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THE BIG SWITCH

Jake has a lot of problems: his criminal history is stopping him from going to school and getting a decent job, he loves wearing his sister’s clothes but his family is super religious and would kill him if they ever found out, and he’s in love with his straight best friend, Kurt.

But there’s a simple solution to all of his problems… All he has to do is stage his own death and re-emerge as a new person, a beautiful woman named Amanda.


CHAPTER I

It was a quiet Sunday afternoon that I realized the answer to all of my problems was to die. Not literally, of course. But I needed to stage my death and make everyone I knew—my friends, my family, my teachers, everyone—think I was gone, so that when I emerged again as a new person, I could have a clean slate.

The plan made so much sense, I couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought of it before. There were some kinks, of course, but nothing I couldn’t work out. For instance, how was I going to get all of the official documentation for my new self? How would I get a birth certificate if I was never really born? How would I go about getting a social security number or a passport if my name wasn’t registered in any database? I could figure all of that out later.

And even if I had to live out the rest of my life like an undocumented, illegal immigrant, so be it. It was a small price to pay for all of the good that would come out of the little scheme.

You see, I’d always been bisexual, leaning more towards men than women. My parents were very religious, and they would have crucified me if they ever found out I was even a little bit gay. I’d always just hoped to find a woman I could get settle down with and never have to reveal the other side of myself, but no woman ever really did it for me.

There was a man I liked, and I’d liked him for a very long time. He was my best friend, Kurt, and unfortunately, he was as straight as straight gets. We spent almost all of our time together. It was the night before my realization that my problems would be solved if I was dead that Kurt confessed to me, in a very drunken state, “I wish I could find a girl who was just like you—except, you know, who is actually a girl.” He passed out just a few minutes later. I’d never told Kurt that I was bisexual. I’d never told anyone.

A few years back, I’d gotten into some trouble with the law. I was trying out for a frat, and I was dared to break into a house and steal a pie that was on the counter. It was an innocent enough dare, except I got caught by the armed homeowner. And when the cops arrived, in my state of panic, I tried to make a run for it. I don’t know why I thought I could actually escape. I didn’t.

I was charged with breaking and entering, resisting arrest, assault (the homeowner claimed I tried to attack him), and a handful of other charges they managed to squeeze in there. I was eighteen years old, old enough for the crime to end up on my permanent record. Overnight, I found myself disqualified from most jobs in the country. And in case that wasn’t bad enough, I got kicked out of school.

With a new identity, I could start fresh. I could go back to school (after redoing high school, which would suck but it wouldn’t kill me). I could get a real job. I could live freely without feeling shamed by my family. It was perfect.

And if I was going to have a real chance with Kurt, I needed to remerge as a woman, which meant I needed to make some drastic changes. I looked into gender reassignment surgery, which was tricky. If I got it done in the United States, it would be on my medical record. I needed to kill myself first, and then get the surgery second, which meant I needed to sneak across the border to get the operation done. If I was caught crossing the border, my whole scheme would have been pointless.

Searching around online, I found a place in Mexico that did it for a reasonable price, and the pictures on their website looked impressively realistic. Looking at the site, my heart was racing so fast. I had to take breaks every five minutes to give my poor heart a break, or I would have actually ended up dead due to cardiac arrest. I was looking at making a major change to my body—an irreversible change.

I’d never been fully happy as a man. I’d always fantasized about being a lady. Back when I lived at home, I would sneak into my sister’s bedroom whenever I had the house to myself, and I would put on her clothes and her makeup. I loved the way they felt on my body, the soft fabrics they used to make women’s clothing, and they way the different cuts and shapes made my body look. I always hated boy clothes. It was all the same, all boring. You couldn’t show off any skin without looking like a total weirdo. I wanted to show off skin. I had great legs that were a shame to keep covered.

The real question was, how would I fake my death? I had a good plan for that.

It involved a few weeks of saving up blood, using a needle to extract a little bit every day, storing it in a big plastic bottle. It was most definitely the weirdest, most macabre thing I’d ever done, but it was necessary.

My plan wasn’t that complicated, it was just going to take a lot of patience. It was a Sunday night that I put the wheels into motion—both figuratively and literally. It was eleven at night and I drove down to an old back road that hugged a cliff. I waited until there were no other cars in sight, I put the car into neutral, got out, and then I pushed it over the edge. I watched it crash down the cliffside, disappearing into the hundred-foot darkness. Then, I started my hike down with my big jug of blood.

It took nearly two hours to scale the cliffside in the dark, and even longer to get back up once I was finished splashing the blood around the inside of the car, and the ground next to the car. I needed to make it look like I managed to crawl out of the wreck before I died, before the wild animals took my body away.

I figured it would take about a week for police to find my blood-soaked car. It actually took them closer to three weeks, which made hiding out even more tedious and boring. That night, after staging my death, I started a long hike into the woods and I camped with nothing but a bag of rice and beef jerky. I camped about three hours from an old country house. I would hike to that house every night to check the newspaper, to check the progress on my missing person’s case. Every day I flipped through that paper, I was anxious to read my own obituary. The day it was actually there, I broke down and cried. My little scheme had become reality. I was officially, in the eyes of society, dead.


