.

When Keith got downstairs, Frances was standing by the security officer’s desk. She wore a navy dress with sleeves that stopped above her knees. Her hair cascaded over her shoulders down to her breasts. A thin black belt wrapped around her waist. She walked to Keith in her flats which made her shorter than Keith. He liked looking down into her blue eyes.

“How are you?” Keith asked, pushing her hair over her shoulder. The security guard watched as Keith bent his head to meet Frances’ lips. He hadn’t given her time to answer the question.

“I’m fantastic now,” she said with a smile.

Keith put out his hand and took Frances to the elevator. They went upstairs, kissing on the way up. Frances’ back pressed against the wall. Keith’s tongue feeling the warmth of hers.

They walked into Keith’s condo, and Frances gasped. She ran to the sliding glass doors. “You can see the Arch from here? That’s incredible,” she said.

Keith walked up behind her, placing his hands on her shoulders. He wanted to unzip her dress and pull it over her shoulders. How would her ass look with nothing covering it? Keith resisted putting out his hand and touching her ass, knowing he shouldn’t.

“Do you like what you see?”

“Yes, your place is beautiful. I can’t wait to afford my own condo,” Frances said.

Keith was still holding her shoulders, but Frances’ wasn’t tensing at his touch. He bent over and kissed her ear. “I think success will happen for you sooner rather than later.”

She turned to face Keith, and he hugged her body. “You think so?”

“Yes,” he said, staring into her blue eyes. “You’re ambitious, intelligent, and sexy as hell. With that combination, you could take over the world.”

Frances blushed. Keith loved when he could brighten her cheeks with his words. He pecked her lips and released her before her went too far. “Should we head to the park? I have a date planned for us,” Keith said.

Frances ran to the door and opened it. She smiled, and Keith would remember that image of her standing in the doorway forever. The first time she had come over. Keith knew they would spend a lot of time together. He could feel it. Frances had dropped into his life like a hundred-dollar bill on the ground. He would have been stupid to not chase it. Keith grabbed a few things around the house, double checking he didn’t forget anything.

“What’s taking you so long?” Frances whined from the doorway.

“Sorry, I have to make sure I have everything we need,” Keith said. He had called a taxi on his phone since he didn’t want to drive. When the car arrived, Keith opened the door for Frances. She tucked her dress under her ass and slid in the car.

Keith had the driver take them to the lake in the big park. Kieth helped Frances out of the car when they arrived and threw a twenty-dollar bill to the driver.

“What are we doing here?” Frances asked.

“Paddle boats?”

“I haven’t done these since I was a kid,” she said.

Keith didn’t want to think about their age difference, so he didn’t. “Well, why don’t we get to it then?”

They walked up to the window to pay for the paddle boat rental. Keith helped Frances into the paddle boat and followed behind her. They peddled and went out to the center of the lake. Birds swam by them. The sun wasn’t too hot, and there was a breeze in the air.

Keith put out his hand for Frances, and she held his. She looked up at him. Plants from the background framed Frances’ face. She smiled and giggled as Keith stared at her intensely.

“What are you looking at?” Frances asked while giggling.

“You,” he said. “You’re the only thing worth looking at in this park.”

Frances turned her face away from Keith and gazed at the new blooms. Keith paddled the boat. It turned in a circle. Then another.

“You have to help, Frances,” Keith said.

“What are we doing here, Keith? What do you want with me?”

“Anything you’ll give me. Friendship, romance, a work partnership. I want to make you mine and make you a star. You have it in you, Frances. I’ll only add a little fuel to get you started.”

Frances turned back to face Keith. She was like seeing a sunrise in morning. “What if you hurt me?”

Keith sighed. He understood her concerns. Why should she trust a man so much older than her? One who had earned a reputation as a ‘player’ since his divorce. Keith had gotten all the nonsense and regret out of his system and wanted to find love again. He had found something in Frances, but they had to water their seed and watch it grow. Keith wouldn’t rush Frances, but she was overdue to explore her new body. Accept her womanhood. Keith wanted to show her how beautiful she was. It didn’t matter who she was before because she was Frances now, and Keith had been hit with an arrow in the heart.

