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BIG GIRL


Bruce thought he was heading to a straightforward meeting about cryptocurrency. But when the wealthy stranger he met in the swimming pool changing room reveals his true intentions, Bruce’s world takes a sharp turn into the surreal. The man isn’t interested in blockchain or Bitcoin—he’s fixated on Bruce’s… other assets. And he’s willing to pay a small fortune for Bruce to don women’s clothing and pose for a provocative photoshoot.

The offer is too lucrative to refuse, even if it means enduring an afternoon of sheer awkwardness. Bruce vows to put the experience behind him—until curiosity gets the better of him. He searches for the photos online, only to find… nothing. The studio, the photographer, even the man himself—it’s as if the photoshoot never happened.

Was it all a bizarre dream? Bruce can’t shake the feeling that something isn’t right. Determined to uncover the truth, he finds himself drawn back into a world where his most valuable asset isn’t his crypto portfolio—it’s his willingness to play a very specific role.


CHAPTER 1
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Ireally wasn’t expecting to be blindsided when I went to that cafe meeting. He told me we were going to talk about some sort of crypto opportunity—and I believed him. I mean—when he approached me outside of that swimming pool, that’s what he said—and he had just been in the changing room with me, where I was talking to my friend about investing in crypto.

He seemed like a normal guy. He was quite obviously wealthy, wearing a sharp suit and a Rolex watch—though I suppose the Rolex could have been fake, and I wasn’t exactly a suit expert… maybe it was a cheap suit that just fit him well. Though I did see his car in the cafe parking lot—the same car that he got into after talking to me in the swimming pool parking lot a week earlier. It was some exotic sports car—the kind people take pictures of whenever it pulls up to red lights.

I just assumed that he had made all of his cash dealing crypto. I assumed he was being honest when he said he wanted to talk to me about an opportunity, because, to be honest, I was a bit of a crypto expert. I had quit my job a year earlier, and I exclusively made my cash buying and selling various e-currencies. I spent hours and hours watching videos, reading news—staying on top of the whole crypto world.

So when the man said, “Bruce—this meeting really isn’t about crypto, and I’m sorry that I lied to you,” I really had no clue what to expect. And I definitely didn’t expect what came next. “I saw you in the changing room, and—well, quite frankly… you would be perfect to model for a website that I own.”

“Excuse me?” I said. I thought that he was fucking around with me.

“I have a large audience of people with a particular… fetish—and they are willing to pay good money to see people like… you.”

I felt suddenly dizzy. I thought at first he was fucking with me—but now, I could see his deadpan expression, his blushing cheeks: he was serious. He wanted me to do some sort of porno modelling gig.

“Hell no,” I said.

Then, he held out the palm of his hand, motioning for me to stop like some sort of crossing guard. He slipped a pen out from his briefcase and then wrote a number onto a napkin. He slid it towards me. I froze.

“Thirty thousand dollars?” I said.

“Not bad for one afternoon, right?”

I hesitated. I could do a lot with that money. XRP was expected to at least double over the next year. If I could put $30,000 into it now… in a few years, I could be a millionaire.

But I wasn’t going to reduce myself to… whatever the hell it was that he wanted.

He held up his hand again—doing the crossing guard thing again. He could tell that I was about to bounce. “Think about it,” he said. “No one would recognize you. That’s a lot of money. No partners. It would all be solo. Just some pictures. Yes, nudity—but think about it. Nobody makes that kind of money that easily. Think about it.”

I hate to admit it to you: I was thinking about it. I was seriously thinking about it. “No partners?” I said.

He nodded.

“Are you just not going to show my face or something? How can you be sure nobody would recognize me?” My voice was quiet not. I was terrified someone in that cafe would overhear us. I did not want anyone knowing that I was considering this nonsense.

“Well, that’s the part that may make you feel a bit… weird.” He blushed. “You would be in… a disguise.”

“A disguise?”

He smiled and nodded his head, flashing his pearly white teeth.

“What kind of disguise?”

“I’m going to be upfront with you. You would be dressed… like a girl.”

That part hit hard, knocking the wind out of me. I was right back to thinking that he was screwing with me—and now I was embarrassed. For the past couple of minutes, I had considered his joking offer, and now this stranger thought that I was some desperate loser. I waved him off and stood up. “I don’t see how you can find this shit funny,” I said. “Do you get off on screwing with people like this?”

“I’m very serious, Bruce,” he said. “Please, sit down. I can even give you part of the money now—as a deposit.” He reached into his briefcase and pulled out a thick bundle of cash.

It was thick… and real. And the expression on his face was unchanged. He was serious.

My mind was spinning, trying to piece all of this together. Did he really want me to model as a girl for him? Some sort of solo porno shoot?

I took him seriously because he had seen me in that changing room, which meant that he knew about my, uh…

My cock.

I hate to be graphic with you, but the details are important. I had a very large penis. At some point during puberty, my shaft started to grow, and it kept growing and growing. As a teen, I thought that it was the best thing in the world. What guy doesn’t want to have a big dick? But it kept growing… and it started to become a bit of a nuisance.

At eighteen, I had my first sexual experience, which ended miserably. When she saw it, she turned pale. It wasn’t the reaction that I was programmed to expect from years of watching pornography. I thought she would gasp and have an orgasm on the spot, before it was even in her. Instead, she looked nauseated. She was scared. She was even afraid to touch it. And then it all ended suddenly a moment after we attempted penetration. She couldn’t take it. It just hurt her, and she started crying.

A few months later, I got to try again with another girl, but the result was the same. She was nervous the whole time. We attempted penetration, but she said it was just too big. She gave me a handjob and then broke up with me over the phone the next day. She said, “We just aren’t sexually compatible.”

I thought that I would eventually find some chick who wanted to be with a ‘big’ guy, and sometimes girls would get excited when they heard about what I had—but the moment we were alone together, and it came out, reality hit. “It’s too big,” they would say to me. By twenty-two, I still hadn’t fucked a girl. A handful of blowjobs and handjobs—and lots of rejection.

I envied guys with normal-sized dicks. Because, it turns out, normal vaginas are biologically designed to accommodate normal penises—not long, thick appendages like the one I was cursed with.

At twenty-three, I got into a relationship with a girl who was willing to try. I got about half of it in her and fucked her slowly, finally losing my virginity—but it wasn’t fun. We had to stop constantly. She was squirming with pain the whole time. I felt terribly guilty. We tried again a few nights later, thinking that she would start to adjust to it, but she never adjusted, and after a few months of occasional attempts, she threw in the towel. “I just can’t do it, Bruce. I’m so sorry. I need to be with someone that I can… enjoy.” It was crushing.

But every time I went to the pool to go swimming, guys would look over and gasp. They would pat me on the back and say things like, “Ladies must love you!” Or, “I wish I had half of what you’ve got, man!” I never admitted to anyone that it was a curse.

I haven’t even mentioned the challenges of finding pants that fit comfortably. It was always squashed, always chaffing and rubbing. Sometimes I wished that I could just wear a kilt everywhere.

Okay—back to that meeting. The man sitting across from me now had seen my cock in that swimming pool changing room. He knew what I had, and apparently he wanted me to dress up like a girl. “Have you ever heard the term ‘futanari’?” he asked.

“No,” I said.

“Well,” he said. “It’s a fancy way of saying ‘girl with a big dick’.” He cleared his throat. “Often times, productions will have fake dicks created to put on girls. They’ll spend ten or twenty thousand dollars to make a super realistic silicone device that can stretch, with foreskin and whatnot—but it’s not the real thing, and anyone with half a brain can tell that it’s fake.”

I just stared at him, stunned. I was starting to wonder if this was some sort of weird dream. His words all seemed to blur together. It was hard to follow his little rant about ‘futanari girls’. He said something along the lines of, “Traditionally, they have penises and vaginas, but modern futas generally just have very large penises, like yours.”

My head was spinning. It was so shocking. A few minutes before, I thought we were about to talk about crypto currencies. I thought that he knew of some investing opportunity. I thought that this would be a normal meeting. Now, he was telling me about girls with huge dicks. I lost track of his rant for a bit—and then he hit me hard by saying, “and looking at your figure and your facial features, I definitely think you will pass as a fairly attractive girl.”

“What the hell did you just say?” I said.