CHAPTER II

I won’t bore you with the details, but I made it across the border with every dollar I had, and I made it to the surgeon. After a lot of anxiety-ridden panic attacks and second-guessing myself, I went under the knife. Recovery took a few weeks, but it was surprisingly pain free. It was the hike back into America that took the biggest toll. Maybe I was still recovering from the surgery, maybe it was the couple of weeks stuck in a bed, or maybe it was the hormone pills I was taking, but hiking many miles post-surgery wasn’t easy. It hurt like hell, but I was determined to make it back so I could start a new life.

I considered finding my way to a new city, so I could really reset: meet new people, not have to worry about possibly being recognized. But I wanted to take my chances with Kurt.

When I finally made it back to my town, and I could see the skyline materializing over the horizon, all of the regret and anxiety inside of me began to flutter away. I was excited. This was it: the start of a brand new life. No parental pressures, no criminal history, no responsibilities, no one to let down. I was free. And as a pretty huge added bonus, I was hot.

I managed to get an apartment on the edge of town in an old, rundown apartment building. It wasn’t the greatest, but they let me move in that day and they let me defer my damage deposit while I got on my feet. The building manager was an illegal immigrant from Mexico, and seemed to sympathize with my situation (I told her I’d just arrived from Canada, without documentation).

Between the hormone therapy, the Adam’s apple reduction, and the breast implants (I ended up going with a cute set of B-cups), I looked pretty good. Whenever I had a chance, I would just stare at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe how different I looked. My eyes were somehow brighter, my lashes were somehow fuller and darker, my skin was incredibly soft. It must have been the hormone pills the doctor gave me.

I used the last of my money to buy a couple of cheap outfits from the mall. There was so much more that I wanted, but it was all going to have to wait until I had a job and more money.

It turns out, shopping really is a serious addiction when you’re a woman. There’s just so much—so many different tops, different bottoms, skirts, dresses, shoes, even underwear. When you’re a guy, you get boxers or briefs. As a woman, there are entire stores devoted to stocking different underwear types, and somehow it all felt so sexy. It was after I spent an hour admiring different pieces of lingerie that I realized I really did make the right decision, that I really was going to enjoy my life as a woman. It would take me years to save up and buy and try on all the different undergarments, but it was one more thing to look forward to.

Leaving the mall, I noticed my old face on a newspaper. “Jacob Greene’s funeral to be held tomorrow,” the paper said, and then it went on to say at which cemetery and at what time and where flowers could be sent. I flipped to the article. There was a picture of Kurt, standing in a black suit in front of a crowd of press. His eyes were red and it hurt my heart to see. When you do something dramatic like killing yourself, you know you’re going to hurt people. You like to convince yourself that everyone will get over it, and you comfort yourself in knowing you won’t be there to see them suffering. When you are there to see it, it’s a tough pill to swallow. Did I make the right choice? Was there a better way to go about my whole scheme? I had to remind myself of all the positives that were going to come out of my big switch so I wouldn’t go insane with the potential regret.

Looking in the mirror helped, seeing myself in a cute dress with a pair of cute shoes and dark eyeliner around my eyes. For once in my life, I liked the face that was looking back at me in the mirror. I didn’t have to worry about someone seeing me that way, I didn’t have to worry about making sure the makeup was in the same exact position as where I got it, so that no one would know I touched it. I didn’t have to remember the exact hanger the dress was on when I returned it to the closet. I could stand by the window in my cute little dress. I could go out in the hallway and talk to one of my neighbours with a full face of makeup on.

The best part of being a woman was the pussy. You don’t really realize it until it’s gone, but a cock is an inconvenient thing. It’s always getting in the way, and when you find yourself accidentally aroused, it’s an embarrassing pain to hide. A pussy is just so much more manageable. You can wear whatever you want without worrying about a bulge (even if you get a camel toe, it’s less frowned upon by society). And I’m not sure what my Mexican doctor did down there exactly, but it felt amazing to play with, sexually. When I rubbed my little clit, I was instantly overwhelmed with pulses of pleasure; it was so sensitive. When I penetrated myself, it felt amazing, like I was on the extended verge of an orgasm.

Funny enough, my Mexican doctor actually told me to fuck myself in the pussy on a regular basis while my body made its full recovery, so nothing would unintentionally close up down there. It was an easy order to follow, and the more I played with myself, the more I became curious as to what a real cock would feel like, sliding in and out of me, taking away control, dominating me—more things to look forward to.

So it didn’t take long for me to conclude with near certainty that I’d made the right choice, that I was on the beginning of the greatest journey of my life.

And then I made a big mistake. I decided to go to my own funeral.


CHAPTER III

I’m not sure why I did it. Maybe I thought I would find a sense of closure by going, seeing my family and friends one last time, somehow ensuring myself that they were going to be okay without me. Maybe I thought I would be able to handle it emotionally, seeing as I was still on a euphoric high with my new life changes—no amount of bad could cancel out the good. Well, I was wrong.