“Frances, I promise to do everything in my power not to upset you. I’ve been hurt before and know how painful it is, and I would never intentionally cause you pain. There aren’t many people like you, Frances. Most people want a shortcut in life, but you’re willing to do the work. You show intelligence beyond your years. Those are the things I love most about you. Of course, you’re incredibly sexy too, but that is more of a bonus than the base.”

Frances hid her face in her shoulder. When she looked up at Keith, her expression ruptured his heart. Her grin somewhere between elated and fearful. “Thank you, Keith. How long have we been out here?”

“Almost an hour. I have something else planned in the park. Would you like to go there?”

“Yes, please,” Frances said. She leaned over and kissed Keith, holding her hand on his face. Her force more than Keith had expected. She wanted him as much as he wanted her, and Keith had no doubts of that now. He would wait until she was ready, but his mind was busy imaging in which positions he could make love to Frances.

 

♦

 

Frances

Keith held my hand as we walked down the sidewalk in the park. We looked like a ‘normal’ couple besides the age difference, but Keith looked fantastic for forty-five. We were a man and a woman. The world didn’t see me as trans from the outside. Maybe some thought I was too young for Keith, but a date like the one we were having had been a fantasy of mine for years. Keith had a clear sense of who he was and made me feel secure after a lifetime of not knowing who I was or how I fit in the world or if I would ever find a man.

“What do you have planned next?” I asked after we had walked for ten minutes. I was enjoying holding his hand and smelling the scents of new flowers blooming, but wondering without a purpose wasn’t something I did often.

“Can’t you wait for the surprise?”

“How much longer until we get there? Are we going to the Art Museum?”

“No, we’re not. Wait a few more minutes, and you’ll have the answer to your question,” Keith said.

I was carrying a clutch today and squeezed the purse to relax my body. Keith had just promised he wouldn’t do anything to hurt me, but I couldn’t help feeling paranoid. Looking up at Keith, he looked handsome. The sun shimmered against his white hair. I loved the salt-and-pepper look from his head to his beard. He had his hair shorter around the sides and longer on top. Around the sides was white with the salt-and-pepper above. Could I give my virginity to a man who wasn’t my age?

Maybe it was like the dates. Maybe Keith would be better for my first time because he already knew his way around the bedroom and life, unlike many men my age. I had gotten close to sex once a few years ago, but the man freaked when he found out about my penis. I would have given him my ass, but it was a deal breaker for him. He had crushed my heart, and I never wanted to try again. Trying to find love was like juggling knives, and I was risk-averse.

Keith and I had been walking without speaking, enjoying the spring weather. Keith stopped me and turned me toward the field. A man was standing on a blanket under a tree with a picnic basket. Keith pulled me to follow him. My heart was racing as we approached the man. Was Keith trying to give me off to someone?

After Keith handed the man a fifty-dollar bill and thanked him, the stranger disappeared. “What do you think?”

“Is this for us? You planned this?”

Keith nodded. “I thought we could have dinner in the park. What do you say?”

“I say yes,” I said and sat on the blanket, kicking off my flats. Keith joined me and opened the picnic basket. There were sandwiches, salads, and juice boxes in the basket. Keith placed the items on top of the lid after removing them. “Have whatever you like, Frances.”

“This is the best date I’ve ever been on,” I said and kissed Keith before picking up a sandwich. The ingredients they used to prepare it seemed inspired by the Mediterranean. Keith ate a salad, and we drank our juice boxes. They were big juice boxes and had plenty of liquid for the meal. I would have trouble finishing it all.

“You’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever spent time with, Frances. I want to know everything about you,” he said. “The good and the bad.”

“You say that now,” I said, covering my mouth. I was still chewing a bite of the sandwich.

“We could do something fun every weekend like this. We could build a life together,” Keith said. He was looking down at his shoes when he said it. He lifted his eyes, and my heart jumped. The depth of his gaze was breathtaking, as though his soul had transcended his physical body. His aura stronger than his beauty.

“A life? This is only our second date, Keith,” I said. “And the first one was about business.”

“I will do anything you need to help your business, Frances, but what is happening between us means so much more than numbers and money. You can’t buy how I feel about you,” Keith said.

