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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Anastacia held her hand around the cool metal pole as a room full of men watched her. She focused on her manicured nails as she relaxed her body to twirl around the pole. She lost herself in the movements, turning upside-down as she slid to the floor, flipping over into the splits at the end. Dollar bills flooded the stage, but Anastacia ignored the money as she got onto her hands and knees to crawl toward the man sitting in front of her. He was a handsome older black man with a gold cap covering one of his teeth. She’d seen him around before, so she felt comfortable getting up close and personal.

Luckily, she wasn’t required to take off her panties. The men didn’t seem to mind as long as they got to see a piece of her behind. She wouldn’t have been nearly as popular as she was if they saw what she had tucked and taped between her legs, but she was lucky enough not to have a bulge that looked any different than a phat pussy.

She dropped her head and twirled her neck in front of the black man before turning her ass toward him so that he could stuff dollar bills into her thong. She moaned and pushed her hands into her hair as his fingers explored the space between her ass cheeks while he gave her more money. She looked around at the other men who watched enviously as the man fondled her.

It wasn’t until her ass was stuffed with cash that she finally moved away, back toward the pole. She pulled the money out from between her ass cheeks while she danced, tossing it down onto the stage. She walked over to the pole and wrapped her hand around it before climbing to the top and sliding all the way back to the ground, following the beat of the loud music. She had done variations of the same dance millions of times before, but she still figured out a way to change it every single time.

There were always new faces in the crowd. People she could look out to when she began doubting herself. The awe in their eyes always lifted her spirit, and there were a few of those guys tonight, but she noticed someone else as she scanned the room. A man who nearly made her lose her grip on the pole and fall to the floor.

She managed not to make an embarrassment of herself, but her heart was racing when the song finally ended, indicating that her time on stage was over. She ignored the man’s gaze as she gathered her bills from the floor and raced away so that the next dancer could take her spot. “Great set,” Paul said when she got backstage. He was the manager of the strip club and was the person who’d given Anastacia a job at The Velvet Tide, Seahaven’s sophisticated strip club. “I got a request for a lap dance. Can you be ready in ten?”

“Yeah, sure.” She usually got requests for lap dancers after her sets, so she didn’t think much of it as she went to the wardrobe to find a different dress to wear. She picked out a white sequence dress that stopped right past her crotch. Men got a little touchier in the private rooms, but she’d been able to keep her secret. Paul only found out that she was trans a few months after getting hired when one of the other girls outed her, but he’d taken the news in stride and let her keep her job.

Once she was dressed in her skimpy white, shimmering dress, she stepped out of the dressing room in her high-high heels. They were over five inches tall, but she walked in them like a master… until she turned the corner and saw her former crush talking to her manager Paul. She recovered quickly, leaning on Paul’s shoulder as she smiled at the man who was supposed to be a stranger.

“Anastacia, this is John. You’ll be giving him a dance.”

Her heart dropped to the pits of her stomach. She and John had been good friends at Seahaven University before she dropped out and moved across the country to Los Angeles. Seeing him again brought back a flood of memories, but she had to stay focused and avoid eye contact. She didn’t want him to see something in her expression that she preferred to keep hidden.

“Right this way,” she said and grabbed John’s hand to lead him to one of their luxurious rooms with plush vinyl furniture.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Anastacia pushed John onto the sofa and straddled his hips when they walked through the door. She pushed her hair out of the way as she lowered her lips to his ear. “Would you like a drink before I get started? It’s on the house.”

“Order me a gin and tonic.”

“Coming right up.” She slid off the couch and turned her ass toward John before bending over. She grabbed her ankles and shook her ass. She stepped out of the private room after her little dance and placed a hand on her chest, wondering what in the world she was going to do about John. She didn’t want him figuring out who she was. Not after the history they shared.

They used to play tennis for hours every night. They were fierce competitors but put aside their differences for drinks in the evening. It even got to the point that they shared secrets with each other, but the one secret that Anastacia never shared was her desire to transition. She didn’t trust anyone with that secret. Not even one of her closest tennis partners, but had fate intervened?