The moment I showed up in my tight black dress with my little black shoes and my black veil, I broke into tears. The hormone therapy probably didn’t help in controlling my emotions much. Even though I knew I wasn’t actually dead and there wasn’t actually a man being buried, I couldn’t help it. To everyone there—my friends and my family members, there was someone being buried, someone very close to them. In their world, I really was dead. They really wouldn’t ever see me again. And my God, they were all so sad!

My mother, across the room, was inconsolable. My father, next to her, wasn’t much help to her in his own inconsolability. My sister stayed near the bathroom, constantly going in and out, probably to throw up. Her face was ivory and green. My old school friends just looked bewildered, wide-eyed, as if they weren’t quite capable of processing what had happened. There wasn’t a smile in the room, which made me feel rather lousy. I liked to think that everyone would have some happy memories about me that would keep their spirits high. I was wrong.

“Are you okay?” someone said behind me. I turned around. It was a guy I went to school with named Aaron, who I’d never talked to in my whole life. He’d even made fun of me relentlessly throughout elementary school, saying I looked like a girl and that I would look better in a dress than in pants. Turns out, he wasn’t wrong.

“I think I’ll be alright,” I said, wiping the tears from my eyes. He was one of the few in the room with dry eyes, unsurprisingly because he didn’t know me at all. “Just shaken up, I suppose,” I said.

“How did you know Jake?” he asked me.

The question took me by surprise. I hadn’t thought about my backstory. I didn’t come up with any sort of alibi. It wasn’t until Aaron asked that I realized I was going to need to invent a whole life for myself if I was going to really talk with people. “We were friends,” I said.

“Well you should feel comfort in knowing he’s in a better place now,” Aaron said. He put his hand on my arm.

I forced a smile. “Thank you,” I said. He was putting on an impressively genuine performance, though I wasn’t buying it. Aaron had never talked to me or anyone I knew with a grain of sympathy in the past. I figured he was up to something. When I noticed his eyes drift carefully down to my chest before springing back up as if I wouldn’t notice, I realized just what he was up to. He was trying to pick me up. He was surfing the funeral for some easy pussy. I’d heard of people doing it before, but I didn’t think it was real. I didn’t think anyone would actually be soulless enough to go through with it, no matter how easy the pussy at a funeral really was alleged to be. “How did you know Jake?” I asked.

“We were good friends, though we stopped talking a few years ago. I guess our lives just drifted apart,” he said. Had I not known better, I would have believed him. He took drama in high school, but I had no idea our drama teacher was nearly that good.

I heard my mother break into a hysteria. The room became silent as my father struggled to bring her to her feet and lead her into a private room. It struck a chord with me, and I started to cry. Aaron stepped in and wrapped his arms around me. “It’s okay, he’s in a better place, don’t forget that.” He gave me a gentle pat on my back. In a twisted kind of way, it was comforting—just being in someone’s warm arms was comforting, even if their intentions were bad.

The worst part about my predicament was that I couldn’t turn back, I couldn’t pull away my guise and say, ‘I’m here! I’m still alive!’ At least, not without outing myself, and admitting to everyone why I did it, which would defeat the whole point entirely. I was committed. I was just going to have to accept my decision, live with the consequences, live with the guilt. At that moment, as everyone stood around me with tears fogging their vision, I wasn’t sure the guilt would ever be bearable. If I couldn’t bare it, how could I ever go on to enjoy being a woman? How could I enjoy the dresses, the skirts, the lingerie, the makeup, the face mask get-togethers, the Sex and the City parties, and so on and so on? As long as the guilt was weighing me down, I would never be able to enjoy anything ever again.

I wish I would have realized it before I went through with everything—my decision was the ultimate in silly, selfish decisions. “Here’s my card if you ever want to talk about Jake or anything,” Aaron said, passing me his card.

“Thanks,” I said. I put the card into my little black clutch.

“I have to say, I had no idea Jake had friends like—like yourself.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, regaining control of myself as I wiped the tears from my eyes.

“Well, I don’t mean to speak inappropriately, but you’re very beautiful. I remember Jake hanging out with people—people more like myself,” he said, his cheeks becoming red as he cracked the first smile I’d seen all day. Once again, intentions good or bad, it was nice to see a smile. It was nice to know that with my passing, life did still continue. I wouldn’t have the guilt of ending the world on my shoulders.

I scanned the room for Kurt. He wasn’t there, as far as I could tell. There were lots of men and women I didn’t recognize. In fact, some of the most distressed in attendance were people I’d never seen in my whole life. I went up to one, a woman who wasn’t so bad looking, and asked her how she knew Jake. “I guess you could say we were friends. We started to become close near the end.” I had absolutely no idea who the woman was.

I was quickly realizing that people were treating my funeral as some sort of virtue signalling contest. Everyone, including people who had never met me before, wanted to pretend like they knew me better than anyone else, so they could bask in the ultimate bath of pity from everyone else. Either that, or they were all treating it like some fucked up singles mixer. Aaron was practically my best friend compared to some of the men who came up to talk to me, whom I’d never met in my life. By the end of the afternoon, I had more business cards than I could fit into my clutch—all from men.