We were sitting under a tree. The sun was leaving the sky, and it was growing dark outside, but I felt safe next to Keith. I felt loved in a way I had never anticipated from a man like Keith; one so confident, muscular, and hetero. I had heard women chatting about him in business classes after he was brought up, saying how sexy he was, and I was the one on a date with him. Keith could have whoever he wanted, and I couldn’t wrap my head around him wanting me.

“What do you see in me?” I asked, feeling young and innocent. How did I sound to him? Pathetic? He had made his stance clear several times. What would it take for me to believe him?

Keith grabbed my hand and held it in his. He lifted it to his lips, staring at me while he did it. My pussy was tingling in a way it never had at his touch. I wanted to lie on the blanket and feel his body press against mine. How big was his manhood? Could I handle his size? Would it feel wonderful getting fucked for the first time?

“I’ve told you, Frances. You’re an amazing woman. You’re talented, determined, and intelligent. Your sex appeal is more intense than an earthquake.”

I giggled. His confidence wrapped around me like a coat in the winter. “But I’ve never done anything before. You must have so much more experience than me,” I said. Keith made me feel comfortable, and I didn’t mind sharing my insecurities with him. He had promised to protect me; keep me safe.

“Don’t worry about what you haven’t done. I want you to love your body. I want you to love sex. Our physical touch,” Keith said. He moved his arm and brushed the back of his right hand up my arm. His touch caused a million prickles to explode across my skin. A moan escaped my mouth, and Keith’s eyes turned dark like the sky above us. Nobody was around in the park. We were alone in the shadows of a tree at dusk. The sky a deep purple.

Our tongues touched. Keith pushed his fingers into my hair, gripping the strands at the roots. Keith moved his hand from my hair to my legs. His callouses tickled my thigh as his hand snaked up my leg. “I want you to love getting fucked. Have you thought about me fucking you?”

Keith didn’t know what he was doing to me, or maybe he did, but I was weak in the knees. My pussy felt wetter than it ever had against my clad panties. I couldn’t deny Keith. “Yes,” I said, my voice not above a whisper. A breath from tightened lungs.

“When do you think about me fucking you?”

Keith’s fingers were inches from my pussy. He had his right hand up my dress, and I wasn’t telling him no. I wanted him to take it farther but didn’t know how to ask.

“Frances, answer me.”

“When I wake up. When I go to sleep. I think about it more than I’d like,” I said.

Keith moved his hands higher under the dress. He was touching my panties. He gripped the waistline and pulled them from my body, placing them by the picnic basket. My pussy felt freer yet wet. The spring wind tickled against my exposed folds. Keith’s finger brushed against my hole, sending explosions of joy across my body. I was panting but couldn’t stop. I didn’t care if anyone heard me with the pleasure I was feeling as Keith rubbed in the juices my pussy produced, careful not to enter my hole. Before getting the surgery, I never imagined I would get wet like a woman, but it happened. I felt natural, extraordinary.

“How does it feel, Frances?” Keith asked.

“Amazing,” I said.

“Do you mind if I have a taste?”

I looked around. We were still in the park. It was one thing for him to touch me, but would I let him perform oral in public?

“Please, Frances. Nobody will see us,” he said. “Lie back, and I’ll do the rest.”

“You can’t be—” I said, but Keith silenced me with a kiss. He pushed my body back. I wanted him to touch me. To lick my pussy, but we were outside. I was exposed and a virgin.

Keith’s head traveled down my torso, and I didn’t stop him. I had no desire to stop him, but my mind wrestled. The sensible side versus the adventurous one. Keith rubbed his finger over my hole and clit one more time before connecting his mouth with my pussy. His lips were like rolling down a hill of lavender.

I stifled my moan, but my body was like the ocean in a storm. I couldn’t control the sensations ricocheting within my body. My legs wanted to thrash, but I restrained myself as Keith worked magic with his tongue.

“Fuck Keith,” I said, not knowing how to react to Keith’s expert tongue moving over my pussy like figure skaters on ice. Every time his tongue touched my clit, I felt like my pussy wanted to shoot from my body. Like there was urine trying to come out but no escape. My center warmer and more alive than I had ever felt any of those times I touched myself after healing. Keith was doing something to my body. Rewiring it. Showing me what I had been missing all these years and making me feel more like a woman than I ever had.

