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By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

Sonya Banda was a powerful business executive in Chicago. She had lived in the city her entire life and always dreamed of becoming a woman who wore pantsuits while walking downtown. Maybe with heels, boots, or flats. Her mother used to scold her for admiring the women’s fashion choices. She was a different person back in those days, but Sonya had survived.

Like many powerful executives, Sonya had a morning routine. After checking her emails in bed, Sonya went to the kitchen to make coffee. Then, she would stretch out her new vagina because she had gender reassignment surgery five months ago. The pain had disappeared, after what felt like a lifetime, and Sonya had her new favorite toy. She had yet to have a lover. The doctor recommended waiting six months. She wouldn’t go against what the professional told her, but part of Sonya was dying to feel sexual pleasures again.

After adjusting her perfect new hole, Sonya took a shower and finished her makeup. Her hair was natural, but she played with extensions and weaves. Her stylist knew how to hook it up, three-hundred dollars at a time. Sonya’s hair was worth every penny. She had fought her entire life climbing the ranks as a queer woman. As a woman, in general. Sonya had arrived, and people feared the ground she walked on. They sprang up when she turned a corner, correcting whatever bad behavior they were doing, but things hadn’t always been that way.

Memories never changed. Sonya could fix her body, but she had been born in the wrong one, and that would always stick with her. The years she lost from her mother not speaking to her. The relationships she could never sustain because of the endless transition. Sonya was bisexual, preferring women, but few people wanted Sonya before. She struggled to date, so she poured everything into her work and climbed the ranks. Now she had her vagina and a new sense of confidence. Sonya’s heart went out to all the girls who couldn’t afford or hadn’t had their gender reassignment surgery. Some didn’t want it, but Sonya heard from a lot of trans women who did. Sonya did everything she could to fundraise for transgender rights in her free time, but there were still trans women (and men) suffering around the world.

Sonya finished her morning routine and grabbed her purse from the counter. She wore the same three outfits in rotation for work. Outside of work, Sonya played with fabrics and colors and styles. Her male colleagues got away with wearing the same suit every day, and she didn’t have time to think about fashion in the workplace. She ran the entire Midwest division of a real-estate firm, seeing over thousands of rentals and property managers. Sonya often had to travel to random cities in Illinois, Wisconsin, Indiana, and other surrounding states. She had a driver and an assistant because she could never do everything by herself.

Taking the L, Sonya arrived at her office in less than twenty minutes. She didn’t have her driver pick her up most mornings.

Nobody recognized her on the train because of her executive position. She had light brown skin and long black curls. Sonya blended in to the crowd. Luckily people couldn’t read her thoughts nor her emotions, or they’d know how nervous she felt daily that people knew her secret just by looking at her.

Sometimes her driver took her to the office, but she had him running errands that morning. She preferred her people to accomplish as much as they could, even if she had to sacrifice convenience. Arriving at the office, Sonya’s assistant greeted her at the entrance looking anxious.

“Good morning, Katie,” Sonya said, taking some files from her assistant. They walked and talked.

“There’s been a fire in one of our buildings in Springfield, Illinois,” Katie said in a panicked voice.

“Causalities? Cause of the fire?”

“Nobody died, but there were injuries. Maybe smoke damage too. We don’t have all the details. We just got the call five minutes ago,” Katie said.

“It’s okay. We’ll figure this out. The important thing is nobody died,” she said. Sonya would have to book a trip to Springfield, but she had an important lunch date. “Get me the number of the property manager at that location, and I’ll talk to the big boss. Don’t worry, Katie. No loss of life is a good day,” Sonya said.

Katie nodded and scurried off to her desk. Sonya went upstairs to her boss, heels clicking on the floor. She explained the situation to the man, and he listened. He always listened when she talked. One benefit of being a trans woman was that her boss had stopped making inappropriate gestures to her when he discovered the truth. He was a bigot, but Sonya couldn’t do anything about him. His father started the company that paid her life. She had to miss work for several weeks because of her surgery, and the truth came out. Sonya didn’t mind, but wow was her boss an asshole. He always looked at Sonya with a shifty expression since he found out. She knew the second he looked at her after he found out, the change in his eyes from sexual desire to slight disgust.

Whatever, Sonya would find the right person for her. Sonya wouldn’t lose her job. Her boss trusted her too much to handle everything he didn’t have to. He was an ornamental piece in his office on the top floor. Mr. Boss. She explained the fire situation to him and would handle it like every other crisis they had.

Sonya returned to her desk a floor below the boss and called the property manager at the Springfield location. He was handling the situation, and she messaged her driver to take her to the location tomorrow. Sonya went through her list and handled business by noon. Stopping by Katie’s desk, Sonya said goodbye to her and left for lunch with an old friend.

♦

Walking into the restaurant, Sonya had a lot on her mind, and her energy levels were depleting like a hot-air balloon with a hole in the fabric. She had a new list of things to do on top of the rest, and Sonya couldn’t keep up. She was running low like rusted batteries. Coffee only helped so much, and the work piled on faster than she could finish it. Sonya couldn’t continue like this, but those paychecks kept her going back to the office. Nobody would take care of her but herself.

Sonya’s friend, Randi, was waiting for her in the cafe. They never saw each other now that Randi moved to the suburbs and kept herself busy with a successful mommy blog. Sonya loved checking in on Randi’s blog when she couldn’t focus on her work at the end of the night. Randi had a great perspective on a lot of different topics from raising children, living in the suburbs, and staying faithful to her messy husband.

Kissing Randi on the cheek, Sonya dropped her purse on the chair. They hugged.

“How are you, Sonya? How is everything healing?” she asked. They hadn’t seen each other since the party Sonya had a month after her surgery.

“Better than I ever expected. It feels so right,” Sonya said. People were pushing past them in the restaurant. They never saw each other and their time was special. Sonya stopped hugging her friend and took a seat across from her. “Can’t believe you got a day off. Where’s Yasmin?”

“One of the mom’s wanted to take her for the day and have a play date. We trade babies for breaks sometimes, and I had to come into the city to talk to a fellow blogger who lives here. And see you, of course,” Randi said.

Sonya couldn’t stand how positive and bubbly her friend was. She spoke like she was singing a song. Every word upbeat and shining. The waiter stopped by and took their order. Sonya ordered a half sandwich and a salad. Randi requested the soup of the day.

Randi placed her hands on Sonya’s, “why are you so down today, darling? What’s happening in your life?”

Sonya knew she was supposed to feel outstanding because she had the surgery, but life was complex. Work was weighing down on her. She didn’t know what her problem was. “Work is busy,” she said.

“What do you do when you aren’t working?”

Thinking back to what she had done since last seeing Randi, Sonya couldn’t recall doing many things outside the office that didn’t involve work dinners or fundraising. Her life was serious, and Sonya didn’t take time for herself. No spa days. She almost never exercised and ate whatever she could grab or pick up on the way home. She cooked at most twice a month and kept few snacks in the house beyond breakfast bars and coffee. “I don’t know. My life outside of work blends a lot with my office responsibilities. Even right now my mind is racing with what I need to finish when I leave here. But don’t worry about me. Tell me about the blog,” Sonya said. She didn’t want to focus on her sadness. She had wanted to see Randi for her radiant smile and voice.

As much as watching Randi’s happiness sandpapered Sonya, she always felt better after they ate lunch together. Randi talked about her blog and who she had met in the city, but an underlying tension lingered at the table. Sonya stabbed her lettuce and chewed as Randi updated her about life in the suburbs with Yasmin and the hubby. Thirty minutes passed, and Sonya kept the conversation on Randi, dodging her questions. Reverting the conversation back to her. Sonya didn’t have the energy to explore her emotions. Recovering from the surgery and keeping up with work was enough for her to handle. In another month, she would find a man (or woman) and use her pussy for the first time. A one-night stand wasn’t the end of the world.

The server cleared away their plates. They ordered coffees for dessert. Sonya could use the energy. Randi ordered decaf because they didn’t have fresh-squeezed juice.