She was shaking as she went to the bar to get John’s gin and tonic. The club gave guests free drinks with a lap dance to keep the dollar bills flowing. Paul took a cut of their tips, so he was inclined to give out the booze. “Here you go,” the bartender said. “Good luck in there.”

“Thanks,” she said sweetly to Robert the bartender as she turned toward the nightmare waiting for her in the private room. She thought about running to the dressing room and walking out, but Paul would never give her another chance if she left now. Her plan was to keep her back turned toward John. She nodded, telling herself that it was the best idea available besides walking out and losing her job.

“There you are,” John said in a husky voice when she stepped into the room. “I can’t remember the last time I saw a woman as beautiful as you.”

Anastacia smiled at him and walked over with his drink. “Here you go, handsome. Remind me of your name.”

He smirked. “John.”

“Ooh, that’s what I thought, but I didn’t want to say it wrong and upset you.”

“Nothing you say could upset me,” he said and patted his lap, looking down at his crotch. Anastacia had always been curious about what his dick looked like. She never got to see when they were tennis buddies. She could have the chance to see it now, but would that be wrong? She knew him from the past. They were friends once upon a time. He would completely freak out if he found out that she was keeping a secret from him.

“You say that,” she said softly and straddled his legs. He’d already downed his drink. His breath smelled of gin, but she didn’t mind. She grabbed his shoulders as she rode his dick through his pants. From what she could tell, it was a pretty nice size. “But you don’t know anything about me, John.”

Anastacia got off his lap and stepped toward the center of the room. She bent over to bounce her ass in the air. “I’d like to get to know you,” he said as he stared at her from across the room. She was so gorgeous. He wanted to spank her tight little ass and watch it bounce before kissing those plump, painted lips. Everything about her was perfect. Her caramel skin. Her long curly hair. The outfit she was wearing. If it were allowed, he would bend her over the sofa in the private room and pound that pussy from behind. He was thinking the dirtiest thoughts as he watched her shake her ass.

“Show me those tits now.”

Anastacia’s eyes widened. She didn’t want to turn toward John. If she did, he might realize that she was his friend from the past. New memories filled her mind each time his voice hit her ears. All those days out shopping for tennis rackets and shoes. Random lunches where they talked about what they would do to the world if they were in charge. She was so overwhelmed by everything but had to act like everything was normal, and it was nearly impossible.

She slowly turned around, closing her eyes as she pushed her tits together with her arms and did a little dance. “Look at me, Anastacia. I want you to stare at me while you dance.”

Fuck, she thought to herself. How in the world had she gotten into this situation? John had once told her that he had a thing for darker girls, but she never thought that she’d be that darker girl. As much as she wished to be that girl for John, it was impossible. There was no way in the world that she could be with him.

John stared at her intensely as she maintained eye contact, trying to keep her mind free of the memories they shared. She managed to clear her thoughts for a few minutes, but it wasn’t long before John’s eyes turned questioning, like he couldn’t quite believe the puzzle pieces he was trying to put together. She turned around to show John her ass, but he commanded her to look at him.

“I paid for a good dance, and I expect you to give it to me.”

She didn’t want to, but she had no other choice. She met John’s eyes once again, feeling a ripple run through her when he looked at her questioningly. She danced along to the music and even straddled his legs to rub his cock against her ass, but nothing she did abated his curiosity.

“I know you,” he said.

“Must look like someone you know. Happens all the time,” she said easily as she got up off his lap to continue her dance, but he wasn’t giving up.

“No, I’m certain of it. The way you look at me. You know me, don’t you?”

She shook her head. “I’ve never seen you in my life, sir. If you don’t mind, we should use the time you paid for. What do you want me to do?”

“Tell me the truth,” he said sternly. “Is it true?”

“Is what true?” she asked with a light laugh, but her body felt like an inferno. Anxiety coursed through her, promising to suffocate her if she didn’t get out of the room at once, but John stood and rushed over to her when she tried to leave. He grabbed her wrist and turned her toward him. “Did we play tennis together?”