Keith popped his head up. Spring wind rushing around us. The juices making the wind colder than it was. He kissed me before returning his attention to my split. My cave. The build up continued, and I felt close. Like I almost had it. Like I was going to cum as a woman for the first time.

But then there was laughter in the distance, and my heart clutched in my chest. The climax flatlined, and I fell back to earth. “Do you hear that, Keith?” I asked, pushing on his shoulders.

He lifted his head and listened, “Oh, shit. You’re right.”

I cursed and grabbed my panties, pulling them on in a hurry. A couple walking their dog passed us. They probably had the worst opinions of the hysterical couple in the dark park under a tree. Keith and I couldn’t stop laughing after the couple passed us.

Keith and I took a taxi back to his house after cleaning up the picnic. He invited me upstairs, but I declined. I had to refocus and wrap my head around what had happened in the park. When I got to my car, I collapsed in the driver’s seat. My legs felt weaker than gelatin falling against the floor. I knew it was only a matter of time before Keith would undress me and take my virginity. I blasted pop music on the drive home, but there was no drowning out my thoughts. Keith had crowded my thoughts like smoke at a fire.


Chapter Six

 

Frances

Graduation had arrived, and I was sitting in the auditorium with fellow graduates. My blonde ombre hung over my shoulders and covered the gown. Our school colors were red and white. The men wore white, and the women wore red. The red gown looked lovely with my black heels. I was wearing a simple black dress beneath the gown with fake pearls. Red lipstick. My parents were sitting high in the audience, but I had located them.

We waved at one another again before the president of the Bendersville College took the stage. He gave a short speech about viewing the college degree as an asset in life no matter the major. He spoke about the American economy and jobs. My mind drifted to the night at the park. Keith and I hadn’t had time to get together but had plans to meet after I had dinner with my parents. We had my big graduation party last night.

After the president finished speaking, someone else took the stage. I didn’t recognize the woman, but she had an important title I couldn’t remember. She called out half of the names, ending on the letter M. My last name was Musgrove. By the time the woman had called my name, her voice was scratchy and dry. They gave me a blank diploma holder and snapped a picture. I had to pick up the real diploma next week.

When I was walking down the stage, I noticed Keith. He was hollering and waving in my direction. I blushed and gave him a half wave before turning to find my parents. My heart was racing when I took my seat. Keith hadn’t told me he would stop by gradation. We had plans tonight, but never mentioned anything about graduation. The people next to me were strangers, and I wanted a friend to gossip with about my sexy silver fox.

My mind was awash recreating the scene from the park. I couldn’t wait to take sex to the next level with Keith. He had given me the perfect introduction, but I grew hungry over the past two weeks without him. Seeing him in the audience invigorated my libido. It had me wanting to drag Keith to the bathroom and drop to my knees to return the favor.

After the second speaker took the stage and finished calling the students, the president took the microphone again.

“Before we all leave today, we have a special guest to remind us where a college degree can lead. Please welcome our alum who has become a local business leader, Keith Williams,” the man said.

The audience and students erupted in a roar as Keith walked from his seat to the stage. The people didn’t stop clapping for Keith until he reached the microphone and cleared his throat. It took his eyes no time to find me. They were like daggers, and I was the target. He spoke about starting his business after leaving his graduation. His voice didn’t quiver. He held his shoulders high. Keith spoke with the same ease in front of an auditorium of people as he had when we were in the park. Keith snuck out after his speech, and it was chaos trying to find my parents.

“That Keith Williams is something else, isn’t he?” my mother asked when she reached the floor. My father had left to fetch the car.

“I want to be half as successful as him,” I said.

“And only care about money?”

I shrugged my shoulders. The older I became, the more I realized how different I was from my parents. Sometimes I thought they wondered where I came from, but I was their child. We were family. I linked my arm with my mother’s, and we went to meet my father by the car, talking about my dreams for the cosmetics line.


Chapter Seven

 

Keith

Keith arrived home an hour after the graduation ended. They had snuck him out the back to avoid the crowds. His car had been parked in a separate lot with better access to exit.