“I will to worry about you if you don’t talk to me,” Randi said.

The server brought their coffees. Sonya took the moment of silence to think of a way around this. She didn’t want her friend worrying about her and didn’t know what her own emotions were. She went to work every morning and slept at night. It was an endless circle of running a large business.

“Maybe I work too much, but there isn’t much I can do about that,” Sonya said.

“Do you exercise?” Randi asked. She had workout videos online and blogged about the power of exercise along with her other topics.

“No, I don’t have time to go to the gym.”

“Make time. It’ll give you the energy you need to power through the day,” she said.

“I don’t know, Randi.”

Randi put out her hand to stop Sonya, shaking her head, “trust me. We’ve been friends forever, and this is what you need. A few workouts a week will change your life,” she said. Randi opened her phone and scrolled through her contacts. She took a piece of paper from her purse and a pen, writing down a name and number. She passed the paper to Sonya, “take this. Randy used to be my trainer before I met Mark. I don’t go to anyone now, but he taught me everything I know. I owe Randy the world. He worked at a gym close to where you live.”

“Where is the gym?”

“Near North Side,” Randi said.

“That’s far,” Sonya countered.

“You have a personal driver, Sonya. Give me a break. But your body needs this. Don’t deprive yourself of the energy your body wants and needs.”

“Oh, Randi. You’re always selling people on exercise.”

“Well, you know where to find my videos if you’re looking for a little mommy aerobics,” Randi said. The server brought the bill because they had finished their coffees.

Sonya checked her watch. She had to leave but would consider Randi’s offer. “Thank you for the number.”

“You better use it,” Randi said. “He’ll change your life.”

“We should do this more often.”

“Have your driver bring you out to the suburbs one of these days. Doesn’t your company own a complex near me?”

“Yes. A few, but I don’t make many property visits unless there is a big meeting or emergency,” Sonya said, but Randi was giving her a look like she didn’t want to hear Sonya’s excuse.

“Girl, you better find the time to visit. Yasmin misses her Auntie Sonya,” she said.

“Fine. You win,” Sonya said. They were walking to the door. They stood on the sidewalk for a while chatting, not wanting to leave each other. Months passed between their visits, but they couldn’t linger forever. Sonya promised to visit the gym and suburbs, and Randi said she would call the next time she came to the city.

Sonya rushed back to her office, thirty minutes late from her break.


Chapter Two

Paris Walter worked as a trainer at a gym. She pulled her blonde hair into a bun with a scrunchy. Paris never wore makeup when she worked. Her eyebrows light without the hint of pencil she liked, making her turquoise eyes pop against her white skin. She always did her makeup before leaving the gym, darkening her eyes. But her clients saw the real Paris. Raw, no filter. Paris smiled at herself in the mirror and left the locker room to start her shift.

Randy, a fellow trainer, approached her. He was a veteran at the gym, having worked there much longer than Paris. She had started a couple years ago, but he had been there for over five. He wasn’t bad to look at, and the ladies loved him. He had clients from day to night. People waiting on a waitlist. Not that Randy was Paris’ type. She never thought twice about his bulging muscles. She preferred a more slender shape. More feminine. Randy had enough attention too that he never bothered Paris beyond the strictly professional.

“Paris, what’s happening?” he asked. They both had appointments in ten minutes. She hoped he wasn’t trying to tell her about his night. Randy was adorable but could talk for hours. Most women loved listening to him ramble about his favorite TV shows or new vegan takeout restaurant, but not Paris.

“Not much, Randy. I have a client in ten minutes. Don’t have much time,” she said.

“You never like my stories,” he said, pouting. Paris didn’t roll her eyes but came close. “There was something I wanted to ask you.”

“I’m standing right here,” she said, putting a hand on her hip. Throwing the towel over her shoulder. She was planning to sweat with her first client.

“So sassy,” Randy said, laughing to himself. Paris grunted. “Fine, sorry. There’s an old client of mine. She has a friend who needs training, but I don’t have room in my schedule. I would hate to disappoint my old client. She’s amazing. Her friend is looking for a slot right before your yoga class.”

“At 3pm?” she asked.

“3:15. She only has forty-five minutes for a session. Maybe thirty some days. Three days a week, if you can do it.”

“Is she going to be one of those ladies who never shows?”

Randy shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know her. I only know her friend who was one of my best clients. Can you do it, Paris? I’m asking you first because you’re the best, and you’ve been trying to fill that slot haven’t you?”

“Yeah. I’ll have to talk to her about the days.”

“Can you do it today? She wanted to come in, if you’re available.”

“Sure, tell her to stop by today at that time. I’ll be here,” Paris said.

Randy hugged her, squeezing her like a bear. “You’re amazing, Paris. I owe you big time.”

“I’ll remember that,” she said. “What’s the woman’s name?”

Randy scratched her head. “Not sure. I’ll let you know at lunch.”

Paris turned away from Randy before she said something stupid and walked away, preparing an area in the wooden-floor area of the gym for her client that would arrive any minute.

♦

Sonya had her driver wait outside before stepping out of the car. She wasn’t sure she would stay at the gym for a workout that day, and a quick getaway was more important than having her driver run another errand. His name was Charles, and he had worked for Sonya for years, loyally following her whims. Sonya owed Charles more than she could ever pay him, but Charles promised her he loved his job, and Sonya always fought for his raises.

The gym was on the second floor of a four-story building. Sonya could see it from the street. Charles had a good spot. Sonya dropped her head and walked through the entrance, hating that Randi had convinced her to join a gym and find a personal trainer. Randy, the trainer, had texted Sonya to tell her he had found the perfect match for her because his schedule was too full.

Sonya spoke to the receptionist at the gym. Sonya’s assistant had completed all the paperwork over the phone and via email.

“Wait right here, Ms. Banda. I’ll grab your new trainer,” the young man said. He wore a sweatshirt with the gym’s logo. It was spring, and Sonya wouldn’t mind whipping her body in shape for summer. She wasn’t fat but could use some trimming along the edges.

When the receptionist returned, a stunning blonde woman was walking behind him. Her hair pulled to the back and tied with a scrunchy. She looked relaxed and easygoing. Men must have followed her around like puppies. Sonya couldn’t take her eyes off her. She didn’t know who Randy was, but this woman was much more distracting than any man. Sonya felt a warmth growing inside of her as she stared at the woman.

“Ms. Banda,” the receptionist said. “This is your new trainer, Paris Walter. She’s one of the best we have.”

“Thank you. What’s your name?” Paris asked. Her turquoise eyes sparkled like the Mediterranean Sea.

“Sonya. Sonya Banda,” she said, putting out her hand. She felt intimidated to stand in the presence of such a magnificent woman. Sonya wanted to brush her finger along Paris’ pink lips. She didn’t wear a drop of makeup.

“I’m Paris. Walk with me,” she said and waved for Sonya to follow.

They walked through the gym, passing machines, weights, mats, exercise balls, and endless items that intimidated Sonya. She wasn’t sure how they would use all of them, and judging by Paris’ perky breasts and hourglass figure, she spent a lot of time breaking a sweat.

Paris wore yoga pants that hugged her plump, sculpted ass. Her shirt exposed a thin layer of skin. Sonya wanted to lick her stomach, from her belly button to her breasts. Five months of no sex was becoming a chore. She didn’t feel much when she had to do her stretching exercises, and she was too afraid to touch herself to try for an orgasm. A woman showing her the way wouldn’t be bad. Sonya imagined herself spread across Paris’ bed with Paris’ head between her legs.

“Excuse me, Sonya,” Paris said, waving a hand in her face.

Sonya shook her head, embarrassed from staring at the woman. She hadn’t notice her attention falter. It wasn’t like Sonya to lose herself in someone’s beauty, but there was something about the way Paris looked at her. How she carried herself in a space. “Sorry, Paris. These machines are intimidating me.”