“It’s not an insult, Bruce,” he said, casually sipping his coffee. “You have very soft, acceptable features.”

“Acceptable?”

He nodded his head. “It’s a good thing. And it’s opening doors for you. This is a big opportunity—and there could be more afterwards. Lots of money, Bruce. Think about it. Keep this...” He took his pen and wrote out his phone number, and slid that napkin to me, with that $30,000 figure still on it. “Easiest money you’ll make in your life.”

I went home. I was tempted to throw the napkin out, thinking that it was just too embarrassing to even consider. But I hesitated. I stared at the napkin. I thought about all that money. Then, my phone dinged with a news update: the president was expected to make a statement about the future of the US banking system—and experts were expecting that statement to include comments about certain cryptocurrencies—which meant prices were going to go up. I had money invested already—but if I could plug an additional thirty-thousand into my wallet!?

I took a deep breath. “I’ll do the shoot,” I said to the man in the form of a text message.

“I’ll get it booked ASAP,” he replied quickly.


CHAPTER 2
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Itried my best to mentally prepare myself for the worst possible humiliation.

I knew that people were going to see me—in that studio, and in the final pictures. Maybe they wouldn’t recognize me—but that didn’t stop it from being humiliating. Those pictures were going to exist forever—and believe me when I said that I considered that very seriously.

In the end, the money was just too good to turn down. Money like that is life-changing. Investing that kind of cash when you’re still in your twenties… most people don’t get opportunities like that. If I could double or triple or quadruple that cash by trading crypto, then I could buy myself a house—maybe even without a mortgage. I could set myself up for a bright financial future. One embarrassing day… I could handle it.

I showed up at the address he sent me.

It was a normal-looking office building across the river. There were a number of businesses operating inside. I peered at the directory. Gone Mad Studios was on the fourth floor, across from Burton Law. I wondered if Burton Law—or any of those companies—had any idea what was happening on that fourth floor.

I went up the elevator, heart racing. I was still considering turning around. I knew that I wasn’t being forced to do this.

The elevator door opened. To my left was Burton Law: door open, windows open. It was bright and quiet. To my right were blacked out windows and a closed door. It was locked too. I had to buzz—and then I had to wait. I peered back at the law office receptionist. She smiled at me.

Did she have any idea of what was happening behind those blacked-out windows?

A very normal-looking man opened the door for me. “Talent?” he asked.

“Uh, I guess so,” I said.

“Okay, come on in.”

I went in. I was looking down a dark hallway. It wouldn’t have been so dark if they hadn’t backed out every single window. “Second door on your right is makeup. That’s where they want you to start.”

I went to that door, alone. The man who answered the door vanished through one of the other doors; I didn’t see where he went. My heart raced even faster. This was all so horribly humiliating.

I tapped on the door before opening it. A young woman was sitting on a tall chair, texting on her phone—or maybe watching TikTok videos. She didn’t even notice me walk in.

“Um, hi there,” I said.

She looked up at me, but only for a second before looking back down at her phone.

“I think I’m supposed to get makeup done, or something.”

“Talent?” she asked.

“I guess so,” I said. I wasn’t familiar with the terminology. Maybe I wasn’t talent. I was starting to wonder…

“Sit down,” she said.

I took a seat in the barber-style chair. She finished her message before putting her phone down and looking at me in the lit-up mirror. “Hm, okay,” she said. “This should be pretty simple.”

“I’ve never done anything like this,” I said. Then, I felt the need to add, “This isn’t something I’m into or anything. I just need the cash.”

“Right,” she said, not sounding at all like she cared.

“He, uh… told me that I wouldn’t be recognizable.”

“Yeah, maybe,” she said.

Maybe? I wanted something better than ‘maybe’. “I really don’t want to be recognized.” The humiliation was definitely made worse by the fact that she was young and pretty. She had a cute face, and bright sparkling eyes—and she was about to see me in the most vulnerable, humiliation position ever.

And to make it worse, she was seeing me as me first.

I tried to push those anxieties away. I was there for the money. I just let her do her job. I sat still and she worked, brushing this and dabbing that. “Close your eyes,” she would say. “Open your eyes,” she would say. “Chin up.” And then, “Chin down.”

She drew with a dark pen around my eyelids. She glued false lashes over my existing lashes. She brushed pink onto my cheeks. Her small fingers were soft against my skin as she smoothed out this and worked in that. She put a wig on my head. She ran her fingers through the blonde hair, primping and pushing and adjusting until she finally stepped back and seemed satisfied.

I wasn’t so sure. Yes, I was wearing makeup and a wig… but I still looked like me.

I felt an intense clenching in my chest. I was supposed to look different. I was supposed to be totally unrecognizable. But… I was still me. “Is that it?” I asked. “Or… Is there going to be, like, some prosthetic pieces.”

“Prosthetics?” she asked. “The boobs, you mean? Yeah, we have a breast form we’ll fit onto you before we shoot. It’s simple, and seamless. Super realistic.”

“I don’t mean that…”

“You mean a cock? I thought they said you already had a big one. I don’t think they ordered anything.”

“I—I mean like a nose or something. You know… to make me look… different.”

“You look fine,” she said. “You look like a girl.”

But I didn’t. I looked like me. I looked like… myself, with makeup on… and a wig. It wasn’t enough. If one of my close friends saw those photos… they would know!

The door opened. The familiar man came in—the man who had ‘scouted’ me in that bathroom. He saw me and smiled before saying, “Good! All ready for the shoot! That was fast.”

“It was easy,” the makeup girl said. “We really didn’t have to do much.”

“Right,” I interjected. “But, uh—maybe we could do more. Maybe we could—I don’t know… I’m not a makeup expert or anything, but it would be good if I looked a bit… different.”

“How so?” the man asked, narrowing his gaze. The makeup girl shrugged her shoulders. “You look fantastic—just like a girl. No need to make changes.”

But it wasn’t true. It just wasn’t true. I looked like me. They had hardly put anything on me: lipstick, blush, eyeliner, shadow, and some highlights. The long blonde hair helped more than anything, but it wasn’t enough.

They just stared at me, waiting for me to be more specific about what I was unhappy with. “You said I would be unrecognizable.”

“No one will recognize you,” he said, walking over to me and putting a hand on my shoulder. “And there’s still wardrobe left—that will make a difference.”

“But I look like me. If my parents see this⁠—”

“Do your parents look at futanari porn?” he asked.

I stood there for a long moment, turning pale. “N—No. Of course not.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“Well—someone could send it to them. Someone who recognizes me.”

“Do your friends openly watch futanari porn?” he asked with the same casualness.

“No—Not that I know. But…”

“You think they would out themselves to out you?” he asked inquisitively.

“I don’t know. I—I just… You told me I would be unrecognizable.”

“Mostly. I mean—someone would really have to know you to recognize you.”

My heart skipped a beat. Why did I sign myself up for this? Why did I fall for his little pitch? Now, he was changing the details of the gig. He knew if he had told me I would be somewhat recognizable, I wouldn’t have done it—but now he had me in his studio. He had me all dolled up. He had eyes on me, putting pressure on me. He knew that it would be harder to say no, standing right outside the door of that studio, with people standing by, depending on my participation so they could get paid.

I cleared my throat. “If I don’t like the pictures… Can I… stop them from being published?”

He stared at me. “Okay, Bruce. Sure. If you don’t like the pictures, we won’t go ahead.”

I stared at him. I bit the edge of my tongue. This was all so insane. Why was I agreeing to any of this? Why was I going to let this happen? If even just one person I knew came upon those photos… I was doomed…

But what really were the odds of that happening? Yes, it was a risk—but maybe it was a risk worth taking.

$30,000 is a lot of cash.

“Let’s get started,” he said, so I followed him into the studio.


CHAPTER 3
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I’m sure that you’re interested in hearing the details of the shoot, and as much as I’d like to give them to you… the whole thing was truly a blur. My heart rate increased and that made my anxiety spike to an all-time climax. I felt sick and dizzy. My vision was quite literally blurry as those lights blasted down on me from all directions. There were people in the room, but I could barely see them, and I couldn’t tell you how many there were… maybe three… maybe sixteen.