I considered going to my parents to say some kind words, but I was afraid they would recognize me if they got too close of a look. I hardly recognized myself, but I wasn’t willing to take that risk—risk throwing away everything I’d done up to that point out the window.

I stayed for the service and then left.

I should have stayed away from that funeral service. All it did was fill me with regret, it made me question all of my decisions up until that point.

It was a rough, sleepless night, and so was the next one and the next one. I started to get into a funk I was worried I wouldn’t be able to pull myself out from. I had to pull myself out—I had no choice. I needed to get out and find a job, I needed to move on with my life to actually justify my big switch to becoming a woman—and I still needed to track down Kurt and see where I could take things with him.

So I forced myself out of the house, convinced myself (at least temporarily) that things would get better with time. I went from establishment to establishment looking for work. It turns out, trying to find a job as a convicted felon and trying to find a job without documentation were similarly difficult conundrums. No one wants you. There was one benefit to my particular situation—there were a few places that wanted girls, who had no moral qualms with hiring someone without documentation. “Excuse me. Did I hear you’re looking for a job?” a guy asked me in the shopping mall marking lot. He must have heard me asking for applications at one of the stores inside.

“That’s right,” I said.

He smiled. He was a normal enough looking man, kind of handsome with maybe a bit too much cologne. “Have you even thought of a career as a dancer?” he asked.

“I can’t really dance,” I said.

“You don’t need to know how to dance, per se,” he said, and then I finally clued into what he was getting at. He was trying to hire me as a stripper. He was talking about erotic dancing. My face became red and my body became tense. The thought of taking my clothes off in front of people chilled me to the bone, but only because I was actually considering it. I’d heard girls made a lot of money with that kind of work. “You’d get to keep all the tips you make,” he said. “I think you’d do really well. You’re very pretty. Some girls take home almost a grand a night.”

It was strangely comforting to know that I was passing as a woman enough that I qualified to work as a stripper in the eyes of a strip club manager. “Can I think about it?” I said, and he gave me a card.

“I can have you on the pole tomorrow if you’re really strapped for cash,” he said. You have to admit, it was an enticing offer—making close to a thousand bucks for almost no work. I could fast-track my way back onto my feet. I could pay my damage deposit and my rent, I could buy all of those adorable clothes I wanted, and it would help me get my mind off of the guilt that was lingering inside of me, refusing to go away.

I called the strip club manager back that night. “I’ll do it,” I said.


CHAPTER IV

That night I felt very lonely, overwhelmed by the memory of my own funeral. What a strange thing to be able to say: that you’ve attended your own funeral. To be able to see what kind of pain you’ve caused others—no one should ever submit themselves to that kind of torture.

I needed human company, which isn’t an easy thing to muster up when you’ve only existed for a few days. Most people have a lifetime of relationships they can call upon when they need a pick-me-up. Even an old friend you haven’t talked to for ten years will come to you in dire enough times. I didn’t have anyone—but I did have a clutch-full of business cards. I pulled out Aaron’s business card and gave him a call. “Want to come hang out?” I asked.

“I’ll be right over.” He was there within the hour. I told him I was feeling sad with Jake gone, which wasn’t even technically a lie. Seeing all of the hearts that I broke made me wish Jake was still around, for their sake.

“Give it time,” Aaron said.

He was surprisingly kind, maybe just because he was hoping to get laid, but it was nice either way. He helped me get my television working (I thought it was helplessly broken) and he ran across the street to buy some snacks from the store. We sat on the couch together watching old sitcom re-runs, and he told me some stories from his life. “What about you? Tell me about yourself,” he said, but I still hadn’t invented my backstory.

So I just shrugged and said, “Stories for another time. Tell me more about Jake. I feel like I hardly knew him,” I said. I was curious to hear about myself from someone else’s perspective.

“He was a nice kid. I was kind of mean to him in elementary and I’d always wanted to apologize but I never got the chance. You know, I kind of lied when I said him and I were good friends. I wanted to be his friend, but I don’t think he liked me very much. It didn’t help that I was mean to him earlier.” Aaron took a scooch closer to me and he flung his arm over my shoulders. “I know they said that his death was an accident, but I have a bad feeling it was a suicide.”

“Why’s that?” I asked. His body was warm. It was surprising to hear him speak honestly—whether or not he was being fully honest, I couldn’t quite tell.

“Well, I’d always figured he was gay, and I know his parents are pretty conservative. It probably wore him down after a while.”

“Gay?” I said, feeling my heart sinking into my gut. How did he know? I’d always done absolutely everything I could to keep that side of me a secret. I’d never told anyone.

“Yeah, it’s just a hunch, really. There’s this guy he was friends with, Kurt, and you could just tell by the way he looked at him. Are you okay?” He was looking right at me. My face must have been bright ivory. If Aaron—someone I hardly knew—had a hunch that I was gay, what did people think who actually knew me? Did lots of people suspect I was gay? If so, why did no one ever say anything?

“I’m fine.” I forced a smile. “I just miss him.”