Paris gave Sonya a knowing look like the machines were the least of the problem. “Right, everyone is intimidated in the beginning. Why did you come to the gym today?”

“My friend recommended coming here to help with my energy levels. It’s hard for me to get through the workday sometimes,” Sonya admitted.

“Yes, exercise can have dramatic effects on energy levels. Along with diet. How would you rate your diet on a scale of one to ten?” Paris asked.

Sonya didn’t want to discuss her diet with this goddess. She was everything Sonya loved about women: passionate, delicate, stunning, and smart. “Maybe a three? I don’t track what I eat and make horrible choices. Some days I’ll only eat vegetables and juices when I need a crash diet, but otherwise my diet isn’t the best,” Sonya said.

“That’s okay. You should have seen how I used to eat before I became a trainer. My transformation led to my career choice,” Paris said. She marked notes on her clipboard. They were sitting in the corner of the gym. “Should we do some workouts to gauge your level?” Paris asked. She glanced at Sonya’s heels. “Did you bring a change of clothes?”

Sonya had, but she didn’t want to start today. Sonya clutched her purse and said, “I left them at the office. My mistake, but we can start next time.”

“Well, we should start on your diet today,” Paris said.

“What can I do?” Sonya asked. Paris recommended a diet that was mostly vegetarian with some lean meats and fish. She gave Sonya a meal chart she could fill out and post on her fridge. Simple recipes that didn’t take long to cook and recommendations for simple snacks she could find at the grocery store: fruits, vegetables, and nuts. Sonya thanked Paris and raced out the gym, feeling guilty she lied to Paris about her gym clothes, but Sonya didn’t want to sweat.

Charles waited in the same spot. She had him drive her by the grocery store, and she bought them snacks from the list Paris gave her. She got frozen dinners too to cook instead of takeout some days. Sonya worked for a couple hours from home that night, but Paris clung to her thoughts like an insect in a spider’s web.


Chapter Three

Two weeks passed, and Sonya’s energy levels had skyrocketed. Between her new diet and visits to the gym, Sonya felt on top of the world. She had called Randi to thank her for encouraging her to try the gym, but Paris posed a problem. Sonya couldn’t stop fantasizing about her sexy blonde trainer.

Paris probably liked men and could never have a relationship with a client. Sonya felt ridiculous for liking a woman she paid to help her but couldn’t stop thinking about the beautiful blonde when she sat alone, mind drifting. Paris filling her thoughts like smoke at a bonfire.

Working in her office, Sonya prepared the files she would need on her drive. Fitting the gym into her schedule was hard, but Sonya had to make the time. The energy she had was irreplaceable and worth the drive to the north side of the city. Sonya chatted with Katie before running down to the car where Charles was waiting for her.

Sonya slid into the backseat, answering emails while they drove across the city to the gym. When they arrived, Sonya’s heart dropped to the pits of her stomach. She didn’t know how long she could receive training from Paris. When Paris touched her body and guided her through an exercise, Sonya felt things she never had before. Her body responded to physical touch differently since the surgery. She didn’t get hard like before, but a tingle presented itself between her thighs. Her mind and body felt more connected than ever before. A touch on the side could feel as good as a stroke along Sonya’s old dick. She didn’t miss it a drop.

Sonya tried to avert her eyes in the locker room, but women walked around with towels wrapped around their breasts. Nobody looked twice at Sonya. How long she had dreamed of using the women’s room without judgment. The fear never died. Would they see the tiny scars from where Sonya implanted her breasts? Not that cis women didn’t have the same marks, but Sonya couldn’t stop her mind from turning in circles.

Slipping off her jeans and shirt, Sonya glanced down at her body. She squeezed her left breast with her right hand, making sure it hadn’t disappeared. The locker door blocked her, and nobody was standing next to her. It was a big locker room, and most women were by the showers. Dripping. Steam rolling off their bodies. Towels split to reveal their thighs. Nipples hard through the white fabric. Sonya put on her gym clothes and locked her bag in the cubbyhole and went out to find Paris.

When Sonya hit the gym floor, Paris was in her usual spot stretching. The yoga pants hugged her sculpted body. Her ass sat high. Rounder than a peach picked fresh off the tree.

“Sonya, good afternoon!” Paris hollered. She hopped up and took the bud out her ear. “I was getting worried.”

“You know I can’t keep my schedule straight,” Sonya said. She had been a few minutes late to every workout, but Paris was understanding and forgave her. Chicago traffic. Sonya’s habit of ignoring the clock.

“Jumping jacks or jump rope?” Paris asked.

Sonya rubbed her chin. Either would make her tits bounce which Sonya still hadn’t gotten used to over the years. She had her breasts done in college at nineteen going on twenty, and she was thirty-four now. A small part of her always remembered what life what like before she had worked that minimum-wage job enough hours to afford her breasts. Studying her ass off for a scholarship to university because her parents couldn’t afford the full tuition, which she had known from an early age. Watching those women as a child had pushed Sonya to fulfill her dreams. The breasts caused her parents to stop speaking to her, but they were the best decision of Sonya’s life. She missed her mother more than anything those few years, but they came around, and Sonya had been one step closer to being the Sonya she had always dreamed.

“Jump rope,” Sonya said.

Paris grabbed a rope from the rack and passed it to Sonya. She counted to thirty as Sonya jumped rope. If Sonya hadn’t had trouble catching her breath, she would have called Paris out for staring at her breasts. While she was jumping, Sonya was certain Paris had taken several glances at her bouncing chest.

When Sonya finished her reps, Paris instructed her to do several variations of push ups. Sonya was a dripping mess when she finished, but Paris didn’t seem to mind. She smiled at Sonya, her turquoise eyes entrancing. Sonya wanted to reach her hand up and push Paris’ blonde hair behind her ear. Taste the sweat on her neck after a workout when they kissed. If they kissed. Sonya couldn’t concentrate on her exercises. Paris playfully scolded her, moving her body to a push-up position. Making her back straight. Touching her stomach. Grazing her hand along the back of Sonya’s legs.

Something was happening between Sonya’s thighs she couldn’t explain. A wetness. Could it really happen? The doctor mentioned it was a possibility, but Sonya didn’t believe him. Sonya collapsed to the floor, catching her breath.

“Everything okay?” Paris asked.

“Yeah. Those push ups are killing me,” Sonya said.

“They’ll get easier every time. Would you like to try the machines or free weights? We need to work on your upper-body strength today. Next time, your legs and abs.”

“Can’t wait. Which do you prefer? Machines or free weights?”

“I like them both for different reasons,” Paris said. She continued explaining the differences and how they worked the bodies.

Sonya chose weights, and Paris worked her body another twenty minutes. Sonya was beat by the time they finished, dripping in sweat. Paris still looked fresh as clothes right out the dryer; folded and placed in a basket. Sonya showered and dried her body, rushing out the gym to return to the office.

♦

Paris had been thinking about how to approach the situation since the day she met Sonya. Her warmth, determination, and power attracted Paris. She could feel the connection between them burning like coals at a barbecue. Paris didn’t want to ignore what she felt. For years she had been trying to find a woman like Sonya, successful and unique. Not desperate to fall into a relationship after one night of fun. Paris had a hard time with lesbians around the city, never finding the right woman to complete her. Something was different about Sonya, and Paris had to act.

Walking into the gym that day, Paris went straight to Randy. She had to ask him a favor.

“What’s up, Paris?” Randy asked when she spoke to him.

“You have to take Sonya back as a client,” she said.

“Who’s Sonya?”

“The woman who is a friend of your old client. Sonya Banda. I don’t know her friend’s name. She’s tan with those beautiful black curls.”

“Ah, yeah. Randi’s friend. I can’t, Paris. Keep her or ask someone else.”

“But nobody is as good as us, and she deserves the best,” Paris protested. She wouldn’t give Sonya off to someone she didn’t trust, and Randy was the only other trainer she would recommend for her top clients. The other trainers were good, but Sonya deserved excellent.