It was a large room with heavy shadows along the walls. In the middle of the room: a couch. I was taken to a wall where there was a rack of lingerie. The makeup girl picked my outfit for me: a black lacy lingerie dress and black panties.

But first, she had me strip down naked, which was weird, and then she made me wriggle into a tight silicone breast form. The silicone was thin and super stretchy. It felt weird against my skin—and it was so tight near the seams that the seams were quite literally invisible.

I looked down at my ‘boobs’. I blushed. A couple people took closer looks at me to ensure the seams were indeed hidden. Then, they had me put on that lacy outfit. It was tight, but soft. More than anything, I felt weird having my cock out for everyone to see. I was tempted to cover it with my hands—but I knew there was no point; I knew they would all be seeing it soon enough.

And I was right. They took me quietly over to the couch. The makeup girl did some ‘final touches’ with her brushes. Then, a photographer stepped up. The man who met me in that cafe stood next to him and started to tell me what to do. “Start with a simple seated position. Hands on your lap. Relax your shoulders. Look at the camera lens. Good. Good start.”

Snap.

Just like that, it was underway.

The poses changed constantly. He told me exactly where to put my hands, how to position my legs, how to tilt my chin. “A little more smile,” he would say. “A little less smile,” he would say. “Now, take your fingers and very gently touch your cock.”

I closed my eyes. He often had to tell me to open them. He was always telling me to either look at the camera or my cock.

And soon, he was asking me to stroke myself. “Slowly,” he kept saying. “Not too fast for the camera.”

“Make it hard,” he kept saying. It wasn’t easy. There was so much pressure. I couldn’t make myself aroused.

So they asked the makeup girl for help. She stepped in and lowered herself to her knees. She gripped my shaft, making me gasp, and she started to stroke it. She used lube. She worked it in a way that was totally new to me: twisting and mashing at my tip. It felt good. It felt very good. I whimpered and bit my tongue. I closed my eyes to try to will away the humiliation.

And then she walked away, leaving me with an erection. They told me to stroke it, to pose in different ways. This went on for hours—and it really did turn into a blur.

But I do remember the ending. I remember them asking me to lay on my back. I remember the makeup girl coming back to stroke me again, until I was on the verge of cumming. Then they asked her to move aside. The camera snapped wildly. “Aim it at your lips,” said the man, and I did it reluctantly—because I didn’t want to taste my own cum. I’d never tasted it before, and I liked it that way.

But they were giving me lots of money to do this… so I did it. I came with a groan. My big cock spewed thick cum onto my face—and much of it went into my opened mouth.

The camera snapped rapidly as I gave myself a messy facial. The true embarrassment came a minute later when I truly realized what I had done. I had reduced myself to something so pathetic, and I did it for some cash. I had traded away my dignity for a payout. I would eventually spend all of that money, but I would never get my dignity back. What was done was done—even if I told them not to use those photos.

So, of course, I allowed them to use the photos. I was going to leave that studio with a heart full of shame either way; I may as well leave with the cash as well.

And not much more was really said. There was nothing left but to change back into my clothes and wash my face. Nobody said anything to me, except for the man who said, “Here’s your money. Thanks for your participation.” He smiled at me and that was it. I walked back into that hallway and saw the smiling receptionist at that law office. I was afraid to look at her for too long, in case there was still makeup on my face.

I went straight home. I showered. I stared at myself in the mirror, disgusted with my own actions. And then… I went to the bank. The very next day, every dollar of that payout was put into cryptocurrency. I did what I said that I would do with it—and now I was starting the process of trying to forget about how I came into that cash. I refused to let myself think about it. I even deleted the man’s number from my phone.

I was just going to pretend like it never happened.

I had to force myself to pretend like it never happened, because the shame and humiliation was too much to handle. I was so disappointed with myself—but I was determined to move past it.

And after a few months, it really did start to seem like some surreal dream from ages ago. I was really starting to question whether or not it had really happened, or if it had just been a strange nightmare. It didn’t seem like something that I was capable of doing. I mean—I could hardly go out on a dinner date without being damn-near paralyzed with anxiety—so how was it possible I did that?

It wasn’t possible. It must have been a dream.

In fact, I started to question the reality of that weird day about a week after I had to transfer my crypto balance from one wallet to another. I received an email that the service that I normally used was shutting down, and I had sixty days to transfer my balance to another service—so I made the transfer. But with the new website, there was no record of my old deposits: just that growing balance. And maybe that big pay bump had come from a surge in value from one of my investments.

“Wait… did any of that really happen?” I asked myself quietly.

I really wasn’t sure.

I did something I promised I would never do: I tried to find the photos online. I looked up Gone Mad Studios—but there was no such thing. So I looked up about fifty different ‘futanari’ websites. I looked through page after page after page of photos.

But I never found any ‘girl’ that looked anything like me.

Maybe they didn’t end up using those photos… But why wouldn’t they? They seemed so happy with them when they were taking them…

Maybe they were hosted privately somewhere. Maybe they had just been taken for some private ‘collector’.

Or maybe—and what was seeming like reality—the photos didn’t exist because they were never really taken.

I should have been thrilled by this realization. I’d spent months wishing that the whole thing was a dream, and now I was realizing that maybe it was a dream. But I wasn’t finding myself relieved or happy; I was just… confused. I felt an intense uncertainty. And with that uncertainty came a dreadful anxiety.

Maybe those photos were online somewhere for the world to see—or maybe they didn’t exist at all. I had no way of knowing, and that left me feeling ill. It was like being unsure of whether or not there was a bomb armed underneath your bed. Maybe it would go off at any moment—or maybe it didn’t exist at all.


CHAPTER 4
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It really did just start as a curious nagging. I would laugh nervously from time to time, truly becoming more and more uncertain of whether or not the photoshoot really happened. It seemed so, so hard to believe that I could do anything like it. I couldn’t imagine any amount of desperation that could lead me to do it—but I remembered doing it…

But as the memory became increasingly hazy, I became less certain. Did it happen or not? Now, I was starting to lose sleep over it. Did I actually dress as a girl and pose for an erotic photoshoot for some stranger? If it happened, why was there no evidence?

I decided that I needed to know. I needed to go to that studio and ask someone for proof. I could just walk in and see if I recognized anyone—or if they recognized me. I didn’t necessarily have to see the photos or find out where they were being hosted; I just needed to know if the photos were real or not.

But the studio… wasn’t there. In fact, that whole building was slightly different than I remembered it. First of all, I was stopped in the downstairs lobby by a man behind a desk. Before, there had been no man and no desk. “Do you have an appointment somewhere in the building?” asked the man, stepping in front of me so I couldn’t reach the elevator.

“I, uh…” I cleared my throat, feeling my face turning red. “Gone Mad Studios,” I said.

His eyes narrowed and he shook his head. “Not sure what that is. Sorry.”

“It’s on the fourth floor.”

He shook his head. “You sure you’re in the right building?”

“Please—could I just go up to see. Maybe they changed their name. I don’t have an appointment, but I just really need to talk to someone.”

He seemed apprehensive, but he was willing to play along. He escorted me up, scanning a card to unlock the elevator controls. The whole control panel wasn’t as I remembered it.

And then, up on the fourth floor, there was no photography studio. There was no law office. Instead, there was an animation studio to my left and a stamp distribution office to my right. “It was here…” I said.

“Maybe you have the wrong building.”

And maybe I did. Maybe he was right. There were a number of identical buildings in that little commercial district. They all looked the same… but I was so sure that was the one…

Or maybe I had the floor wrong.

“I was so sure this was it,” I said.

“Businesses come and go,” he said. “How long ago was this?”

“It was a while back,” I said. And now, I couldn’t even seem to remember the exact date. I’d put so much effort into forgetting about that day—and I guess I was somewhat successful in forgetting a lot of it; sadly, the details that I had forgotten were the details that I now wanted.

I went to other buildings around that block. Some had lobby attendants, some didn’t. One looked more like I remembered—but the location just wasn’t where I remembered it being. It didn’t matter; there was no Gone Mad Studios in any of them. It didn’t exist.

And so that tingling curiosity started to grow into something much more pestering. That uncertainty was starting to drive me insane. I kept finding myself on my laptop, sifting through page after page of pornographic images, hoping that I would eventually stumble upon an image of myself—though I was starting to worry that I wouldn’t even recognize myself. I looked closely at those photos: futanari pictures… femboy porn… sissy photoshoots, trans photosets. I went through everything—and the amount of content online was endless.