Aaron leaned over and kissed me. He lowered me down onto the couch without breaking away from our kiss. His tongue slipped into my mouth. After a moment, he leaned back. “I think Jake would have wanted everyone to move on. He didn’t strike me as the kind of guy who would want people to be sad.” He was right—whether or not he was just saying it to get into my pants—I did just want everyone to move on and forget about me.

We continued our kiss. His hand slipped up my shirt and he squeezed my tit. It felt nice. His hands generously exploring my body felt nice, warm, and comforting. His body on top of mine made me feel strangely safe, even though I hardly knew him.

My hand found its way down the front of his jeans, down the front of his boxers, onto his warm, pulsing flesh. I slipped my fingers around it. My heart began to race. I’d always fantasized about holding a man’s cock, stroking it, feeling it throbbing against my fingers. I’d always been too afraid to pursue it, too afraid of someone finding out, of it somehow getting back to my parents. Aaron’s big cock was a nice reminder of why I did what I did—why I staged my death. I didn’t have to worry about the school finding out that I loved cock. I massaged Aaron’s cock until it was as hard as an iron rod. Then, he flipped up my skirt and pulled down my panties.

“God, you’re beautiful. How have I never seen you around before?” he said, looking down at my body. He reached down and grabbed my bare tit, giving it a firm squeeze. “Your body is perfect.” He lined the tip of his bulging cock up with my new pussy and he began to push in.

My brain was flashing, spinning, soaring into the sky. The feeling of his warm dick sliding into my cunt was the greatest euphoria I’d ever felt. It was ecstasy. It was all whole new dimension of pleasure. “God, you’re so tight.” He started to thrust in and out of me. One of the bulging veins of his cock was just perfectly rubbing my clit, making the intense pleasure even more uncontrollable. I was a squirming mess, my hands reaching desperately in every direction for something to hold onto. He eventually pinned them down.

“I’m going to come,” he said.

“Come in me, baby.” I bit down on my lip in an attempt to stop myself from screaming. It was an unsuccessful attempt. As his warm cum began to fill my snatch, I screamed. It felt so good. That powerful pleasure was enough to annihilate all of my regrets. This was the right choice. I was happier as a woman.

Aaron spent the night in my bed, with me cuddled tightly into him.

When I woke up in the morning, there was a text message on my phone. “You go on the stage at 2PM. Be here early to fill out some papers.”


CHAPTER V

My heart was pounding against my ribcage when I walked into the strip club. I had no idea what to expect. As far as I knew, the place could have been a total dive with a bunch of creepy gang guys as its clientele.

But it wasn’t as bad as I’d mentally prepared for. It wasn’t the classiest place, but the people sitting around the stage looked normal enough—like regular working guys who had gotten off work early. The girls in the place were all stunning. The topless waitress that smiled at me as I walked through the door was an easy ten. Her tits were incredible.

Louis, the bar manager from the parking lot, waved me over. He had the paperwork all ready for me to fill out. I filled it out. “You okay?” he asked, noticing my hand shaking as I tried to write in my name and birthdate.

“Nervous,” I said. Oddly enough, I wasn’t so worried about men seeing me naked. I was more worried about being compared to the beauties who already worked at the club. I couldn’t get over how stunning they all were. As I filled out the form, one of the girls worked the pole. She spun around the thing expertly. Men were throwing money at her without hesitation. All of her moves were so sexy. There was no way I could do that. “I’m not sure I can dance like that,” I said.

“It’s all about confidence. The guys don’t care about the moves—those will come with time. You just need to go out there knowing that you’re beautiful, and you are. There’s a reason I brought you here.”

My cheeks became warm, but I wasn’t convinced. I thought I looked pretty good, but the girls in the club were on a whole different level—a Victoria’s Secret catalogue level. Louis took me to the back to show me the different outfit options. “Most of it should fit you fine. Feel free to wear anything. When we announce your name, go out through that curtain there.”

“And what do I do?”

“It’s very simple. You take your clothes off, slowly. Try to make it last the whole song. You can spin around the pole or do some flirty dance moves, or you can just stand there like a plank and take your clothes off. With your looks, you’ll have these guys drooling either way. You’ve got about fifteen minutes.”

My nerves seemed to vanish as I looked around the room. It was my dream room: endless sexy options to choose from. Everything was so cute, and so soft. I wanted to try on every different thong, every babydoll, every teddy, every kimono, everything. It would take multiple lifetimes to try everything in that room on.

As I was scanning through the options, I noticed a box. I looked inside. It was filled with sexy toys—dildos, vibrators, strap-ons, and so on. I picked up a vibrator. I’d always wondered what it would feel like to masturbate with a vibrator. I put it back.

I ended up putting on a sexy metallic silver top and matching bottom. I loved the way it sparkled in the light. Under it, I wore a lacy thong, and over it, I wore a short, black kimono that felt like heaven on the skin. It was a shame I had to take it off eventually. I was having so much fun exploring the different options, I’d forgotten I had a show to put on. “Up next we have a special surprise, the newest member of our team—give it up for Amanda!” It was show time. I’d expected myself to be nauseatingly nervous come show time, but instead I was excited to show off my adorable outfit. I was excited to see what people thought of my body.