He sat on his sofa waiting for the meal he had ordered. Frances was out with her parents, but seeing her had driven Keith mad. He wanted to wait around for her, but security hadn’t allowed it. Too many people wanted signatures and had questions. They would have trapped Keith there for hours, and the school hadn’t paid him to speak. Getting closer to Frances was worth waiting hours after he hadn’t seen her for two weeks.

The food arrived, and Keith went downstairs to tip the driver. He ate the sandwich and salad while watching television; his cell phone to his side. The screen shined, and Keith had the conversation with Frances open.

His phone buzzed after he had finished and thrown away his meal.

Frances: Just got home from dinner with my parents. I didn’t expect you at graduation today.

Keith: I missed you too much to stay away. They didn’t even pay me to speak there today.

Frances: It was all for me?

Keith: Everything I do is for you. Come over. I miss you.

Frances had turned Keith’s world upside-down, and he wasn’t trying to turn back to how he was. Frances was everything he wanted in a woman but didn’t know how to find. He always sought women without ambition. Ones he knew wouldn’t stay around long, but Frances had come into his life like a winning lottery ticket.

Frances: Leaving my house now.

Keith: Make sure you have clothes to spend the night. It’s getting late.

The sun was setting in the horizon. It would disappear in the next couple hours, and Keith wanted to hold his woman through the night. He wanted to explore her body if she would allow it. She controlled the field, but Keith was ready to play. Frances only had to blow the whistle.


Chapter Eight

 

Frances

Stepping out my car, I looked both ways before crossing the street. I had found a spot across from Keith’s high rise. The guard recognized me when I walked in, and I saw his eyes move up and down my body.

“Here to see Mr. Williams?” the man asked.

I nodded. I had a bigger purse to carry my change of clothes, and it was weighing down my shoulder. The guard let me enter without signing the board because Keith had called him ahead of time. I turned back and winked at the man before disappearing into the elevator that carried me to Keith’s floor.

When I arrived, Keith was standing in his doorway wearing linen pants that left nothing to the imagination. He wasn’t small, and the bit of flesh I could see through his pants had me hot and bothered, but I maintained control. He couldn’t see how desperate I was to taste his cock hitting the back of my throat like I had seen in so many pornos before but never experienced.

I walked toward Keith, fiddling with my purse as my heels pressed into the carpeted hallway.

“Evening gorgeous,” Keith said and took me in his arms. We kissed, and the world faded to blackness with his lips against mine. When we stopped, he asked, “how does it feel to be a college graduate?”

“Unreal? I have to pick up the diploma next week,” I said.

“Do your parents know where you are?”

“It doesn’t matter. I’m twenty-four, not a child.”

“That’s true. I’m only teasing you,” Keith said. He rubbed his thumb against my chin. I couldn’t wait to take off my heels so he stood taller than me. Keith pulled me inside. He sat me on the sofa and took the pumps from my feet, throwing them across the room. Taking my right foot in his hand, Keith rubbed the sole of my foot. I moaned, not sure if I had ever received a massage in my life. “I missed you these last two weeks. We can’t spend that much time apart again. I’ll get you an apartment near here. You can have your own space. No strings. You can take over the rent once you start making money from the business,” he said.

“That sounds nice, but you don’t have to do that,” I said. Keith paying my rent would be too much, but he was right. I didn’t want to spend two weeks away from him again. I had been so busy with finals and work, the time flew by, but my body had ached for his touch. Keith moved to my left foot, massaging it with equal passion as the right.

“Frances, I need to do it. If you moving closer would solve our problem, money is not an object. You mean more than whatever I could pay for a year or two in rent. We can make a contract that says the money comes without strings,” Keith said.

My heart was beating like a hummingbird. How could Keith be offering to pay my rent? I wanted to live closer to him and the city, but it wasn’t right. I had to make my own way. My eyes glazed over as my mind overheated like a car without oil. Keith’s hand traveled up my thigh, sending me back to reality.

“We can worry about that later. I only wanted to tell you it was an option if you living in Bendersville is what keeps us apart.”

“Thank you, Keith. I’ll think about it,” I said.