“Can’t Paris, and why does it matter anyway?” he asked.

“I want to ask her out, and you know the rule about dating clients,” Paris said.

“My schedule is packed, Paris. You can’t ask this of me,” Randy said.

“I’ll owe you forever. What do you want, Randy? Name your price,” she said. Paris had been wondering how she would ask Sonya out. Would she say yes? How would she react when Paris revealed the truth of her desires?

Randy narrowed his eyes like he was thinking about how much he could get from Paris to take her client. Paris batted her lashes and leaned to the side. Randy shook his head, “whatever, I’ll do it for you. In the name of love,” Randy said. “But she has to come in after six. My six o’clock just dropped me three days a week, so I guess it was fate.”

Paris grabbed Randy’s shirt, shaking him a little. “You’re saving my life. Thank you,” Paris said and planted a kiss on his cheek. She ran off to grab her phone and text Sonya.

Paris: Sonya, we have to talk. Call me when you can.


Chapter Four

How would Sonya have said no to a woman like Paris? She had been dreaming of a date with Paris, and then Paris asked her out over the phone. Sonya had just under two weeks until the doctor said she could use her vagina. She wondered what toys a woman like Paris had. Was she a sensual lesbian? A rough one? How would she react when Sonya told her about her history? The shadow that lurked behind Sonya wherever she went.

Sonya talked herself up in the mirror. She hadn’t been on a date since before the surgery. It felt like the first day of school or a job interview. Sonya didn’t know if things would go well or not, but she had to try. Sonya double checked the location Paris had sent her, making sure she could arrive on time.

Running purple lipstick over her lips, Sonya completed her look with a black dress and heels. She slipped diamond studs into her ears. Ones she had bought during a sale last holiday season. Paris finally gave Sonya a reason to wear the earrings. She stared at herself in the mirror, wondering how the date would go.

Sonya opened her phone and called a car. Charles had the night off, and she wouldn’t bother him. They had a busy week ahead of them, and he deserved his weekend off to do whatever he pleased. The taxi arrived a few minutes later, and Sonya went downstairs to meet it. The driver dropped her off in front of a restaurant. Friday night. People teemed the streets like ants running from an earthquake.

Walking in the restaurant, soft electronic music played over the speakers. Sonya’s heart raced as the host guided her to the table. Paris was sitting there looking at the menu. It was the first time Sonya had seen her wearing makeup. Not that she wasn’t stunning without it, but the added layer took Paris to a new level. Sonya felt the similar, new warmth crawling all over her body. A small tingle between her thighs, wondering what could happen between her and Paris after a couple bottles of wine. Tossing and turning in the bed.

Paris glanced up and noticed Sonya when she entered her bubble. Her eyes sparkled with excitement. Sonya hadn’t seen someone look at her with such tender eyes in ages. She wanted to rip off her dress right there in the busy restaurant. Sonya thanked the young man and hugged her friend.

“Thank you for seeing me. I can’t believe I asked you out,” Paris said. “It’s so unlike me.”

Sonya would take her word for it. Promiscuous people lurked around the corner, baiting for their next mission between the sheets. Sonya hoped Paris wasn’t like that. “Your message surprised me, but I was delighted to see it.”

Paris flashed her white teeth. The lights were low in the building, making her teeth shine brighter. Her lips glistening from a gloss. Sonya crossed and recrossed her legs, failing to find a comfortable position with the rising heat in her body. She had a mental and physical connection to Paris. Sonya had dreamed of dating a woman like Paris for years, and here they were. Post surgery. Sonya’s new life.

They ordered food and a bottle of wine when the waiter returned, chatting about the gym when he left. Sonya enjoyed her first session with Randy and didn’t mind losing Paris as a trainer if Sonya could gain her as a lover, but the shadow lingered in the background. Scratching at Sonya’s mind.

Working through the first half bottle of wine and the appetizers, Sonya was feeling loser. Growing more enamored by the second as the wine coursed through her body. Paris leaned forward, closing the distance over the table. A fake candle flickered between them. Paris moved it to the side and placed her hand over Sonya’s. They had finished the appetizers, but the entrees hadn’t arrived.

“Why did you say yes to my crazy offer, Sonya?” Paris asked, rubbing Sonya’s hand.

Sonya would have been harder than steel if she had her dick, but different sensations were overtaking her. A growing heat in her center that made her want to squeeze her thighs together. A damp feeling in her panties that was as unexpected as snow in July. “We got along swimmingly during our training sessions, and you’re hot,” Sonya said.

They laughed. “Swimmingly? I suppose we had a fine time during our sessions. Touching you without admitting how I felt was one of the hardest things I’ve done. There’s something different about you. You aren’t like most women,” Paris said.

Sonya thought it was the perfect moment to share her secret but couldn’t find the courage. She grunted and sipped her wine. The waiter saved her when he brought the entrees. Paris oohed at her food and snapped a picture for social media. Sonya tried to avoid social media. She hardly had time to meet people for lunches or dinners.

“They say this place has some of the best food in town,” Paris said.

“Here’s hoping it lives up to the hype,” Sonya said and raised her glass. They clinked them together and drank. Sonya had ordered a pasta, and Paris ordered the eggplant parmesan. They ate and shared an affogato for dessert, talking about their Chicago lives.

Energized from the shot of espresso with ice cream, Sonya wanted to spend more time with Paris. They lingered there after splitting the bill. Neither speaking but staring into the other’s eyes. “Would you like to take a walk? The weather is nice,” Sonya said.

“That’s a great idea. Let me run to the ladies’ room, and we can head out.”

The date was going so well, and Sonya didn’t want to ruin it with her past, but the secret felt too big. She couldn’t keep it from Paris. Even though Sonya had come to terms with herself, it was better to rip off the bandage now than have it pop up a year down the line. Transitioning had peppered Sonya’s past. It was an enormous part of who she was, and she couldn’t pretend otherwise. It wouldn’t have been fair to either of them.

Paris returned from the restroom, and they stepped outside. Spring air, humid and moist, filled Sonya’s lungs. She and Paris walked down the street. They lived in different parts of the city, but neither wanted to call it a night. Paris reached over and took Sonya’s hand. She smiled, loving the woman’s touch. Sonya wrapped her fingers tight around Paris’. “There’s something I need to tell you,” Sonya said after they had walked a few blocks.

They took a seat on a bench. Paris hadn’t dropped Sonya’s hand. She crossed her legs and looked into Sonya’s eyes. “What’s wrong, Sonya?”

“Nothing, but there’s something you need to know about me,” she said. A compressor pressing down on her chest. Weights on her back. Push ups in the gym. Sonya couldn’t escape the pressure on her body from the confession resting on her tongue.

“What is it, Sonya?”

“I haven’t always been Sonya. I prefer not to say my old name, but I haven’t always been a woman.”

“What are you saying? You’re transgender?”

Sonya nodded, expecting Paris to drop her hand and push her away. It wouldn’t have been the first time a date reacted that way. Sonya hated this moment for that reason, but Paris didn’t drop her. She squeezed Sonya’s hand. “Tell me more,” she said.

Sonya exhaled the breath she had been holding. People walked past them but didn’t pay attention. Sonya felt exposed but safe with Paris’ hand around hers. Sonya told Paris about her surgery and her overall transition. Growing up knowing that she wanted to become a woman, paying for breasts in college, and finally taking the leap to have gender reassignment surgery.

“How do you feel now?”

“Complete,” Sonya said. Every girl had her own desires in the trans community. Some never wanted to make the full transition which Sonya understood, but her dick had felt like a tumor on her body. Something that didn’t belong.

“I hate to sound crude, but as long as you don’t have a real dick, we’re in business. There’s just something about the balls and lack of vagina. I can’t,” Paris said.