Everyone cheered as I stepped out onto the stage. Instinct took over completely. I did a little walk around the stage. I looked down at the men. Their eyes were wide, their lips were parted. I walked close enough to the edge that they could just about sneak a glance up my kimono—but not quite. With my back to them, I slowly began to pull away the sash holding my kimono together. I dropped it down on the ground and then let the soft satin piece cascade down with it, leaving me in only the silver dancing skirt and top. There was more applause and cheer and whistling. As I went for my second lap around the stage, I had to watch my step—the stage was littered with money.

My heart rose up in my chest. The boys were loving it, they were loving me. I stopped and bent down, touching my fingers to my toes and then I slid them all the way up to my tits. I carefully undid the strap holding up my top, but I didn’t let it fall to the ground. I let the bust of my chest hold it up, teasing the increasingly eager audience. More money found its way onto the stage floor.

I took a seat on the edge of the stage and I placed my heeled feet onto one man’s shoulders. His face became crimson as his jaw started towards the floor. With a little nudge, I pulled off my top, showing off my tits. The crowd went wild. My confidence was reaching new heights. I’d never felt so sexy, so beautiful, and so appreciated in my whole life. I could have stayed out on that stage forever, showing myself off. It sounds so petty, but it felt so great.

I did another lap, this time slipping behind the curtain and grabbing a toy for the final part of my show. I shimmied down my thong, leaving my skirt on. Then, I took my toy—a vibrator—down to my pussy. I pressed the little button and started to rub it against my clit.

I wasn’t expecting much—maybe a bit of sensitivity and a little bit of pleasure. I got more than I’d bargained for. It was intense—a powerful explosion of euphoria filled my body. A warm buzzing crawled up my spine. My legs began to tremble. With my back against the stripper pole, I slid down to my ass. The crowd of men stood up and fought for the best view as I flipped up my skirt, legs spread out, knees in the air. I slid the vibrating dildo up and down my pussy. Holy hell, did it feel amazing.

I couldn’t stop myself. I knew I should have gotten up and done some more teasing and dancing, but the euphoria was just too overwhelming. I did manage to scooch closer to the crowd of men. Some of them reached out and ran their hands down my legs, ignoring the ‘No Touching’ signs that were everywhere. I didn’t care. I was too far gone to care.

I handed the closest man the vibrator, and then I spread my legs for him to have a turn. His hands were shaking, and not just because he was holding a vibrator on its highest setting. He pressed the tip up to my wet hole and he pushed in. The crowd cheered.

I came, my body convulsing. I moaned loudly, and then man kept going, penetrating me over and over with the vibrating dildo. I realized the music had come to an end. It was time for me to bring myself to the feet, to take the toy away from the horny customer. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” I heard one person in the crowd say. I picked up the money and the abandoned pieces of my outfit and then I made my way back behind the curtain. Louis was there waiting for me. Even his cheeks were red. “Good job out there,” he said. “Will you be ready to go back on in two hours?”

“Sure,” I said. The wad of money in my hand was huge—more money than I’d ever held in my life—all from five simple minutes on a stage.

He awkwardly tried to tell me not to let the customers touch me during my shows, but he had a hard time saying it, seeing as he was clearly aroused by it himself. “It’s for your own safety,” he concluded, and then he turned around and headed back to his office. I noticed the bulge of his erection before he disappeared around the corner.


CHAPTER SIX

My new life turned out to be quite the rollercoaster, heading in every direction except for the direction I’d expected. It was fun. Every day was a new adventure, and the male attention didn’t seem to be getting old, even after a month working for Louis at his strip club. I had more money than I’d ever had before, people seemed to respect me way more than ever before, my confidence was at an all-time high. My only regret was that I didn’t think of making the big switch sooner.

I’d lost sight of the real reason I made the big switch from being Jake to Amanda, but I was reminded one evening as I stepped out onto the stage at the club. I scanned the faces in the audience, and sitting right up front was Kurt. He was wearing a black suit, sitting between two men wearing similar attire. One of the men had a laptop out—sometimes businessmen had their meetings right up at the stage, but I was always successful in pulling their attention away.

Immediately as I started my little routine, Kurt’s gaze became glued to me. He looked up my body and then our eyes met. As our eyes met, his gaze turned inward, as if he recognized me but couldn’t place me. His lips parted slightly. Until that moment, I’d forgotten what I liked about him. He was so handsome, so polite, but so confident. His confidence beamed off of his body in an invisible radiance. He was always so protective of me in school. As soon as we started hanging out together, bullies stopped coming my way. He once fought three older kids just because they called me ‘twiggy’.

Now, he was watching me as I slowly shimmied my little black top down, past my nipples. I left the top on around my sternum. Men cheered, but he just remained seated in a strange paralysis, still trying to figure out how he recognized me. My heart stuttered—what if he did recognize me? What if he did put the pieces of the puzzle together?