Keith and I talked about the dinner I had with my parents and the graduation party last night. The tension and awkwardness faded. His offer didn’t offend me. I knew he only wanted to help and have me closer, but I had always been an independent soul. Would accepting his money cripple me? Make me weak?

I didn’t have an answer tonight, but I loved his body next to mine on the sofa. We watched TV and snuggled and drank wine. I didn’t plan on driving home tonight, and Keith had a pinot noir from Oregon.

“Want a cookie?” Keith asked halfway through the movie. I agreed, and he ordered a few cookies on his phone to go with the wine. The man arrived twenty minutes later with our cookies. We ate them and finished the bottle of red. The movie had a sad ending, but a happy conclusion wouldn’t have worked.

Keith placed his wine glass on the coffee table. He took the one from my hand too and set it on the table. His breath smelled of the wine we were drinking as he closed the gap between our faces.

“You drive me wild, Frances,” he said with his face millimeters from mine.

“I want to return the favor,” I said.

“What favor is that?”

“The park. I’ve never…”

My voice trailed off. I couldn’t bring myself to tell Keith I had never sucked a dick but was dying to free his from the linen pants.

“You’ve never what, Frances? Anything I can help you with?”

I nodded, squeezing my breasts between my arms. Would he slide his dick between my titties? I had seen that before too and always wondered what it would feel like. Every night I went to bed, my body ached for Keith’s touch. Since he showed me the intensity of a tongue pleasuring my clit, I was eager to try more. Needy. Thirstier than a woman lost in the desert.

Keith stood up and unbuttoned his pants without pulling down the zipper, but I could tell he wasn’t wearing underwear. A light layer of hair thickened as it moved closer to his cock which was hard and pressing against his zipper. “Is this what you had in mind?”

“Take off your pants,” I said.

Keith smiled and did as I told him. He unzipped his pants and dropped them to the floor. His penis was uncut and dripping with precum. He was thick and long. My body was becoming hotter than a furnace in winter. I waved a hand in my face, but it did little to cool me.

“Like what you see?”

I nodded. I was wearing a jersey dress which came down to my knees. Sliding from the couch to my knees, I looked up at Keith through hooded eyes. Keith moved the coffee table out of the way, careful not to knock over the wine glasses. I was staring up at him, and he was staring down at me. His dick hanging in my face.

Reaching up, I grabbed his thickness and held it in my hand. When I pulled up, his foreskin covered his tip. When I pulled back, his tip was sticky and oozing precum. Keith held his hands behind his back. He had a six pack and thick thighs. His ass was hard like metal. A thin layer of hair covered his legs, up to his defined abdomen. I rubbed my other hand up and down his torso as I held his dick in my hand. Keith grunted as I touched him. My body was like melted wax under my dress; hot and fluid.

Parting my lips, I moved my head to his dick. His tip was salty against my tongue. The taste was a shock to my system, but I moved my mouth farther down his manhood, taking as much as I could before choking. Keith looked down, smirking. I wanted to prove myself to him. I would learn how to suck his dick better than any other woman around. He would beg for my blowjobs. Dream of them when I was away promoting my cosmetics line. No other woman would replace me in Keith’s life.

After catching my breath, I went back to work on Keith’s cock. My throat loosened after the first few minutes. I picked up a rhythm. Keith perched on the arm of the sofa as I gripped his thighs. Keith fuck my face had my panties dripping. I almost enjoyed sucking his dick more than him eating my pussy. Almost.

“Fuck, baby,” Keith grunted as he held my face and pushed his manhood into the back of my throat. I was learning to breathe through my nose to take his cock.

Keith slowed his movements. His hips took longer, deeper thrusts in and out of my mouth. When he pulled out to his tip, I loved how the skin rolled up the head of his cock. I loved when Keith pushed his dick back in my mouth, making me take it until my lips hit his pelvic region.

I had my eyes closed and hadn’t expected it when a thick, warm liquid filled my mouth. Keith’s cum was squirting from his dick like a broken water fountain, and I was swallowing every drop Keith gave me as he held my face with two hands. After unloading in my mouth, Keith removed his cock. A stream of cum connected my bottom lip and his tip. It fell to my dress. I was wet and hot but didn’t need to cum. Keith’s cock was softening, but it still looked thick and delicious.