“I guess it’s my lucky day then,” Sonya said. It didn’t offend her when people expressed their preferences. Sex was confusing, messy, and complicated. Spending her evening with a woman who accepted her after the confession was spectacular. Unexpected. Sonya wouldn’t have blamed Paris for rejecting her, but she hadn’t. Paris pulled Sonya closer into her life and promised she wanted to date. Paris wanted to see where things went. Sonya couldn’t believe her ears.

“So, have you ever used it before?”

“Used what?”

Paris leaned in and whispered, “your vagina.”

“No, you’d be the first. If we make it there.”

“I hope we do,” Paris said, checking her watch. It was getting late and chillier. “Should we order cabs and get home? I know you have to work early tomorrow.”

“Yes,” Sonya said. She grabbed Paris’ hand. “Thank you for tonight. It was amazing spending time with you.”

“I feel the same,” Paris said. She scooted closer, opening the taxi app on her phone. She ordered a car for them to share, taking Sonya home first. They shared a light kiss in the backseat before Sonya got out the car and went up to her apartment to revel in her night with Paris as she tumbled naked between her sheets, loving her feminine body.


Chapter Five

Paris thought about Sonya all weekend after their date. Unfortunately, Paris worked the weekends and couldn’t spend more time with her new woman, but they would find an opportunity. Paris would do whatever she had to spend more time with Sonya.

It didn’t bother Paris that Sonya used to be a man. She was a woman from what Paris could tell and didn’t have a dick between her legs. Paris felt shallow for thinking that, but she needed a woman. A vagina. A split she could push her tongue into. Nectar to lick with her tongue. A hole to tighten around her finger or fake dick. Paris loved fucking a woman while wearing a strap. Having them suck on her tits. Paris couldn’t wait to show Sonya what she enjoyed. Teach her the ways of a woman.

A couple days had passed since their date, and Paris had been drowning in work. She taught classes around the clock on the weekends. All the people who worked office jobs wanted to get in their aerobics or cardio kick-boxing classes.

Sitting at home, Paris had the next day off, Monday, but Sonya would probably have to work. She wanted to see her. Touch her. Kiss her. Sonya’s lips had been soft like plush fabric. Paris flipped through channels and wondered what Sonya was doing that Sunday night. She imagined Sonya working on her computer while watching the news in the background. Stressing over the big business. Paris would bet money that she lived in a high rise with security. Views of the city. Maybe even the lake. Paris pulled out her phone after landing on a reality TV show. She texted Sonya.

Paris: What are you doing?

Paris loved watching rich women fight on television. She wished she could become a housewife and get paid to gossip and train the other ladies for fun. Fitness classes on the beach for charity. Events for the camera.

Sonya: Working. Trying to prepare for my week. Thinking about you. What did you do this weekend?

They hadn’t talked since their date, and Sonya hadn’t smothered her with messages. But she infiltrated every one of Paris’ thoughts.

Paris: Worked. I teach a lot of classes on the weekend. Being a trainer is a lot more hustling than I imagined when I got certified.

Sonya: I have to thank you and Randy. You two have changed my life, and it’s been less than a month.

Sonya didn’t have a bad body, but Paris would love to see her body after a few months of training. It was only natural from her profession. She would take Sonya however she came but loved the new energy exercise gave her. It brightened Sonya. She was the night when the sun rises in the horizon.

Paris: When do I get to see you again, Ms. Manager?

Sonya: Ms. Executive, and I’d love to see you ASAP.

Paris: Can you meet Friday night? It seems like a year from now, but I’m free then. I assume you don’t have time during the week.

Sonya: Not much. Let’s plan on Friday, and I’ll work extra hard to have nothing on my mind but you.

Paris held her phone to her chest, missing Sonya but excited they had a date planned. She would have to keep herself busy during the week to make the time fly.


Chapter Six

Sonya had worked her ass off that week to enjoy a relaxing weekend with Paris. She wanted to spend her time with the gorgeous blonde without the job circling her mind. She had worked through a pile of paperwork and checked in with communities around the Midwest. The people from Springfield had been given new places to live and free rent for a year. Any of the uninsured or under-insured tenants had their medical bills covered with emergency insurance the company had. Sonya hated dealing with the logistics and calling the insurance companies, but she had to do the gritty work sometimes too.

Arriving at a different restaurant than the previous week, Sonya stepped out of the taxi. Charles never worked on the weekends. She was wearing an emerald dress cut above the knees with gold jewelery and green heels. Dressing as a woman filled Sonya with glory every day she slipped an earring into her ear or rubbed foundation over her face. Not that men couldn’t wear makeup, but the world didn’t flinch at Sonya. Not anymore.

The years of endless torture from her transition had ended, but the scars remained. She would never forget the years of ridicule she faced from the public. More people chastising her than accepting. Now men ‘brushed’ against her or whistled at her with catcalls. Sonya pushed away the thoughts and focused on the present. Her date. Paris.

“Good evening, Miss,” the hostess said. The restaurant dark and lively behind her.

Sonya told the young woman who she was meeting, and she showed her to the table. Paris stood and kissed Sonya on the cheek. She smelled of flowers and mellow vegetables. Cucumbers. Maybe a hint of melon. Her scent captivated Sonya. She wanted to pull Paris closer and dive her nose into Paris’ hair, but people were watching the couple. Several eyes focused on them. Paris didn’t seem to care. She kissed Sonya gently on the lips before returning to her seat across from Paris. Attention on the pair dissipated, and Sonya pulled out her chair.

“Does this place have rave reviews too? How do you find these restaurants?”

“Local magazines. The internet. I love knowing about the best new places,” Paris said. Her turquoise irises like spotlights in the darkness, highlighted by black eyeliner. Her blonde hair hung over one shoulder, loose curls reaching her breasts. She wore a blue strapless dress cut just above her bosom and a silver necklace around her neck.

They looked over the menu and ordered a few items to share. Two cocktails. They chatted about their weeks. Sonya had worked out with Randy, and it was going well. She was starting to see a change in her physical form, but she exercised for the mental aspects. To keep up with the rigorous executive job. She saw Paris at the gym, but it was a brief hug. A light kiss on the lips, but Randy was all business. He didn’t waste a second and was whipping Sonya into shape. Sonya wouldn’t want her new lover to be that hard on her. She couldn’t wait to have sex with Paris for the first time. Only a week left until she could have sex, if they went that far.

Around the end of the meal, Paris stopped speaking and looked deeply into Sonya’s eyes. “There is a party tonight we should go to, if you’re feeling up for it,” she said.

“What kind of party?”

“Electronic music. A DJ I like is here tonight. It’s at a dingy bar but should be a fun time.”

“Sure,” Sonya said. She felt too old to dance in a club but wouldn’t say no to Paris. “Let’s pay here and head over there. How far is it from here?”

“Probably a five-minute drive,” Paris said.

“Could we walk?”

“In our heels? Have you lost your mind?”

“I guess I have. How are we going to dance all night in heels?” Sonya asked.

“Once our feet hurt, we can leave, but we’re taking a taxi there. My treat.”

“Fine, but I’m paying the cover.” Sonya loved squabbling back and forth with Paris. Two women out on the town with nothing better to do than head to the club for dancing. They split the bill at the restaurant and went outside to wait for a cab.

♦

When they walked into the club, Sonya’s eyes widened. She looked shocked to see an endless sea of bodies dancing to electronic music. Bass thumping over the speakers. Shirtless men with six packs and women with wild outfits crowded the dance floor. Other guys wore suits or shredded jeans. Some women had on bras with booty shorts. There weren’t rules, and Paris felt perfect with Sonya. Two women with elegant dresses and heels. Men couldn’t keep their eyes off the pair.

Paris hollered over the music, holding the small of Sonya’s back, “would you like something to drink?”

Sonya nodded. She was gazing around the room like a cat in a new home, looking to make her escape and run to her comfort. They went to the bar. Paris wouldn’t leave her woman’s side. She wondered about everything beneath Sonya’s emerald dress. How the fabric hugged Sonya’s curves, showcasing her frame. Her plump ass and large breasts. Thin waist, becoming more defined from her sessions with Randy. Irresistible. Paris rubbed Sonya’s back as the bartender worked, moving her hips to the beat. Feeling Sonya’s vibe, wanting to push her atop the bar and give the room a show.