Night after night. I found myself becoming numb to the content, which had previously left me feeling so awkward and nervous: pictures of girls with erections, jerking off, ejaculating, licking cum off of their fingers. Some of them were intensely convincing…

And they seemed to think that I was convincing when I did my shoot. I wasn’t so sure at the time… but their perspective was more objective than mine; maybe they were right—if it even happened at all.

My determination reached new heights when I started to email various production studios that created content like ‘Gone Mad’. I asked if they were aware of a ‘Gone Mad Studios’, and if so, if they could put me in touch with someone.

But nobody had heard of it. “There are thousands of studios,” one person replied. “Tens of thousands. I’ve never heard of them, but that doesn’t mean they aren’t out there somewhere.”

I felt like I was on the brink of insanity. Now, finding those photos was becoming like a part-time job. I spent so many nights trying to track them down, and sometimes I felt like I was close. I even found photos of various ‘girls’ that were taken on a couch—and in a studio—that looked remarkably like the one I remembered posing in. But I never found myself. I even found photos that were owned by a ‘GM Studios’. Was that Gone Mad? Apparently, studio regularly changed their incorporated names to mitigate liability issues.

Sometimes I felt so close—and I would spend hours and hours searching, just to turn up with nothing, ending up feeling lost and hopeless all over again.

I tried to convince myself not to care, but deep down, I cared. I hated not knowing.

If that photoshoot was just a dream, then I would never find anything. And so far, I had found nothing. I only had that hazy memory as proof, and each day that I came up with nothing should have just been more proof that it didn’t happen—but I never felt satisfied.

I was so close to giving up hope on ever knowing if I had really done it when I came upon a new online service that filled me with a sudden rush of hope.
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It was a newly developed facial recognition software. It used AI to search the entire internet: analyzing a person’s facial features in submitted photos, and then looking to find photos of that person online.

I tried it by uploading a photo of myself that I took quickly with my phone, and sure enough, my Facebook and Instagram both came up. It worked; it had found me by analyzing my photo…

But no erotic photos came up. No photos of me as a woman came up… but maybe that was because I didn’t upload a photo of myself as a woman.

I still had a mental image of how I looked when that girl had done my makeup in that studio. I could remember the long eyeliner flicks, and that soft brown eyeshadow that faded outwards. I remembered the glossy pink on my lips, and the white highlights on my cheekbones and the tip of my nose. And then, of course, the blonde hair that framed my face.

Surely those details made a difference. And then there was also the ‘deep search’ option that I hadn’t selected, because there was a fee to run a proper deep search, and it wasn’t cheap: $50 for a single search. I didn’t want to waste that money unless I was sure that I was going to get a result that I would trust.

So I had the idea to find some makeup and a blonde wig. I figured I would get the most accurate result from that service if I made myself look like I looked for that photoshoot—or at least as close as I could get with what I had available to me. If I was going to spend fifty bucks on a search, then I I figured I may as well spend another fifty on supplies.

It was an awkward trip to the store. I tried to do a little bit of research before hand, so I knew what I needed to get, but once I was in the makeup store at the mall, the options were overwhelming. The women kept approaching me, asking if I needed help. I told them that it was for a girlfriend, but I’m not sure they believed me after they saw me putting concealer samples on my hand to see which would match my skin tone.

It didn’t really matter: a small moment of embarrassment was a small price to pay for answers. There was a good chance that I would no longer have to live with that nagging uncertainty.

I spent forty dollars on makeup supplies, and then another thirty on a wig that looked quite a bit like the one I remembered wearing in that studio.

I took everything back to my place. I set it all out. Now, my heart was racing. I was suddenly remembering the promise that I had made to myself: to try to forget that day: eradicate it from my memory. Now, I was like some paramedic holding defibrillator panels over the heart of the memory. I was going to force that memory back into the front of the mind.

Was I sure that this was what I wanted? Did I really want to see myself like that again?

Had I ever even been dolled up before?

I slipped out of my clothes, so I wouldn’t get makeup on anything. I took a deep breath. First, I washed my face gently. Then I carefully rubbed some foundation onto my skin. The subtle smell of that foundation was so familiar. I suddenly remembered that ‘greenroom’ where they put makeup on me. I could see it so vividly. Now, it seemed impossible to think that could be a dream. You can’t remember a dream this vividly—can you?

I could even remember the perfume that the makeup artist girl was wearing—how it smelled so nice whenever she leaned in close, her loose-fitted top draping down and giving me a sight down at her red lace bra underneath.

And the way her gentle fingers grazed my face when she blended in that concealer, making my face so smooth and even.

I reached for the little brush that came with the eye shadow pallet. Gazing across the pallet, I instantly recognized the shade that she had used on me: that soft brown—slightly sparkly. I remembered it on my eyelids when I gazed into that mirror. My God, that memory was so vivid!

I started with gentle circle motions, which I learned from one of the video tutorials I watched.

The soft brown shadow dusted onto my eyelids, blending seamlessly into my skin. The motion felt natural, like muscle memory guiding my hand. I layered it carefully, deepening the colour, watching as my reflection in the mirror subtly transformed.

With each stroke of the brush, the memory of that studio became clearer. The warm, flattering light, the large, framed mirror, the scent of hairspray and floral perfume hanging in the air. I could almost hear her voice—soft… dull… almost teasing—telling me to keep still as she traced the liner along my lids.

I picked up the eyeliner next, twisting the cap off with a flick of my wrist. My heart pounded. The black pencil felt so familiar in my hand, and as I leaned in closer to the mirror, I could hear her voice again.

"Trust me, it'll make your eyes look amazing."

A slow, steady drag along my lash line. A flick at the edge. The first eye was done. It wasn’t perfect, but it was close. I stared at myself, feeling something clenching tight in my chest.

It was working.

The pink lipstick came next, gliding onto my lips with a silky ease. I pressed them together, feeling the slight tackiness of the gloss. My mind was slipping between past and present now, like a needle jumping between radio stations. The studio—her laughter—the click of the camera.

Oh God, I could suddenly remember standing before that camera, in that skimpy lingerie, my penis out. I could remember them telling me to stroke it, to make it hard. I felt so stupid: massaging the tip of my cock in front of all those people standing in those shadows…

I reached for the wig last. The synthetic strands were smooth, lighter in colour than my own hair… just like the wig I wore in that studio. I adjusted it over my head, fingers combing through the silky waves. It fell around my face just as I remembered, transforming me completely.

The person staring back at me in the mirror wasn’t exactly a stranger. I knew this face. I had seen it before, but only once. Only in that studio. But at the same time… it was me. I could remember looking in that studio mirror and thinking the same thing: that’s just me but with makeup on. And now, I could remember them being so certain that I was convincing.

And was it true? Was I? I just saw me—but they saw a woman. And what did that say about me?

I swallowed hard, gripping the edges of the vanity table. My breath felt shallow. If I looked like this before—if someone had taken photos—then there was a chance the deep search might find them. A chance that this wasn’t just my imagination running wild. I looked just like I looked on that day—maybe the makeup wasn’t quite as perfect, but there was no way the AI face recognition would be that picky. The major details were the same.

My fingers hovered over my phone, hesitating.

Did I really want to know the answer?

If there was anything that would give me an answer, it was that facial recognition software. So I went ahead and put in my credit card details. The transaction was approved. ‘Upload up to ten photos.’ I lit the room well and I snapped ten photos, getting every angle I could think of my face, so that the software could create a thorough, comprehensive model of my visage, increasing the chances of a match.

If those photos existed online, the software would find it.

With a trembling finger, I pressed ‘search’. Then, the website started to work. A spinning circle came onto the screen. After a minute, it said, ‘This could take a few hours. We will email you once we have results.’ It was searching every corner of the internet, comparing my face to all of the faces on the internet. It was probably comparing me to ten thousand people every second.