“That was amazing, Frances,” Keith said and bent down to kiss me. His abs flexed when he returned to his position. He pulled at his softening cock. I touched my breasts. They called my attention, and I couldn’t ignore them. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, resting my leg against his thigh.

“Should I do you?”

“Later,” I said and yawned. It was getting late, and the wine had stolen my energy.

“Whatever you say,” Keith said and kissed my forehead. He went to his bedroom and came back wearing a pair of shorts. I assumed he didn’t have underwear on by how his dick looked through the fabric. We stayed up and watched another movie, but I didn’t last long. The last thing I remembered was falling asleep in Keith’s arms on the sofa.

 

♦

 

Keith

Frances had fallen asleep in Keith’s arms. He finished the movie and watched her sleep while brushing her hair. Keith used a damp finger to remove flakes of cum that had dried on her lips and face. She looked peaceful as she slept, and Keith couldn’t wait to enter her. He wanted to fuck her and claim his territory. His woman. No man would ever have a chance with Frances as long as she loved Keith.

After finishing the movie, Keith lifted Frances into his arms. He carried her to the bedroom. She stirred when he placed her under the covers but didn’t wake. She was like watching stars in the countryside. Moonlight filtered in through the windows and highlighted Frances’ softened features. Keith could have watched her all night if his eyes hadn’t grown heavy.

Keith wore boxers and a t-shirt to bed. Frances still had on her dress, but it was a comfortable material. Keith wrapped his arm over Frances’ body, and she backed up into him. His dick pressed against her ass.

“Night,” Frances whispered before her breathing fell back to a sleeping rhythm.

“Night,” Keith said and kissed her head before drifting off to sleep.


Chapter Nine

 

Frances

I awoke in Keith’s arms still wearing my dress. I vaguely remembered him carrying me to bed, but I had been exhausted by the end. Rolling over, Keith grunted but didn’t wake up. I snuck out the room and went to his bathroom to shower. He had everything where it should have been. The towels and extra soap weren’t hard to find. I showered and felt better after the hot water cleaned my body. I wrapped a towel around my body to get my clothes from the living room.

When I went to the living room for my bag, Keith was walking around in his boxers and t-shirt. He had an erection and wasn’t hiding it.

Keith noticed me staring and shrugged his shoulders, “happens in the morning.”

I don’t know what came over me, but I had to have his dick. I ran across the room and fell into Keith’s arms. He had been carrying a glass of water, and it spilled on my back. Keith didn’t drop the glass as though he excepted my embrace, pulling me close to his body. “You want to use it, baby?” Keith asked.

“I need it,” I said and reached into his boxers. Keith didn’t resist my hand as it wrapped around his uncut cock. Keith kissed me while his dick was growing in my hand. He lifted me into his arms and carried me to the bedroom. I couldn’t touch his dick, but Keith made me feel like a dainty princess in his arms. Keith threw me to the bed and dropped his boxers to the floor. I let the towel fall from my body, revealing my pussy and breasts.

Keith licked his lips at me and stroked his cock while he stood in front of the bed.

“There was something I wanted to tell last night,” Keith said.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I wanted to show you my paperwork. I’m clean and don’t have any STDs,” he said.

“Neither do I. I got tested a six months after the surgery and haven’t been with anyone but you,” Frances said.

“Are you okay if we don’t use condoms?”

I had never considered my first time without a condom. I had envisioned it a million times before. The man would roll a condom over his dick. We would have a bottle of lube because my pussy getting wet wasn’t a guarantee (although I was dripping right now with Keith’s hard cock teasing me from across the room). The man would fuck me, cum, and I would see the cum in his condom.

But now that Keith had presented the idea, I was reconsidering.

Keith took out the papers and passed them to me. I glanced and saw where it said Keith was negative of all diseases, and every concern flew out the window. I couldn’t get pregnant and wanted his dick in me now.

“Fuck me,” I said and moved my hands to my pussy, playing with my hole. Teasing Keith. I had only fingered myself a couple times but slipped in a finger for Keith’s pleasure. He grunted while stroking his cock.