Paris paid for the drinks and left a tip for the man, leading Sonya out to the dance floor. The crowd cheered as the DJ dropped a beat. Sonya cracked a smile as people stomped their feet, demanding more of the DJ. People moving their bodies however felt best. Arms making waves. People shaking their asses. Paris pulling Sonya close to her, grinding her hips against Sonya’s.

Sonya’s brown eyes looked like treasures in the darkness. Her makeup flawless. Her long black curls seductive. It didn’t matter who Sonya was before they met because Paris loved every second they spent together. They would have been friends no matter the circumstances, but Paris wanted Sonya as her lover. The one she woke up to in the morning. A warmth grew inside Paris as she danced with Sonya. Alcohol creeping through her body, lowering her inhibitions.

They placed their empty drinks on a table and went back to the dance floor after taking a short rest. Paris had a free hand and used it to caress Sonya’s body. She pushed her hair behind her ear, staring into her eyes. Without speaking. Their touch said what their words couldn’t. Paris ran her hand up and down Sonya’s back, desperate to pull the dress from her body. Taste her folds and nipples. Lick every inch of her body. Kiss her stomach.

“How are your feet holding up?” Paris asked. They had been there for an hour or so, and Paris just wanted to get Sonya back to her house to touch her body under the covers. Convince her to spend the night, so she could wake up with Sonya for the first time. The first of many, she hoped. Paris was planning out a future in her head with Sonya. They clicked like quarters in a pinball machine.

Sonya glanced down at her heels. Her legs were two sticks of candy in that short emerald dress. Paris’ feet weren’t hurting, but she could have called it a night. She got her fill of the music but hadn’t had nearly enough of Paris. “My feet hurt a bit, but I don’t want to head home yet. I want to spend more time with you,” Sonya said. She had her arms resting on Paris’ shoulders.

“You should stay the night at my place,” Paris said. If it led to sex, she wouldn’t stop that but wouldn’t force it either. She just wanted to spend whatever available time Sonya had with her.

“Do you think that’s a good idea?”

“I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t think we were ready,” Paris said. “I’m not asking for sex, but neither of us want to say goodbye. So, why shouldn’t we?”

“Good point. I’ll order a taxi for us,” Sonya said.

“Should we pick up anything on the way home? I don’t have anything to drink,” Paris said.

“We can grab snacks and a bottle of white,” Sonya said. She had pulled out her phone, and they went outside to wait for the taxi. There was a convenient store right next to the club, so they went there to buy snacks and wine while the taxi drove a few miles to fetch them.

♦

Sonya stepped inside Paris’ apartment, feeling uplifted from their night at the club. She wanted to experience Paris’ body and lose her newfound virginity but couldn’t have sex for another week according to the doctor. Paris went to her kitchen and came back with two wine glasses. She turned on music similar to what they had heard in the club. Paris had artwork on the walls, and her apartment smelled fresh like dried flowers. She could see the street from her window. Few people were out now that it was later in the night.

Paris sat on the sofa next to Sonya, crossing her legs. The blue dress hugging her slender body. Sonya wanted to unzip it and watch it pool around Paris’ ankles. Spread her pussy with two fingers. Take a nipple in her mouth. Sonya opened the bottle of wine and poured some for them. They had bought chips and a slice of pizza from the store. They shared the pizza, laughing. Drunk from the wine and cocktails. Giggling from their explosive connection. Sonya felt younger and freer than she had in years with Paris. She wanted to bottle up their moments together and keep them safe, never forgetting how she felt.

Sonya brushed her hand along Paris’ shoulder. They sat an arm’s length apart. Paris watched Sonya from across the sofa. The tension undeniable.

“Do you go out dancing often?” Sonya asked. She hadn’t been to a club in years but would accompany Paris wherever she went. Sonya could pull Paris down, and Paris could push her out of her comfort zone. They could balance the other like day and night. Summer and winter.

Paris’ blue dress cupped her breasts like eggs in a carton, only hiding the bottom third. Sonya wanted to pull her dress down a little and reveal her breasts. Which one was bigger? Which nipple more sensitive? Sonya wanted to learn Paris’ body from top to bottom, explore and learn how she moved. Where her pleasure spots were. What she loved and hated. “I go dancing about once a month. Did you enjoy the club?”

“Sure, it was fun. I’ll go with you anytime you want,” Sonya said.

“Now you’re my dancing partner? How did I become so lucky?” she asked.

Sonya rubbed Paris’ exposed thigh. A shadow under her dress. Sonya glanced into the hole but couldn’t see her panties. She thought about pushing Paris’ dress up enough to reveal what she was wearing beneath, if anything.

“I’m the lucky one. You have no idea how long I’ve been dreaming of being with a woman like you,” Sonya said, confessing her truth. She moved closer to Paris on the sofa, not letting go of her thigh. Sonya’s body was burning. Her mind turning in circles. She needed every inch of Paris. Naked. Exposed. She wanted Paris to undress her. Play with her.

Paris reacted to Sonya moving closer by reaching out her hand and touching Sonya’s body. Gripping her side. Locking her lips against Sonya’s. Their tongues intertwined. The mood growing hotter and heavier as Paris pulled Sonya atop her. Their breasts pressed together, fabric in the way of what Sonya wanted most. Paris’ hard nipples. Her pussy. Her naked perfection.

After minutes of kissing, Sonya pulled back. Her hands grasping at the fabric to remove it from Paris’ body. Paris lifted her hips to help Sonya unzip the dress. Sonya pulled the fabric from Paris’ body, unable to stop herself. The last week rang in her mind, tapping at her. Paris lay on the sofa wearing her black bra and thong.

Sonya unzipped her dress, revealing her golden lingerie to match the jewelry. Paris sprang atop her, kissing her. Sonya had to stop her before they went too far. She wanted nothing more than to use her new vagina. Experience the pleasures for the first time. Nobody better than a woman like Paris to show her the ways. Every touch Paris graced Sonya with felt like a decadent day at the spa.

Sonya held Paris’ shoulders to stop her, shaking her head. Wanting to cry because she had to stop the sensual moment. “There’s something I have to tell you,” Sonya said. Paris stopped, looking concerned. “It’s nothing major, but the doctor said I can’t have sex for another week.”

“Because of the surgery?” Paris asked.

Sonya nodded. “I have been stretching it daily with a device, and everything is coming along nicely. I’m going in for my last appointment next week, but then you can use it all you want.”

“I can wait as long as you need,” Paris said, kissing Sonya. Pecking her lips.

Sonya wrapped her hands around Paris’ back, unhooking her bra. Paris did the same to Sonya. They couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Sonya pulled the bra from Paris’ body, revealing her breasts. The right a bit bigger than the left. Her areolas beautiful and large. Sonya took one in her mouth, wondering what her milk would taste like if they ever had babies. She would want a drink.

“That doesn’t mean I can’t pleasure you,” Sonya said. She moved from kissing Paris to sucking on her nipple. Her thong clad and wet from her dripping pussy. Sonya moved her hand down Paris’ front, pushing past her waistline. She had the perfect amount of hair. Sonya slipped a finger into her wet, accepting hole. Paris moaned and kissed Sonya as she fingered her. Her walls constricting on Sonya’s appendage. “You like that?” Sonya asked while nibbling on Paris’ ear. Kissing her neck. Licking it and blowing lightly on the wetness.

“I love it, baby,” Paris said in a throaty gargle. Her hair a wild mess. Sonya added a finger, stretching out Paris’ cave. She used Paris’ nectars to moisten her thumb and press into Paris’ button. Her burning clit. Sonya could feel her own body reacting to Paris’ pleasure. The heat radiating between them. Sonya couldn’t touch herself but felt a heat in her center. Her new area much more connected to her mind than she could have imagined.