I waited two hours for the results. It felt like two weeks. I just stayed in my place, pacing back and forth, trying to stop my heart from racing. I stayed in that makeup, just in case I needed to take additional photos to improve the search results. My mind was racing so fast, I didn’t even think to go and get dressed, so I stayed naked. It didn’t matter—my curtains were closed and my door was locked. Though I felt weird in that makeup, feeling that gloss on my lips. I made myself jump a few times when I peered over and caught my reflection in the mirror. At a glance, I really did think there was a woman there. But then I looked again and realized it was me.

When my inbox dinged, my heart rate reached a climax. I rushed over to my computer. I saw the email: ‘Results Ready!’. I clicked it fast, almost missing the mouse in my frantic state.

It found twenty matches…

But none of them were me. None of them were the girl they made me into in that studio. They were all of a girl named Leigh. It found her Facebook, her Instagram, her TikTok, and some other pages where she had shared photos. None of the photos were overly erotic—except for an OnlyFans called Lulu Magic. It was definitely the same girl: her secret OnlyFans page. I blushed looking at the photos of her posing in lingerie—and a few with her small perky breasts out. She had a decent following.

On Facebook and Instagram, she seemed so innocent: photos of her smiling, with her family, with her pets. There were no clues that she secretly ran a page where she sold nude pictures.

But that was besides the point. What was interesting was that she actually did look a lot like me—so much so that the AI thought she was me.

She wasn’t me, of course, and that AI had just accidentally exposed her secret. I was tempted to reach out to her to tell her that a simple facial recognition search could reveal her secret to her friends and family members, but I didn’t want to make that any of my business. I tried not to worry too much about that.

But I was fascinated by the fact she really did look like me—yet I wouldn’t say that she looked like a guy. She was quite successful on OnlyFans, with a decent-sized following of paying members. Apparently, she was ‘attractive’ enough to demand a following.

And what did that mean about me?

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. My gaze tracked down to the reflection of my penis. I remembered meeting with that man—the owner of Gone Mad Studios—and he told me that my large cock made me valuable. And if he was willing to pay me $30,000, then it was surely true. If he was making a profit off of me, then those photos would surely have to be making even more than that.

I blushed. I looked at myself closer. I blinked, remembering the feeling of the false lashes, which I didn’t currently have on.

Maybe that was part of the problem. Maybe I didn’t go quite far enough. Maybe I needed to get the smaller details more accurate so that the AI software wouldn’t think that I was this Leigh girl.

Maybe there was still hope that I could find those photos—if they existed… if they ever existed.
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After work the next day, I stopped by the mall. I tracked down a set of false lashes, and temporary lash glue. I’d done a bit of research online… Okay, more than ‘a bit’. I spent a couple of hours researching false lashes, trying to figure out exactly what they had used on me—and that sent me down a rabbit hole, learning about how different types of lashes can change a person’s look.

While I was shopping for lashes, I saw some of the other ones that I had seen online. I can’t quite explain it, but a curiosity tingled inside of me. One website I had seen had shown the same person wearing a variety of different lashes to demonstrate how much different a person could look with long ‘sparse’ lashes versus short full lashes. Or lashes that flicked upwards versus lashes that flared outwards. It was actually kind of fascinating to see how much something so simple could change the way a person looked.

So when I saw that it was the same price to buy a variety pack as a pack of ten of what I needed… I went with the variety pack. After all, it came with what I needed, and the price was no different.

And when I got home, just to appease my curiosity, I tried the different styles on, using just a little bit of the glue so I could easily remove them. It was tricky after first, but by the fifth style, I had a technique down. I had gotten somewhat good at applying them.

There was something satisfying about pegging down a skill like that. It usually took me a lot longer to get good at something like that.

And then I put on the proper lashes that I needed to look more like I looked in that studio. I went to put on some shadow and eyeliner and quickly realized that the lashes should have gone on last.

I was learning…

I tried a different eyeliner technique—something I thought would closer resemble that dreadful day in that studio. This time, I was a bit better. I had more control over the eyeliner pen—maybe because I wasn’t quite so jumpy, not quite so nervous. I used the same shade of brown shadow, but I was more careful applying it. I had a better idea this time of how far to push out the shadow, and how soft to fade it out. I’d looked at so many photos of women. I’d looked at those photos with a more critical eye, now that I had a better idea of what I was looking for. Now, I could see details I would have never noticed before.

Using the white highlight that I bought before, I was able to do a bit of contouring—another technique that I’d learned. I was able to make myself look slightly more like I looked in that studio, under the hand of that professional makeup artist.

I hated the idea of spending another fifty bucks to run another search that would come no useful results. But I was still trapped in that state of uncertainty, still not sure if that photoshoot had ever really happened. If fifty dollars could potentially settle all of this, then I was happy to pay fifty dollars.

I wondered if the the search was affected by what outfit I was wearing. I wondered if I could track down an outfit like the one they had me wear in that studio: that black lacy romper.

So I spent hours online searching until I found one that was a match; I was 99% certain that it was the same exact one I wore when they photographed me. And it was for sale at Victoria’s Secret. Instead of waiting for it to come in the mail, I ordered it for pickup, and then I went to the mall.

I redid my makeup once back home. I put that wig back on. I slipped into that tight lingerie outfit. I stood in front of the mirror.

My reflection was starting to scare me. I was starting to see the convincing woman that the people in that studio saw. I was starting to see the potential that the man saw in me when he saw me in that swimming pool changing room.

Maybe my features were soft and girly. Maybe my eyes could shine in that feminine kind of way.

The search engine started its thing. It let me know that it would notify me. In the meantime, I turned back to the mirror. I caught myself blushing. I did a little pose. My heart skipped a beat. Was this how I looked in those photos? I probably looked even better; that makeup girl was a professional. The photographer was, presumably, a professional. They put resources into making me look as good as possible.

I wanted to see those photos…

While I waited, I redid my makeup after looking closely and seeing small details that I figured I could improve upon. I don’t really know what I was trying to prove… it was just a nagging curiosity that I figured I could nip in the bud.

But seeing myself even more convincing just sent my brain swirling. New thoughts crept in. My heart raced faster. I tried to push those thoughts away.

The email came in. The results were in.

Nothing. It had a few ‘suggestions’, but no dead-ringers. That Leigh girl was in the suggestions. A couple other girls made the mix too—all with a similar look to me. They were cute.

And I was starting to wonder if maybe I was ‘cute’ too.

I wasn’t finished trying. I wanted to try once more. I wanted to put everything I had into one last search. But first, I needed my look to be perfect. I needed to look exactly as I had looked in that photoshoot, which meant getting my makeup absolutely perfect—and my hair too. I had to get the lighting right. I had to get the right facial expressions; I remembered them asking me to pout, to part my lips, to bite my bottom lip. I try harder to look like a ‘model’.

I decided to dedicate a whole Saturday to this final attempt.

I spent hours doing my makeup. I spent another hour adjusting my hair into perfect waves. I slipped into that little outfit, which hugged my body so comfortably, so softly—but so tight. I arranged lights in my living room, and I waited for the sun to go down so that I had total control over the lighting. It wasn’t perfect studio lighting, but at least it was more like what was in that studio. I must have taken fifty ‘test shots’ before I was satisfied with what I had.

Then, setting my phone’s camera on a timer, I took shot after shot. I tried hard to match what I did in that studio. And near the end of that shoot, I will admit that I started to… get into it. I started to feel kind of sexy as I stared into my camera lens. I felt a surge of confidence. I looked at the photos every few minutes. Shit—I actually looked cute.

I found myself wondering if I could be like Leigh, with an audience of excited men willing to pay money for sexy photos.

I don’t know why the thought was so exhilarating. I couldn’t help but think of all of the men who couldn’t look like that—not even close. Hell—I doubt there were very many men in the world who could pull off what I could pull off—and be worth thirty-thousand dollars…

That was just for one photoshoot. Maybe I was worth more? Maybe I could be worth… a lot more?

Ideas were slipping into my head. I was entertaining them while I waited for that final search to complete. I found myself looking closely at the photos I took, comparing them to the professional photos on those ‘futanari’ websites. Honestly… I was a nice camera away from being no different than the others. And what was stopping me from doing that?

Finally, the email came in.

Nothing. It brought up Leigh as an option, and a few new girls, all with a similar look—but no futanari photos.

I was really starting to think that the photoshoot never happened, and those photos never did exist. It was all a dream.