Keith climbed on top of the bed. His dick slick with precum. My pussy wet from its juices. Keith grabbed my ankles and lifted my legs in the air. He moved his dick in place, brushing it against my hole. He slid it up and down my womanhood, teasing my clit.

Without thought, I grabbed Keith’s dick and steadied it before forcing his tip in me. He was much bigger than any finger (or device) I had ever used. His tip stretched my walls more than they had ever been before. I gasped. Keith fucked me with the tip of his dick while I adjusted to his size and overcame the initial pain. I lifted my hips to ask for more after adjusting to his size.

By the time Keith entered me completely, I had come undone. Our juices were mixing like vodka and cola; sticky and intoxicating. I gripped his muscles as he thrust in and out of my pussy, stealing my last shreds of innocence. Keith leaned down and connected his mouth with my nipple, sucking on each breast for a moment while fucking me slowly.

Every time his manhood pushed into me, my body felt full and complete. He was the missing key in the puzzle of life. Keith wrapped his arms under my shoulders, holding me from the beneath while facing me. His hazel eyes staring into my soul as his extension filled my hole. He was older than me, but it didn’t matter. I felt destiny had brought us to this moment, and Keith had been the chosen man to show me how much I loved my new body. How beautiful I was no matter the scares that remained under the surface from my transition.

“You’re the only woman for me,” Keith said, his penis pushing my walls. It hit spots I hadn’t known existed. Keith reached between our bodies and played with my clit.

I panted, unable to respond. I gripped his muscular back as he kissed my neck and rubbed my button. The sensation I had in the park was coming back, like I was hiking up a mountain, and Keith was my guide.

“Right there, baby,” I managed. He was moving slow and digging deep. He was hitting my spot and unraveling my reality.

Keith kept his pace, moving his entire length in and out of my pussy. He held my body tight as he fucked me, sending me closer to the edge. He fucked me like this for several minutes until he started making strange faces and slowly down.

Keith pulled out of me, leaving me empty and hungry for his cock. I thought I had done something wrong until his mouth connected with my pussy. Keith ran his tongue around my hole but focused his attention on my clit.

It was right there. I closed my eyes, let go, and came for the first time as a woman in Keith’s mouth. My body lost control, and cumming felt entirely different from before my transition. The climax was natural. I accepted it. Keith had shown me the light and treasures of my body, and I would always appreciate him for it.

Keith stood above me on the bed and jacked off his cock until he came all over my naked body, mostly on my tits and stomach. A little landed on my face. Keith kneeled next to me and rubbed the cum in with his cock. We laughed. He collapsed on the bed next to me, and we tangled our bodies together.

“You didn’t want to cum in me?”

“I wanted you to cum first. You did, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I said and kissed Keith, knowing this was only the beginning of a magical relationship.


Epilogue

 

Frances

 

5 Years Later

“Stop it, Romeo,” I said, wiping the food my son had thrown off of my navy dress. It was a weekday, and Keith and I worked from home most days now. He was in his office, and I had stopped to cook lunch for everyone. Keith made (or bought) dinner.

Romeo threw another noodle with tomato sauce in my direction, but that one missed me. He burst into laughter and called me a ‘messy monster’. He was like a broken record sometimes, but I loved him more than I had ever dreamed imaginable.

After our romance first started, Keith rented an apartment for me two blocks from his. We loved that year. I had my space, and he had his, but we had moved in together by the next year. Then two years after that we married and adopted Romeo a year later when he was turning three. My parents hadn’t accepted Keith at first, but they warmed up to him over the years. He proved himself as a fantastic father, lover, and husband.

My cosmetics line had taken off, and I had a cute office I visited once or twice a week but handled most things from home to spend more time with Romeo. We would both spend more time at the office once he started kindergarten but were happy making sacrifices until then.

Money only meant so much, and we both cared more about nurturing our family and future. We were thinking of adopting another child who was a little older than Romeo or right around the same age. If the pieces lined up, we would go for it. The agency had our information, and we had told them to contact us if they were having trouble finding a home for a child around Romeo’s age.

Until then, we were happy. My dreams had come true after finding love in an unexpected place, and I would cherish every moment I had with my family. No monetary gain nor step up in business meant more than Romeo and Keith. They were my king and my prince, and I couldn’t live without them.
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