“I really don’t know what you’re talking about, sir. Please let me go,” she begged him, but her voice was completely false. He could see right through her. This was the last conversation that she wanted to have. “Really, sir. I have a button on me, and I can call security with it at any time.”

“You’d do that to an old friend?”

“Like I said, I have no idea who you are.”

“Do you really want me to say your old name, Anastacia? I don’t care if you’re trans.”

“Trans?” she screeched. “You’re out of your mind!”

“Aaron!” John shouted through gritted teeth. He was tired of the games. He knew that this gorgeous woman standing in front of him was his friend who’d dropped out of college against his wishes and moved across the country to Los Angeles to chase some crazy acting dream. Anastacia was one of the smartest students at Seahaven University, but she never felt connected to any of the programs that they offered, so she left. “I know it’s you. Talk to me.”

“I don’t want to,” she said. “I’m working.”

“You don’t have to feel bad. I’ve missed you. We lost touch, but I never stopped thinking about all that fun we used to have playing tennis,” John said, trying to pull her toward the sofa. She relented and followed him, falling by his side. She felt so vulnerable. Nobody remembered her when she returned to Seahaven besides her semi-estranged family members. Now there was John, who was still looking at her like he wanted to put his lips on hers. “When did you transition?”

“I started the second I got to LA.”

“Is that why you wanted to leave?”

“Acting was my dream, but it never worked out. Maybe I would have had more luck if I didn’t transition.”

“You’re an incredibly beautiful woman, Anastacia,” he said and placed a hand on her exposed thigh. Her tiny white dress was barely covering her crotch, but she had her legs crossed, so he couldn’t reach between her thighs to touch the spot he couldn’t stop staring at. “I never would have known if I didn’t get a dance.”

“I wish you hadn’t. It would have saved me a lot of grief.”

“Don’t be embarrassed.”

She shrugged. “I’m not. It’s just… I never thought that you would recognize me. Nobody ever does.”

“Have you run into people from the club?” he asked, referring to the tennis club where they used to play.

“All the time,” she said. “You’re the only one who realized that I wasn’t who I said I was.”

“I want to get to know you. Can we meet up later?”

“That wouldn’t be a good idea,” she said as she glanced at the time. “In fact, your dance is nearly up, so why don’t I just go?

“Do you go on again tonight?”

“Please leave, John. I don’t want to see you,” she said and turned to walk out of the room, relieved that her nightmare was finally over. John wasn’t in the crowd when she danced a couple hours later, but she was kidding herself if she thought he was done with the chase.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

It was nearly six o’clock in the morning when Anastacia finally stepped out of the club. The sun was rising in the horizon, filling the sky with dreaded daylight. The worst part of being a stripper was trying to sleep during the day when everyone else was active. 

“Hey,” someone said, making her jump. “Sorry to scare you, but I got us breakfast.”

“You scared me half to death, John! What in the world are you doing here?” she hissed. “You shouldn’t be here! I told you that I didn’t want to see you again!”

“Please, Anastacia. I don’t care, and I can’t stop thinking about how good your ass looked when it was bouncing during the lap dance.”

She paused, feeling caught off-guard by his confession. She’d been lusting after him since their days of battling each other on the tennis court. Could he really want to sleep with her now? What about when she told him about the dick between her thighs?

“Really, John. Let’s just leave what we had in the past. It’s best that it stays there.”

“Come over to my place and have breakfast. Then you can go home but at least give us a chance to talk. It’s been forever since we last saw each other!”

“I appreciate the effort, but I just got off work. All I want is to go home and take a hot shower.”

John frowned, glancing down at the takeout food he was holding. How ridiculous did he look showing up at her job unannounced with food? “I’m so sorry for springing this on you. I just got so excited when I went home and tried to sleep. I couldn’t stop thinking about how much I wanted to talk to you.”

“That’s sweet, but what is there for us to say? We’re two different people now, John.”

“Does that mean we can’t be friends?”

“I don’t know what it means.”

“Give me a chance. You can take a shower at my place before we eat. I have plenty of clothes you could wear.”