But the dream, clearly, had real-world consequences. Now, because of that ‘dream’ (if it was a dream), I owned makeup and lingerie, and I had developed the basic starting of that feminization skill. I could apply makeup and false lashes, and I could manipulate that wig to look realistic on top of my head. And because of that ‘dream’, I now knew that I could look like a convincing woman. Maybe my subconscious knew it all along, and that’s why it sent that dream to me.

Maybe my inner-self was trying to send me some sort of Jungian message, trying to let me know that I had this ‘skill’ in my possession, and that it was valuable.

It was maybe more valuable than my knowledge of cryptocurrencies.

I’d spent countless hours researching crypto, following crypto news, and taking huge risks investing in new currencies—and yeah, I’d made some money—but it was risky and unreliable… and the very next day, I took a hit that truly hurt. I woke up to find out that my latest large investment had taken a huge blow. The company that ran the currency was being sued, and the lawsuit announcement sparked a huge selloff, making the currency nearly valueless.

And, of course, that sparked a lot of volatility with other currencies, so my wallet shrunk in a big way. It was a devastating blow—right when I thought there was hope that I could possibly retire early and focus entirely on investing crypto.

I wasn’t broke or anything. I still had my job, and there was still money in that wallet—but I wasn’t nearly as ‘rich’ as I had been just the day before.

And it wasn’t long before I started to think about that ‘dream’, where I was paid thirty-thousand dollars to pose for some photos.

And it wasn’t long after that that I started to think about Leigh and her secret OnlyFans page where she made nearly eight-thousand dollars per month, uploading a couple of racy photos each week.

Could I do that?
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Iremained hopeful that my crypto balance would bounce back up. I’d seen volatility in my years of trading. Everyone knows that currency values go up and down over and over—but I was starting to worry this time. The news about this lawsuit wasn’t good, and it was inspiring similar lawsuits with other currencies. Banks were pushing back on the global crypto trading platform that was supposed to revolutionize the industry⁠—

And it would revolutionize it eventually; of that, I was sure… but this most recent hiccup had the potential to hold it up for years—maybe even decades. And that really screwed up my financial plans. I was supposed to retire early. I was supposed to never have to worry about the state of my bank account.

But there was still that one potential opportunity. There was still that dream, which lingered like a vivid memory in my mind: posing in that studio, doing whatever they asked of me. I could do it again… maybe.

I had everything I needed. Some nights, I would take it all out from the box I kept it in under my bed. I would hold that lacy romper in my hands, feeling that soft, almost-weightless fabric hanging over the sides of my fingers. I would smell that floral makeup, knowing it could be on my face in just thirty minutes. I could have a dozen photos to post within the hour. I could be making money by the end of the night.

I didn’t do it—not right away. First, I did some research. I looked into how girls advertised their pages. I looked into the content that they posted. And I found a few ‘futa’ girls posting with their cocks out. They didn’t look as cute as me. Their cocks weren’t as big as mine… But they were making big money—more than most of the biological women.

But it wasn’t necessarily just the money that had my curiosity raised. I wanted it to just be the money, but there was a stronger curiosity teasing me… I wanted to know if what I saw in the mirror was at all accurate. I wanted to know if I was truly convincing… if I really looked ‘cute’. I wanted to know if I really looked like Leigh, who was a popular socialite as well as a popular secret OnlyFans model. Or was I just going to be some weird guy in a dress? Maybe this ‘convincing’ stuff was just in my mind. The only people who ever told me that I was convincing were not, in fact, real; they were characters in a dream.

There was really only one way to know: to put my photos out onto the internet. I needed someone else to tell me the truth.

I placed an order for express delivery: a breast form. It wasn’t the high-end one they used in that studio, but it would do the trick. It came the next morning.

Then, very carefully, very slowly, I started to get everything ready. But this time, there were other details that I needed to address, like shaving my legs, my armpits. I tried to remember if I had done any of that before that shoot in the studio… I couldn’t remember. I had no memory of shaving—but I must have had smooth legs, right? Dreams are funny like that.

I ran a shower and carefully swiped away all of my leg hair, all of my armpit hair, all of my arm hair, and the tiny little hairs from my chest, even though I planned to cover my chest with that silicone form.

The colour of the form was, thankfully, remarkably close to my own skin tone, so I didn’t have to do any makeup blending like I expected. I turned to the mirror, blushing at the sight of myself with boobs. They looked real. They even felt pretty real when I cupped them and gently squeezed.

I put on makeup, using the techniques I’d learned. One supply at a time: slowly and carefully. I redid the eyeliner over and over until it was perfect. I looked alluring. I felt a jolt of confidence surging inside of me. I grinned.

I put on shadow: soft brown like I had always used. It suited me so well. It brought my eyes out in a way that made my heart leap.

Then the blush: red on my cheekbones… Then some pink gloss on my lips… white highlight below my eyes and down the front of my nose. I put a bit of glitter around my eyes to draw attention there, to my long false lashes, which made me look so submissive, so vulnerable… so feminine.

I gently mashed my lips together, careful not to ruin the gloss. I looked at my face from every angle.

I slipped into my tight romper. I put on that wig. I spent another thirty minutes making it all perfect.

I still recognized myself in the mirror—but now, I definitely saw a woman staring back at me. Now, there was a weird certainty. It almost felt unnecessary to go through with taking and posting those photos; I already knew that I was convincing. But there was still the issue of money.

I had no idea if I would make money from this, but at this point, I was willing to try… and I wanted to see what people would say. I wanted to see them calling me cute… sexy… beautiful. I wanted to feel that power. I wanted them to fawn over me, justifying all of the work that I had already put into this.

So I staged my living room. I placed lights carefully around, all aiming at the couch in the middle. I hid personal belongings. I had it all perfect—so I set my phone up on a makeshift tripod and I took photos, posing just like I had in that dream.

I even made myself hard. I jerked myself off gently, playing with my long cock until I was gushing onto my own chest. I felt naughty… exhilarated… but nervous. Maybe this was just going to come back and embarrass me. After shooting my load, I did feel a bit embarrassed—but not discouraged. I was still confident that there was potential in this idea.

So by the end of that night, the photos were live on my very own OnlyFans page. I had an account on Instagram, and one on X, and one on TikTok where I had some safer photos that redirected people to that OnlyFans. Tired, I went to bed, washing off that makeup and taking off the wig and the breast form.

I slept in the romper. It just felt so… comfortable. And with my shaved, smooth legs against my soft sheets—it was so pleasant. I slept a long time—and for the first time in months, I didn’t feel burdened by those nagging uncertainties. I felt weirdly calm. I felt strangely peaceful, though that could have been because of the ejaculation right before I clocked out for the night; that does tend to accompany some sense of relaxation.

I woke up to action on all of my social media pages: a few dozen followers on my free pages and a few paid followers on my subscription page. I wasn’t rich overnight. It wasn’t like waking up to a 500% increase in value of some cryptocurrency, but my heart soared nonetheless. I could see the potential in this, and I knew that it would just continue to grow.

My name online was simply ‘Big Girl’. I didn’t come up with some pseudonym beyond that. I didn’t like the idea of pretending to be someone I wasn’t, even though it did seem like that’s exactly what I was doing.

Each night over the next few weeks, I found track down some cheap lingerie (usually from some thrift shop), and I would stage a photoshoot in my place, with the curtains drawn. It wasn’t long before ‘fans’ were making requests. They wanted videos, so I gave them videos. They wanted to see me ejaculate onto my own face, so I gave them a video of me finishing on my own face. They wanted to see me licking my own cum… and I hate to admit that I did it for them, earning good tips in the process.

But I wasn’t doing it for the money. I really hate to admit it, but I was doing it for the validation. Every compliment—even though they were sexually charged—lifted me up, and reminded me that it was all worth the effort. The compliments that I would get on the safe-for-work platforms, like Instagram, were even better in a strange way. Men called me beautiful, stunning, adorable—and they would DM me begging for my contact info. I don’t know why it made me feel so good; I wasn’t even attracted to men. The thought of being with a man grossed me out—but I found myself craving that attention. Being on social media quickly became like an addiction.

By the end of my first month, I was earning $1,000 per month. By the end of my second month, that figure was up to $2,000—not a bad side income that only took a couple of hours every few nights.