I decided to change up my routine, which usually involved getting completely naked, usually spreading my ass for the crowd, sometimes toying my pussy. It didn’t seem right with Kurt there. I didn’t want him to see me like that, like a major slut. I teased the crowd a little bit, stripping down to my thong, shimmying down the waistline until my pussy was just about uncovered. The crowd was on the edge of their seats, but I never gave them the full satisfaction. That was the end of my show. I didn’t make as much as usual, but I had other plans.

One of the big reasons I made the switch over to being a woman was to have a chance with Kurt. At some point in the chaos of my transition, I lost sight of that goal. Now I remembered—and now I had my chance. After my show, I got dressed in a sexy piece of black, lacy lingerie and I took to the floor. I went from table to table, chatting with different groups of guys, keeping an eye on Kurt. I was waiting to catch him alone, so I could pounce and make my move.

Our eyes met a few times. When they did, he sunk back into that inward gaze. I was clearly still on his mind, still tormenting him. His two buddies got up to use the bathroom, so I made my move. “Hey there,” I said, tapping him on the shoulder.

“Hey. Great show,” he said. His cheeks became a shade of pink. “Are you going back out again tonight?”

“I’m done for the night, at least on the stage,” I said. “Would you be interested in a private show?”

His face turned from pink to red. “Oh, I’m okay. I’m just here on business,” he said.

“C’mon. It’s on the house.” I extended my hand for him. He hesitated, but he took it. Before his friends returned, I led him across the club into one of the private booths. “Sit down,” I said, motioning towards the sofa chair in the middle of the room. He sat down. He was quiet, red-faced, flustered. Most men were when they stepped into the private booth, but with Kurt it was different. He still had that inquisitive look on his face, as if his brain was screaming something at him but he couldn’t quite figure out what.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said. I stepped forward, straddling him. I put my hands down on the headrest behind his head. He smelled nice. I started the lap dance, gently swaying my hips, bending over so he could see down my top, smell my perfume.

“What’s your name?” I asked, without stopping.

“It’s Kurt. What’s your name?”

“Amanda,” I said.

“You’re really good at this, Amanda.”

“Thanks.” I turned around, planted my hands on his thighs, and started to run my butt down his chest. He had his hands glued to the arm rests. “You can touch me, you know.”

“Really?” he said.

“Yeah.”

He carefully put his hands on my hips and ran them gently up and down my body. “Your skin’s so smooth,” he said. As his hands moved up and down, they never went further up than the bottom of my ribcage. He was being passive—probably because of the sign in the room said ‘No Touching’. I took his hands and put them on my tits. “How’s that?” I asked as he began to squeeze my tits.

“They feel nice,” he said. I started to grind my ass into his crotch. He was hard. I could feel his big erection sliding between my butt cheeks.

“Do you like that?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said with a slight tremble. I could feel his thick member throbbing through his pants.

I pulled down my top, letting my tits hang out and then I turned back around. “Want to suck my nipples?” I asked.

“Okay.” With my tits cupped firmly in his hands, he leaned forward. His lips found my nipple, and then he sucked, tickling gently with the tip of his tongue. It felt amazing. It was my dream to get with Kurt. I’d fantasized about this moment for half of my life. But it didn’t quite seem right. It didn’t feel real, but instead like I was tricking him. And maybe I was. Maybe it wasn’t right, what I was doing, seducing him without telling him the truth. But how could I tell him the truth?

I reached down the front of his pants and wrapped my fingers firmly around his cock. He was warm, throbbing, and he was bigger than I imagined. I loved the way his thick girth felt in my grip. It was so satisfying. “Oh God, that feels good,” he said. “Are we allowed to be doing this?” he asked.

“Not really. Just don’t tell my boss,” I said.

“Okay,” he said, and then his hand found its way up my skirt, onto my cunt. He began to rub. He looked into my eyes. “You know, it’s so weird. You remind me so much of someone.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Of who?”

He shook his head. “Just an old friend. You just look a lot like them.” His careful avoidance of the word him made it obvious. He did recognize me, he just didn’t believe it was possible.

I wanted to tell him. I wanted him to know before we went even further. I didn’t want to feel like I was fooling him, seducing him. This wasn’t the way I imagined it going. I became a woman so I could have a real chance with Kurt, not so I could have a quick fling with him in the private room of a strip club. But his big, heavy erection was out and it was so enticing. I wanted to suck it so badly. I wanted it in my body, sliding in and out of my wet pussy.

“I have to tell you something,” I said. My body became tense, as if it was trying to reject my brain—my saboteur. ‘Don’t do it! Don’t do it!’ I begged myself, but I had to do the right thing. “I am Jake,” I said. “I mean, I was Jake.”

My heart stopped beating. I became lightheaded and nearly fainted. My intense regret was being shouted at my in the form of a loud ringing in my ears. Why did I do it? I wasn’t just putting our little fling at risk, I was putting my whole new life at risk. All Kurt had to do was go and tell one person, and by the morning, everyone would know what I did. I would be the villain of the city, the idiot who made all of his friends and family miserable in the name of selfishness.

“Oh my God, you are Jake,” he said. His eyes were wide. “What—What happened? What are you doing? Where—I mean—Why did you—Why?” He looked like he was going to throw up.