Anastacia got a better look at John, studying his face. He clearly wanted to spend time with her, but how dangerous would it be for them to open that door? She preferred not to interact with anyone from her old life. If it were up to her, she would have moved to New York, but she didn’t want to share a tiny flat with a bunch of roommates she didn’t like. She’d had enough of that in Los Angeles for one life.

“What did you get to eat?”

“Several things. I wasn’t sure what you’d want.”

“Are you trying to spoil me?”

“If you’ll let me.”

She blushed, feeling an early-morning breeze whipping around her feet. She wanted to go with him, but her mind was telling her everything that could go wrong. “Are you sure about me showering there? It’s the first thing I do after work, and I can’t live without my shower.”

“I understand. It’s not a problem at all for me. Should I text you my address?”

“Yes, but you’ll need my number first.”

“Better put it in my phone,” he said and pulled out his phone to pass it to her. She smiled at him as she typed in her digits, feeling like a young girl scoring a date with her crush, which John had been for many years. Could they actually have something now? She shook away the thought as she passed his phone back to him. They were just old friends catching up. “I’ll text you my address now.”

“Can’t wait,” she said and walked to her car.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Anastacia felt a million times better when she stepped out of the shower. Her hair was wet and pulled up into a messy bun. Everything was wonderful except for the fact that John only had athletic shorts for her to wear. They didn’t exactly hide the fact that she had a dick swinging between her legs. Her thong was far too dirty to put back on, so she took a deep breath and stepped out of the bathroom.

John was sitting at his dining table with all the food spread across it and glasses of orange juice set out for them to drink. His eyes went straight down to her crotch when she stepped around the corner, but his smile never faltered. “I hope you’re hungry.”

“I am,” she said and sat at the table, crossing her legs. “This was very sweet of you, John. I never expected you to do anything like this.”

“When I first realized it was you, I didn’t know what to think, but I’m still extremely attracted to you,” John said as he held her gaze. “Knowing that we were once friends somehow makes it even sexier.”

“You’re kidding right now, right?”

“Not at all,” he said. “You’re incredibly sexy, Anastacia. I would be lucky to have you. If I’m being honest, I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be with a trans girl.”

“Ah, so that’s why you showed up with breakfast?”

“Maybe, but I’d also like to hear about LA. How was it for you?”

She shrugged. “It gave me the chance to become the woman of my dreams, and I’ll never regret that. Acting might not have been my best choice, though.”

“We can only learn from our mistakes,” John said as he grabbed the container of hash to put some on his plate. “I’ve made plenty myself.” He told Anastacia about how he tried to go pro in tennis after playing in college, but it was a completely different ball game trying to go against people who spent every second of their lives playing the sport. He eventually settled down to focus on his law career, but lawyering hardly compared to the feeling of being out on the court.

“You always loved playing tennis,” said Anastacia.

“Do you still play?”

“I used to when I first got to LA, but it became too expensive. I had to give it up.”

“That’s too bad,” he said. “You could pick it up again now that you’re back in town.”

Anastacia laughed. “You really think those catty bitches would be okay with a stripper joining the racket club?”

“We could play on the public courts if you miss it.”

“Fine,” she said and picked up her orange juice to take a sip. “I’d like that. I miss playing.” She thought about going out with her hair tied up and her boobs bouncing as she hit balls with John, and she quite liked the mental image. They talked and ate for the next half hour or so, and the tension between them only thickened with each passing minute.

“Do you have to leave? I thought maybe we could watch a movie together before you go.”

“I wish I could stay, but I have to get some sleep. I’ve been up all night.”

“We can watch the movie in my bed,” he said and glanced at the door to his bedroom. “I’ll even let you pick it out if you stay.”

Anastacia looked at John, knowing that she couldn’t let this moment pass. She sighed and got up to walk over to John and sit on his lap. She wrapped her arms around the back of his neck, giving him a big, fat kiss on the lips.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

Anastacia and John cuddled in his bed as she flipped through the movie options, but neither of them was thinking about movies. They had two pitched tents, their morning woods speaking loud and clear. Anastacia brushed hers against John’s leg first, and that was all he needed to pounce. He jumped atop her and cupped her breast in his hand as he kissed her deeply. She tossed the remote to the side and wrapped her arms around the back of his head as his hands explored her body.