But, like I said—it wasn’t the income that motivated me to move forward. I was addicted to the validation—seeing ‘likes’ was like a gambler seeing the symbols on the slot machine all lined up.
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Men started making riskier requests. They wanted to see me with a dildo, so, nervously, I bought a dildo. With my camera filming, I bent over and slid it into my hole. I bit my tongue as I pumped it in and out.

Men wanted to see me fucking women with my large cock.

I didn’t even know how to facilitate such a thing—and then a man volunteered his wife. She was a little older than me, but very pretty. She was into the idea, and the man was willing to pay big money to make it happen. He flew his wife out. He booked the hotel and sent me the hotel information. He didn’t join. It was just her. I met with her at the hotel room, terrified but excited; I hadn’t been with a woman in a long time, and it almost never went well.

But this woman was different. She was one of those women who got off on extremes. She told me before we started filming: “I hope it hurts.”

I wanted to make the footage as ‘sexy’ as possible, but it didn’t turn out great, if I’m being honest. I was stressed. I was in a state of intense anxiety, being out of the house for the first time as a girl. I was terrified that people would look at me weird. I was horrified that she would see me and I would look ‘different’ from what she expected. I was worried I wouldn’t sound like a girl, though I’d practised my voice. I was terrified that this was some sort of trap that I was walking into. All of those fears made for a pretty lousy video…

But she took my cock. I got about ten inches inside of her before I couldn’t fit anymore, and she moaned wildly while clutching the sheets. I will admit that it was a bit weird fucking a woman… as a woman. Some moments in that footage weren’t bad. There were some hot moments, like when I pulled out and she gushed all over the hotel bed sheets.

And even with my cock out, and erect, I still looked like a girl. Even when I was thrusting into her, hunched over her petite body, I still looked feminine and cute.

A couple of weeks later, I did it again with another woman: a model who wanted to do a collaboration. We took some photos together. I was nervous at first, but not nearly as badly as the time with the man’s wife. She had a bunch of video equipment which she set up around the room. She pressed record and we fucked: vaginal, and then anal. She was able to take more than I expected; I guess she’d done lots of ‘practicing’ with various toys.

Then came my collab with another ‘futa’ model. This time, things were different. I was extremely nervous going into the hotel room we had booked, which was an hour from my place. I was relieved when I saw that she was cute—and her cock wasn’t nearly as big as mine. Still, we took ‘turns’ being on top. She went first, fucking me in the ass, with me bent over the bed. It didn’t hurt like I was worried it would. It actually felt kind of nice.

It took us nearly an hour to get my cock inside of her. We stopped the cameras while we made the first dozen attempts. Then, once she was stretched and relaxed and calmed down, we did it with the cameras rolling. I will say that it was a bit weird fucking a biological male in the ass—though it didn’t feel any different than fucking a biological woman in the ass. In fact… it was exactly the same. The futa girl smelled better; I guess I liked her perfume more.

After a few months, my earnings online well exceeded my day job. So much so that I decided to quit. I told my friends that I was just having very good luck with my investments. They were, of course, perplexed, knowing that the crypto market was in shambles with the various lawsuits. “I’m not just into crypto,” I told them. “I’ve been doing a lot of diversification.” And they didn’t ask me what specifically I had been getting into—so I left it at that. They didn’t need to know that I was secretly dressing up like a girl and running a successful pornography page. They didn’t need to know that I was beyond earning six-figures (annually) selling pictures and videos of me masturbating—or fucking other people. They didn’t need to know that there were men paying me hundreds of dollars privately to masturbate on webcam with them.

Some mornings I would wake up and, before opening my eyes, forget what I had become. It would feel like the whole thing had just been a weird, surreal dream—because it all seemed too impossible to be real. Just a year earlier, none of this had been a thought in my head--not even the slightest blip on my radar. I never even thought about wearing women’s clothing. Now, it had become my life. Dressing up had become my job. And even my cryptocurrency hobby had fallen by the wayside; I was too nervous to invest, and most days I didn’t even think to check to see if prices were rising or falling.

Then I would open my eyes and see the pink sheets on my bed (they looked better for content) and the racks of women’s clothing (mostly lingerie) that I’d collected. I’d see the makeup supplies covering my desk, and the smell of perfume would waft up my nose: a smell that seemed to permeate my whole house now, stopping me from ever inviting guests over—unless those guests were OnlyFans collaborators.

My life now was indistinguishable from what it was a year earlier—and at any moment, I felt like it was going to revert back to what it was.

I logged on to check my email. Ten notifications let me know that ten new fans had joined my page overnight: another $100 per month, which was normal to wake up to. That number was still growing fast, and I couldn’t help but wonder if there was a ceiling. I was making more than anyone else I knew. I was making more than both of my parents combined at the peak of their careers.

It was a content-making day. I had an ‘appointment’ at noon: a man was coming over to my house. He was my first male collaborator. He had a cock like mine—but he didn’t dress like a girl. He was going to fuck me in the ass… but strangely, I wasn’t too nervous. I’d been fucked in ass so many times—always by trans girls or futa performers. It never hurt—even the bigger girls. I’d fucked myself with huge dildos. I was ready for him.

I knew it would feel good. I knew the content would be good; I knew it would get me new followers and more cash—and so many compliments from my admirers.

I spent the whole morning getting ready, making myself beautiful. I’d gotten so good at beautifying myself. I knew which techniques worked best for my face shape. I knew how to make myself into a knockout babe.

I put on my breast form. I slipped into the cutest little pink romper, which had a frilly tulle skirt. I looked to the mirror. I turned sideways to admire my perky bum. People loved my bum; I think it got me more compliments than anything else⁠—

Well, almost anything. My cock, of course, was what made me ‘famous’. My cock was the reason I had nearly one-hundred thousand followers on my social platforms. I never had to work to find collaborators for content; they always reached out to me.

By the time I was done getting ready, three more people had signed up for my page: more money in the bank. Easy.

Still, this wasn’t about the money.

My ‘appointment’ arrived on time, at noon. He was bigger than I was expecting: towering more than a foot above me. He was polite while we talked about our plan and set up. He was very soft-spoken and kind and gentle. But when we started filming, his ‘persona’ came out. He spanked me so hard that I yelped, and he pinned me down. It was all part of the plan, of course, but I suppose I wasn’t expecting him o be so dominant. He pushed my face into my mattress, and then he pushed his long, thick, lubricated cock into my asshole.

He pumped me hard, with cameras filming all around us on tripods.

He gushed inside of me, and his cum spilled out of me like a torrent.

And then he pushed back in. He was known to be able to keep fucking, orgasm after orgasm. Now, he was using his thick, gooey cum as lubricant as he pumped me harder and harder. His fingers curled around my throat. It felt good. I liked how submissive he made me feel. When I felt submissive, I felt like a girl. Being dominant with my big cock was fun… but really, I wanted to feel feminine. I wanted to feel pretty and vulnerable.

But he was clenching hard. It was difficult to breathe. In a way, that made it feel better… but my vision was starting to blur.

Then suddenly, my vision went black.

I felt light, like I was lifting out from my body. Did he just… kill me? Did he accidentally choke me to death?

I wasn’t sure where I was.

“Wake up,” his voice said, sounding nervous. I wanted to wake up—but I couldn’t. His voice seemed so far away—and it was getting further away. “Are you okay? Wake up. Seriously. Wake up.”

But I couldn’t. I was pretty sure I was dead. Maybe we took it too far. Maybe I was a bit… too submissive.

Then, something jolted me. I gasped and then turned my head and puked. Chlorinated water spilled all over the pavement next to me. A pretty lifeguard with long blonde hair was kneeling next to me.

The sun was shining brightly—strangely warm for the wintertime.

But it wasn’t the wintertime. Now, it was the middle of summer.

I blinked, trying to fix my blurry vision. I could see my friend running towards me. He knelt down next to the lifeguard. “What happened!?” he gasped.

“He hit his head jumping in the water. He was underwater for a good thirty seconds. The ambulance is on its way.”

I tried to sit up, but they stopped me. “W—What’s happening?” I asked.

“Just stay still, man. The paramedics need to check you.”

I could hear sirens now. What was happening? Was I dreaming?