Sonya removed her fingers and kneeled on the floor under the sofa. She pulled the black thong from Paris’ body and revealed her pussy. Her treasure. Sonya studied her folds. The hair that trailed around her opening. The pink color of her skin. Sonya pressed three fingers into her, causing Paris to lean her head back, expelling a moan. Not caring what her neighbors heard. Her loudness bouncing off the walls and hitting Sonya’s eardrums. Sonya moved her hand and used her mouth instead.

She hadn’t been with a woman in over a year, and Paris tasted better than candy after dinner. Better than any food at those fancy restaurants. Sonya could have tasted Paris for hours, but it didn’t take long under she buried her hands in Sonya’s hair. Gripping. Her body tensing.

“I’m going to cum,” she said.

Sonya didn’t let up and snarled in Paris’ vagina, shaking her head from side to side. Paris panted, her voice rising an octave as each second passed. Sharp staccato notes. Sonya used her tongue on Paris’ clit, feeling her explode. Her body still as she came. Sonya loved making Paris feel this amazing. She wiped her face and kissed Paris’ body, but Paris protested. She failed to stop Sonya kissing her stomach. Tasting her nipple again. Sonya still had on her thong to avoid temptation but loved seeing Paris with hooded eyes, relaxed from cumming. Sonya couldn’t wait to cum for the first time as a woman.

“You tired baby?” Sonya asked, running her hand through Paris’ hair.

Paris nodded, looking sexy and sleepy. “You’re spending the night, right?”

“Of course,” Sonya said. They went to the bed where Sonya held Paris until morning.

♦

Sonya awoke at Paris’ apartment, feeling joyful and disappointed. She loved pleasuring Paris but wanted to experience cumming herself. The final step of her transition. Cumming as a woman would complete Sonya’s journey, but she had another week before she could even try, and she had read all types of experiences online. Women who were able to orgasm right away and others who struggled for over a year to reach that euphoria. It wasn’t like before when Sonya had her feminine dick, shooting a load. Sonya would rather struggle for a year than return to having that monster on her body. It had never felt quite right, unlike her new vagina which felt perfect.

“Good morning,” Paris said when her eyes fluttered open. Sonya had been awake and thinking about her relationship with Paris. Where would it lead? Did they have a future together, or would Paris tire of her? Sonya knew she had ridiculous thoughts, but her shadow ate at her. Nipping at the happiness she felt.

“How did you sleep?” Sonya asked. She rolled over in the bed, facing Paris. She brushed Paris’ blonde hair with her fingers.

“It was amazing. You helped a lot with your oral treat. Better than any food we ate,” she said.

“I think so too.”

Paris wrapped her arm over Sonya, “I can’t wait until next week when we can explore your body. I’ll return the favor,” she said.

They were both without bras but wore panties. Paris had lent Sonya a fresh pair before bed. Their legs tangled together under the sheets. “I can’t wait,” Sonya said.

“Wanna shower with me? I have to leave soon to teach a class at the gym, but we can wash each other off,” Paris said.

“And eat cereal?”

“I have oatmeal,” Paris said. They faced each other on a set of pillows, the day an illusion in the background.

“Oatmeal works for me,” Sonya said. She felt overwhelmed by how much she ordered the woman next to her. How she never wanted Paris to stop touching her. She kissed Sonya before getting out of bed. Sonya followed her to the shower where they rubbed each other with soap. Hot water steaming the glass. Paris admiring Sonya’s vagina, careful not to slip her fingers inside.

They spent at least fifteen minutes in the shower, lathering each other repeatedly. Touching. Kissing.

Stepping out the shower, they dried each other with plush towels. Paris made them oatmeal before they said goodbye for the day. Sonya didn’t have a session with Randy that day and went home to work, missing Paris the moment they separated.


Chapter Seven

Paris planned to cook a meal for her weekend date with Sonya. She didn’t know how long she could continue only seeing Sonya one night a week, but this upcoming weekend they could play with Sonya’s pussy for the first time, and Paris couldn’t wait. She had been thinking about how Sonya would react when her mouth connected with her precious lips and hot clit. They had taken a shower together, and Sonya’s pussy looked as natural as hers. She couldn’t tell the difference, not that it would have mattered.

But she thought about how Sonya must have felt. She had never made love as a woman. Never cum as a woman. How would it be her first time? Paris felt a large sense of obligation to please Sonya to the maximum level. Make her hit the highs a woman should. Paris had read a little online about women who transitioned. It must have been an overwhelming experience. Fascinating and scary and exhilarating. Paris had never thought about having a dick. It must have been different from her vagina.

She hoped Sonya wouldn’t have a hard time cumming for the first time and would do whatever she could to help Paris on her journey. Paris made a list for the grocery store: vegetables, fruit, chocolate, wine, and snacks. She would make vegetarian pasta and a light salad.

Paris had the day off, but Sonya was busy running the real-estate empire. It didn’t matter how much money she made. They connected on a mental level more than Paris had with any woman before her. Their conversations easier than cheese melting on a griddle. Tastier than dinners at fancy restaurants. And how Sonya kept herself together while holding down a commanding job impressed Paris. She wanted to spend years with her and get to know Sonya on a deeper level. Find out who she was and tell Sonya who Paris was.

Paris: I miss you. Can’t wait for this weekend.

Paris sent the message before stepping out the apartment to head to the grocery store and buy the ingredients for Friday night.


Chapter Eight

Paris placed everything on the table: wine in a cold bucket, salad and cut vegetables at the center, and pasta covered in foil. She had bought a small loaf of bread that morning. It was warming up in the oven. Sonya was arriving any second. Paris couldn’t believe the day had come waiting all week. The time had dragged like listening to a lecture.

Sonya knocked on the door. Paris didn’t have security blocking Sonya’s entrance. Paris opened the door to a stunning Sonya. She had her hair pinned to the side and flowing over one shoulder like a waterfall. A vine hanging from a tree. Her lashes longer than normal and highlighting the almond shape of her eyes. She wore a short black dress and silver jewelery, holding a clutch under her arm.

“Wow,” Paris said and opened the door wider. She kissed Sonya before the woman stepped inside.

Paris wore a red satin dress with a split up the side and flats. She wanted to feel comfortable for their dinner date at home. “The house smells great,” Sonya said. She placed her clutch on the table by her plate. Wine sat in the bucket. She pulled out the bottle. “You were sweet to wait for me. Should I pour us each a glass?”

“That’s a splendid idea. I missed you this week,” Paris said, sneaking up behind Sonya.

“And I missed you,” Sonya said. She picked up Paris’ glass and passed it to her. They were inches apart. Their souls connecting. Breaths exchanging heat. Paris placed her glass back on the table and pressed her body into Sonya’s. She knew it would be the night they took their intimacy to the next level. The bread smelled from the oven, perhaps on the edge of burning. Paris didn’t want to stop kissing Sonya but had to for the food.

“Sorry,” Paris said. “The bread is calling.”

Sonya sat at the table. Paris placed the hot bread on a cutting board with a knife and returned to the table. Sonya was loading food onto plates: pasta and salad. Paris finished the dishes off with bread. They ate and enjoyed the white wine, chatting about their weeks. Jokes about work. Complaints between girlfriends.

“That food was delicious,” Sonya said after finishing her plate.

Paris had a few bites left. She felt Sonya’s heel brush against her calf. Paris smiled at Sonya, acknowledging her touch. They migrated to the living room after cleaning up the mess from dinner. Paris met Sonya at the sofa with the chocolate she had bought.

“You outdid yourself,” Sonya said, touching Paris’ thigh. Lust in her eyes. The moon high in the sky. Darkness against the windows.

“I would do it all over again in a heartbeat for you,” Paris said. They set their glasses of wine on the coffee table, gravitating toward each other like marbles on an uneven floor.

“I don’t cook much, but we can go to dinner whenever you want,” Sonya said.