She moaned into his mouth when his hand wrapped around her cock, stroking it gently beneath the shorts. She rocked her hips against his dick, wishing that he were inside of her. He was much bigger than she expected, and she quite liked the feel of it. She was about to slip under the covers, but John beat her to it.

He moved down her body until his mouth was right by her dick. She arched her lower back as he slipped his hand into her shorts to stroke her cock. “You’re an eager boy, aren’t you?” she asked.

“I’ve been waiting for this moment for years. I have a bit of a thing for trans girls.”

“Am I just a fantasy to you?”

“That’s not what I’m saying.”

“Then what are you saying?”

“You need to be quiet and enjoy the show,” he said and yanked down her shorts to wrap his lips around her dick before she could say another word. She gasped as he bobbed his mouth up and down her shaft. The warmth of his mouth flooded her body with pleasure as she gripped the bedding to steady herself, but John was eager. He grabbed her balls to stretch out her dick and moved his mouth all the way to the base of her cock. She gasped when her dick slid into the back of his throat. “Fuck, John! What are you doing to me?”

He moaned on her cock as he bobbed his mouth more quickly, fucking the back of his throat with her cock. He was a slut for her dick and didn’t want to stop until he got her sweet, milky prize. She was gasping and moaning as he worked her dick.

“Let me do you,” she said in a breathy moan. “I want to taste your dick.”

“Fuck yeah you do.” John threw the covers off his head and stood on the floor. He told Anastacia to get to her knees, and she obliged. They both stripped naked before she wrapped her hand around his cock, looking up at him through hooded eyes as she parted her lips to suck his dick. He gasped when she moved her lips as far down as she could, but she couldn’t get to his base without choking. She gasped on his cock and pulled back. John smiled down at her before slipping his fingers into her to encourage her to keep going.

She sucked his dick for the next few minutes until neither could stand the desire for more. They climbed back onto the bed, naked from head to toe. John pushed Anastacia forward and spread her ass cheeks to eat her tight, little hole. He was delightfully surprised by how nice and tight she was when he pressed his finger up against her hole.

“You want this dick inside you?”

“Yes!” she hollered, lifting her ass higher into the air. Her hard dick hung between her legs. John wrapped his hand around it, stroking it gently. “Give me that big dick!”

He grabbed his bottle of lube and covered his cock with a generous amount. He poured some onto her hole, pressing his cock up against her tight entrance, cursing when his dick started sliding inside of her. It’d been months since she last got properly fucked, so she was nice and tight for his dick as he pushed deeper inside of her. She cursed as he stretched her hole.

“Yes!” she cried. “Give me that dick!”

“I’m close after that blowjob you gave me, fuck.”

“Give it to me hard for a few minutes! You can do it!” she grabbed her swinging dick to stroke it as John moved in and out of her. He reached around to grab her breasts and pulled her up against his body as he fucked her deep. She cursed at the ceiling as he fucked her harder and harder. They were both so close to cumming it was killing them to hold back, but neither wanted the moment to end.

“I’m about to claim this tight little bussy,” he said into her ear.

“Please,” she said in a breath.

He pulled out of her and turned her over to her back so that he could stare into her eyes as he came deep inside her. She scratched against his chest as he pounded her hole, hitting her spot every time he went deep. She grabbed her dick when he closed his eyes. It would only be a second before he filled her with his sweet cream, and she couldn’t wait to catch every drop of it.

“Yes!” she cried when he grunted and pushed deep. “I can’t hold my load for another second.”

“Cum with me.”

She screamed. Cum sprayed all over her stomach and tits. She hadn’t cum in days. It was a thick, gooey load. John’s was just as big, but he put every drop of his inside of Anastacia, claiming her. Neither knew how they’d been brought back together, but there was something in the air.

John went to grab a towel and cleaned Anastacia off while she searched for a movie. She put one on, but she only saw the first five minutes before passing out in John’s arms. She couldn’t believe that she’d slept with her old friend and long-time crush, but something about it felt very right, and she couldn’t wait for more.
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