Then, beyond the lifeguard and my friend—and beyond the small crowd that had gathered to watch—was the man who had recruited me all those months ago: the man I met outside of that very pool… The owner of Gone Mad Studios.


CHAPTER 9
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At the hospital they told me that my heart had stopped briefly before the lifeguard saved me by performing CPR. I had swallowed a dangerous amount of water. When they told me the date, I almost fainted on the spot.

Time had reverted—back to the day that I met that man in the swimming pool parking lot, before the ‘dream’ about posing as a ‘futanari girl’ for his studio. I guess it really was a dream—along with everything else. It turns out, I never was a futanari model. I never did become a successful OnlyFans girl.

None of it happened. It was all just a surreal, vivid, near-death hallucination: nearly eighteen months that were really only about thirty seconds. I don’t know how to explain it; I don’t know if it can be explained scientifically.

It was a full two days before I was discharged from the hospital. I went back to my place to see it the way it always had been: normal, with my typical male clothes and my grey bed sheets. There were no makeup supplies, no smell of perfume in the air. But those girly memories were still in my head, just as strong as any other memory. But this time, I knew for a fact that it never happened.

I looked at my crypto wallet the next day. I was making decent money. My investments were ticking up, and that would have normally made me quite excited—but now, I just felt nervous. I remembered the market tanking in my dream, and I felt like it could happen in real life too at any moment. I had everything invested into crypto. But I knew that I needed to diversify. My ‘dream’ was like a warning: don’t keep all of your eggs in one basket.

I looked in the mirror. I remembered how I looked as a woman. I remembered how easily I managed to create an online empire. But that wasn’t real. It’s not like I could just do it again. This was the real world, and in the real world, nothing is easy.

Plus… I wasn’t exactly happy in that dream. I had turned myself into a glorified prostitute. I was having sex with people to make money… so I suppose I was like a real prostitute. I was reducing myself to something so desperate, so pathetic, so deplorable—and the worst part about it, I wasn’t even doing it for money. In that dream, I was doing it for the validation.

And why was that the dream that I had? I was on the verge of death, and my final ‘vision’ was of myself as a futanari prostitute. It made no sense.

Or maybe there was some sort of hidden message in it: something that I was supposed to decode.

My return to work was awkward. I hadn’t worked that job in nearly a year—but in reality, it had only been about a week. I felt like I had to relearn so much—and even remembering coworker names was challenging. They all thought that it was a consequence of some minor ‘brain damage’ from not getting oxygen to my brain for a length of time—and maybe that was true… but really, it just seemed like ages since I’d seen any of them.

I never hated that job before; it had always just been ‘fine’. But now, there was something dreadful about it. There was something so empty about it. Maybe it was the lousy pay—or maybe it was something else.

I was invisible while at work. Nobody seemed to care much about me. Nobody even really looked at me, unless they absolutely needed my attention for something.

When I was a girl in that dream, everyone noticed me.

But that wasn’t real.

Week after week, I went in, hoping that a sense of normalcy would soon seep in, hoping that that strange ‘dream’ would fade into a strange memory. It was bound to happen eventually… and it was starting to happen. I was starting to remember where I had left off in real life. I was starting to figure out how to separate dream memories from real ones.

But that sense of emptiness didn’t go away—not even after three months. And my friends were noticing. “Maybe you should see a therapist,” one friend said to me one evening, unprompted.

“Why?” I asked.

“You just seem… not the same,” he said. It was a polite way of saying that I was depressing to be around now. They all thought that it was some sort of brain damage repercussion—but really, it was that awful sense of emptiness. It was especially bad whenever I saw a beautiful woman—so vibrant and commanding so much attention. I was like that once… maybe not in real life, but I knew what that felt like.

I would see a girl with perfectly done makeup, and I knew how satisfying that felt. I knew what it was like to get the look just right. Of course, I couldn’t tell my friends what was going on in my head—and I didn’t want to tell all of this to a therapist and have them think that I longed to be some sort of transgender prostitute, simply because I loved attention.

It wasn’t just about attention. There was something else. There was just something so… satisfying about being dressed up, cute—like it was the way I was meant to be.

I tried to push those thoughts away, but one evening, I saw a little black lacy romper. I swear to God that it was the same exact one that I wore in that dream photoshoot—and the same one that I wore when I tried to recreate that photoshoot. It was marked down. My heart raced fast. For a moment, I felt a familiar thrill. I felt something pulling me towards that little lingerie shop. I felt excitement along with nervousness.

I didn’t want to become what I became in that dream. I wasn’t going to go down that same road—but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t try to figure out what it was about that dream that I wanted so badly now.

I bought the romper. I took it home. When it was time for bed, I slipped into it.

It felt good. I felt a deep, relieving satisfaction.

One thing led to another, and I found myself shaving my legs. I missed the feeling of shaved legs in soft sheets. I slept with tight lace hugging my curves. I faced the familiar problem of keeping my large cock stuffed into that lingerie—and it was particularly tricky when I became hard; the feeling of that tight lace had that effect on me…

The next day, I met up with some friends, and they commented, “You seem… different. Did you start seeing a therapist?”

I blushed and shook my head. “Just feeling good today, I guess.”

That night, I put it on again. I slept deeply, so comfortable… so right.

In the morning, I found myself standing before the mirror, staring at my reflection. I remembered looking in the mirror at that Gone Mad Studio. I remembered seeing myself and thinking that it was strange: I was seeing me as a girl. But now, dressed for work, it was a similar sensation: I was seeing me, but as a guy—and somehow that seemed wrong. It seemed like that maleness was a sort of disguise that wasn’t quite working.

I went out for lunch with some coworkers that afternoon. As we sat down at our table, I noticed a waitress across the bar, talking to the manager. It seemed like she was being trained; he was showing her the table numbers and the POS system. I looked closer and started noticing some peculiar features on the girl—and later into the lunch, I heard her speaking to a table near us, and realized that she wasn’t a biological female.

She was trans, and fairly early into her transition.

She looked nervous. Maybe this was one of her first outings as a woman. Maybe this was a big leap for her. She must have felt so vulnerable and nervous… but excited: a big step into the life she really wanted.

“Are you okay, Bruce?” one of my coworkers asked me.

“Huh?” I said. “Oh. Yeah. Totally.”

On my way out, I noticed the sign by the door: ‘Help Wanted. Two waitresses and one cook. Apply within.’

They found one waitress, and I guess they still needed another.

On my way home from work, I bought a few things from a thrift store: a dress, a skirt, a blouse, some panties, a pair of stockings, and a bra. While I was trying it on at home, I thought about that help-wanted ad. For some reason, the thought of doing what that trans girl was doing was so… exciting. Maybe it was a pay decrease… but the chance to be a girl, to be interacting with people… to feel seen.

I quietly went in to that restaurant the next day, dressed in my new dress, wearing a small pair of ballet-style flats. I felt weird. I felt like I’d done it one hundred times before—yet never before at the same time.

I went to the bar and asked to speak to a manager.

The bartender looked at my face and then she said, “I love the way you did your eyeliner.”

“Thank you,” I blushed.

I had put my makeup on with ease, as if I’d done it hundreds of times before. It was natural… simple. All of that muscle memory was still there, which made no sense, because I had never worn makeup before in my life until that day.

But they had no idea. It was a full fifteen minutes before they even realized I was actually male. The manager asked to check my ID, to get a scan of it for my application—and then he saw my real name and my male picture, and he gasped. “Wow—I, uh, had no idea.” He blushed and I smiled.

It was strange to think that this was a big, life-changing decision that I was making based off of a dream that I had. My friends thought that I had lost my mind when they found out that I left my job. I didn’t even bother lying. I didn’t try to tell them that I was going to pursue trading crypto full-time. When they asked, I told them that I got a job at that restaurant, and when they came in to see me, they saw me as her.

And honestly—after I started making decent tips, the money was pretty much the same as my old job. I was able to save quite a bit, which I invested into crypto. I was doing just fine financially.

But more importantly, I was happy. Whenever I put on that cute little waitress outfit, I felt that emptiness fizzle away. I didn’t need to be making a huge fortune on crypto to be happy. I didn’t need to be some famous OnlyFans whore to be happy. I just needed to feel that completeness that I got from wearing a cute little outfit, and making other people smile when they saw me. That was enough for me.

THE END
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