I struggled to keep the tears from pouring down my face. “I was living a lie. I couldn’t do it anymore. I’m so sorry,” I managed to say. “I wanted to be someone else. I had to run away.”

“But—But you didn’t run away. You’re still here. Why are you still here?”

I had to fight to push my words past the lump in my throat. “Because of you,” I said, and then his face became white.

“Wait. Did you do all of this for me? Because—what—because you wanted to be with me?” He looked more repulsed than confused. I knew it was a giant mistake coming out to Kurt—coming out at all. It was probably a mistake to come back to town after my operation. I should have committed fully to my plan to start a new life. I should have left my old life behind completely. No getting an apartment in my old town, no attending my own funeral, no calling Aaron up for a booty call, no bringing Kurt into a private room. What was I thinking? Why couldn’t I just let my past go?

Staring into Kurt’s eyes, I realized exactly why I did everything I did: because I didn’t want to let my past go. I didn’t make my big switch so I could start a new life. I did it to solve all of the problems in my current life. I liked my town, my family, my friends. I didn’t want to lose any of it.

I started to cry. I couldn’t hold back any longer. “I’m so sorry,” I said. “I’m such an idiot.”

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in tight. “It’s alright. I’m just happy you’re not actually dead. I cried for weeks when I heard about what happened. I couldn’t bring myself to leave my bedroom. Why didn’t you just tell me you weren’t happy with who you were?”

I had no answer for him, because even I didn’t know. Maybe it was the way I was raised, maybe it was the way society treated people who came out, or maybe it was just some screw loose in my head. I didn’t know. Even coming out to Kurt, I thought he was going to strangle me to death. Instead, he was consoling me, hugging me warmly, tightly. “You need to tell your parents you’re still alive.”

“I can’t,” I said.

“You just have to.” He was right, I did have to. I needed to tell my parents and everyone. Otherwise the guilt would never go away. The image of their crying faces from the funeral stayed at the front of my mind, even a month later. Whether or not they would accept me as a woman was irrelevant—they deserved to know I was alive. They had created me and raised me for two decades, after all. I looked into Kurt’s eyes. He had deep, beautiful eyes.

“I’m so happy you’re alive,” he said with a smile.

“I love you.” It slipped off of my tongue before I could stop it. My heart stopped beating momentarily. My gut turned.

“What?” he asked.

“I—I love you,” I said again. I don’t know why I said it. Maybe I thought my situation really couldn’t get any worse at that point. Maybe I thought this would be the last time I would ever see him, now that he knew how messed up I was.

He leaned forward and kissed me, pulling me in tighter to his body. I melted into him, sinking down comfortably on his lap. His big cock was still out and I could feel it warmly pulsing between my butt cheeks. After a good, long kiss, he leaned back and said, “You know, you make a way hotter chick than you do a man.”

“Thanks,” I said. I reached down and slipped my fingers around his cock, lined it up with my pussy, and I sunk down. He was so big, he almost didn’t fit. It took a few seconds to sink down fully, to really suck him all up inside of me. “How does it feel?” I asked, biting the corner of my lip.

“It feels amazing,” he said with a laugh.

I couldn’t help but laugh along. I started to bounce up and down on his lap, sliding his big, hard cock in and out of my body. He cupped my tits with his hands and squeezed, fondling my nipples between his fingers. “Can you still come?” he asked between deep breaths.

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” I said, edging closer and closer to climax. I loved the sound of my ass slapping against his lap, of his cock squishing in and out of my wet cunt. I dug my nails into his shoulders and I came. “Shit!” I screamed.

He groaned, and then I felt his big load filling me up. It felt incredible. We kissed.

Kurt came with me the next day to my parents’ house. I had to stop to throw up on the way there and I nearly fainted on the doorstep after ringing the doorbell. Kurt kept reminding me it was the right thing to do, and I trusted he was right—I knew he was right. “Hello?” my mom said after she opened the door. Her eyes were red as if she hadn’t stopped crying since the day they found my car at the bottom of the cliff.

When I told her, she was rendered frozen for a good fifteen seconds. I was slightly worried she was going to drop dead from cardiac arrest. She didn’t. Instead, she jumped forward and wrapped her arms around me, hugging me so tightly I could hardly breathe. She screamed for my father, and then my father had an almost identically reaction—freezing for a solid fifteen seconds before squeezing me half to death.

There was no shame speech, no looks of disgust, just happiness that I was alive and a surprising amount of love that I was happy. “Don’t ever do that again!” my mom screamed a good twenty times.

“Aren’t you ashamed of me?” I asked.

“Ashamed? Why would I be ashamed?”

“Isn’t it against the Bible, or whatever?”

She laughed. “Baby, the Bible says it’s wrong to wear a shirt made from two different fabrics. The Bible says to accept all people—that’s more important than anything.”

It turns out, people were more accepting than I thought they would be. No one laughed at me. No one made fun of me. No one was ashamed of me. Everyone was just happy that I was still alive and finally happy, and I was happy that they were all happy. Because in the end, that’s really what it’s all about—finding happiness. That’s all anyone wants, and it’s all anyone wants for their friends and family.

THE END
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