“Sounds perfect,” Paris said. She moved closer, her lips connecting with Sonya’s neck. Drifting to her lips. Her tongue pushing into Sonya’s mouth. She couldn’t resist the beautiful woman in her arms. “I can’t wait to pleasure you for the first time,” Paris whispered to Sonya.

“Please,” Sonya said. She turned her body and straddled Paris. She tossed her hair back, shaking her head lightly. Her breasts inches from Sonya’s face. Her black dress was heavy, constricting. Paris unzipped it and pulled the fabric to Sonya’s waistline, exposing her black lace bra.

“Stand up. I need to take off this dress,” Paris said. Sonya stood, and Paris pulled the red stain dress over her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. “Take off your lingerie. I want to see every inch of your gorgeous body naked.”

Sonya blushed but did as Paris told her. They both undressed, and Paris pushed Sonya to the sofa, kneeling under her. “This pussy is mine,” Paris said, tracing her finger around Sonya’s pussy lips.

♦

Paris pushed her blonde hair back. Her mouth glistening from pleasing Sonya’s lips. She had been eating out Sonya’s pussy for minutes, taking her time. Sonya wasn’t feeling what she had expected, but Paris licking her pussy was a dream come true. Did it feel like fireworks? Kind of? Sonya closed her eyes, focusing on her body. A pleasurable warmth was building inside Sonya’s center, but it was like chasing a shadow or trying to catch air in a jar.

Thoughts circled in Sonya’s mind: work, the evening, and her expectations. She had expected one thing and was experiencing another. It wasn’t like when she had a dick. No getting hard at a touch. No stick to poke places. Concentrating, Sonya caught the impossible shadow. It was growing solid and more real, less a figment of her imagination.

Paris used her wet finger and played with Sonya’s clit. She moved a finger in and out her hole. It felt odd having thing beyond her stretching device inside of her, but Sonya liked the sensation. Paris’ finger a blessing. Not the most orgasmic one, but Sonya was grateful to experience a woman fingering her pussy. Her hole being used for the first time. It was a night she would never forget, no matter the outcome.

“How do you like it, baby?” Paris asked, lifting her head. She had been working on her pussy. It felt good, but Sonya thought she was too distracted to orgasm.

“It feels amazing but different. It takes a lot more concentration to cum as a woman,” Sonya said.

“Tell me about it. Men have it so easy, from what I can tell. I don’t watch much porn and never have sex with men, but that’s how it seems. It took forever for me to learn my body. Don’t worry,” Paris said.

She kissed Sonya’s pussy, rubbing her thumb over Sonya’s clit. It was like riding a roller coaster. There were moments of pure exhilaration, but most of it felt like waiting in line.

Sonya sighed. Her expectations were too high. Paris had a gentle, delectable touch, but Sonya had been aiming for the stars. After six months of waiting, her mind couldn’t stop thinking about what was supposed to happen or how it was meant to feel. “Come here, baby. I want to kiss you,” Sonya said.

“You didn’t cum?”

“Too much pressure, but you feel marvelous,” Sonya said.

“Oh yeah? How do you like this?” Paris asked, pushing two fingers into Sonya’s hole, wet from when Paris licked her. Tasted her for minutes on end.

Sonya shifted her hips, adjusting to Paris’ fingers inside of her. She loved when Paris touched her, no matter where she touched her. “I love it,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“Shh, baby. It’s okay. We can try another time,” Paris said. She hooked her arms around Sonya’s body. They melted into each other, snuggling. Paris turned on the TV. Neither came that night, but neither put on their clothes again. They touched, kissed, and enjoyed the other’s company.

♦

Sonya’s eyes fluttered open to Paris’ familiar bedroom, but a growing sensation was overtaking her body. She was awake but in that dreamy state right before full consciousness, and something was tickling her like sheets fresh out the dryer. Warm, comforting. Sonya twisted her legs, and Paris’ hair brushed against her thighs. The room came into focus, and Sonya gasped as she realized the levels of pleasure crashing over her.

“Paris, oh my,” Sonya said, panting.

“Good morning, baby,” Paris said in a muffled voice. She went back to work licking Sonya’s pussy, hiding under the sheet. Sonya gripped the bed, struggling to maintain command of herself. Paris’ kisses felt a million times better than they had the previous night.

Sonya relinquished the thoughts holding her back and lived in the moment. She felt Paris’ tongue tracing along her folds. Every stroke more pleasurable than the last. It was like adding money to a piggy bank. Soon Sonya would have to crack the shell and cash in on her earnings. Paris knew what she was doing with her tongue and pushed Sonya closer to the edge.

Paris’ tongue flicked Sonya’s clit. Sonya’s mind blank beyond the pleasure moving from Paris’ mouth to her body. She couldn’t concentrate on more than the building pressure between her thighs. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before. Last night was a distant memory compared to what Paris was doing to her body this morning.

Sunlight drifted in through the windows. An urgency built in Sonya’s body. She moved her hand under the cover, locking her fingers in Paris’ hair. She wanted to pull her away because the sensations were too new, too intense.

“Fuck, baby. You’re getting wet for me,” Paris said, taking the second-long break Sonya needed. She pushed a finger into Sonya. It vibrated Sonya’s body. Paris snuck in a second and then a third. She was stretching Sonya more than she had been before. Opening her to new levels. Rewiring her body. It was nothing like feeling pleasure as a man. The sensations were new, fascinating. Like adding logs to a fire. Building up in a way she never had.

Sonya gripped the sheets while Paris switched between using her mouth and fingers. Between pleasuring Sonya’s clit and pussy. Her body at odds, aching to explode.

“I think it’s happening,” Sonya said. She was panting, unsure if the pressure she felt was an orgasm. Her body was taking over her mind. No logic present.

“Cum for me, baby,” Paris said. She focused her mouth on Sonya’s clit and fingered her pussy. Pushing her woman to the edge.

“Fuck, Paris. Oh my,” Sonya said. She pulled the pillow from under her head and bit into it, screaming while waves of pleasure crashed over her. Paris sucked on her nub. Sonya tried to push her away, the sensations overwhelming her, but Paris resisted. She made Sonya’s body freeze a second time. Paralyzed by pleasure.

After a minute, Paris revealed herself from under the sheet. She wiped the juices from her face, smiling at her woman. They kissed before cuddling the next hour in bed. Paris traced her fingers along Sonya’s naked, feminine body. After years of effort, Sonya’s dreams had come true.


Epilogue

Four Months Later

After a long day at work, Charles drove Sonya back to her new apartment on the north side a few blocks from Paris’ gym. Sonya still went for sessions with Randy and had noticed a real change over the last four months, but her body was the least of her concerns.

Last month, Sonya and Paris rented an apartment together. They were spending every night at one apartment or the other, and their leases had been up at the same time. It all came together so fast, but Sonya didn’t regret a thing. She loved waking up to Paris every morning. Hitting the gym before she went home to have a session with Randy.

Paris loved to cook and prepped meals for them. The pieces had fallen together, and Sonya felt blessed every morning she awoke with Paris by her side.

And the sex… Sonya hadn’t imagined sex as a woman after her transition would feel so complete, but Paris took her to over the edge every time they hit the sheets. They had learned each other like streets in a neighborhood and no longer needed directions. But that didn’t stop them from pushing their old limits and finding new ways to pleasure each other: toys, massages, and games. They would try whatever sounded fun and exciting.

Sonya thanked Charles when they arrived at her new building. It was the same distance from her work and only one train ride in the morning and a lot more convenient for her woman. Sonya climbed the three flights of stairs to her new two-bedroom apartment where Paris was waiting with dinner.

Sonya turned the key in her lock and opened the door.

“Hey honey, perfect timing. I have dinner on the table,” Paris called when Sonya opened the door.


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed Hot for Love: Trans Woman and Her Female Personal Trainer

More books…

Explore my Amazon page or website for other hot and steamy reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen.

Links below ↓↓

Stay Connected ♥

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox

Website: clovercox.com
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